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� Y NAME is Gladys Pratt Young. I live with my husband, 
S. Dilworth Young, in Salt Lake City, in a beautiful 

house on Myrtle Hill. I am an old woman, and I have to stay 
in a wheelchair now, but I am going to tell you about the time 
I was a little girl. 

My father was Helaman Pratt. In his day, Heavenly Father, 
through the President of the Church, asked some of the men to 
have more than one wife. Now the Lord has said that the day 
for that is passed, and that men should only have one wife 
now. But at the time, my father had two wives, Dora Wilcken 
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Pratt, whom I called Aunt Dora, and Emaline Victoria 
Billingsley Pratt, my mother. 

In 1887 Helaman was called by the prophet to take his two 
families and go to Old Mexico, to build a home there, and to 
stay there all his life. This was called a life’s mission. Many 
men in the early days were called like this to go to different 
places and start colonies, to preach the gospel to the people 
around them, and to teach them how to live like Latter-day 
Saints. Now this was a hard thing to do. Helaman had built a 
house at the mouth of City Creek Canyon in Salt Lake City 
for Aunt Dora and Aunt Victoria and his families of boys and 
girls. It was a beautiful home, with a running stream and 
many lovely trees and shrubs and wildflowers all around. But 
Helaman was an obedient man and loyal to all the priesthood 
asked of him, so he went home to Dora and Victoria and told 
them what they had been called to do.  

Right away they sold their beautiful home and their other 
possessions and began to pack the things they needed to take 
with them on the trip to Old Mexico. It was decided that Aunt 
Dora should go first, because Victoria had a very young baby, 
and it would have been hard for her to travel so far with such 
a little one. So Victoria stayed in Salt Lake one year longer, 
but Aunt Dora and her children went with my father. 
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First Helaman and Aunt Dora and the children boarded a 
train. The train moved slowly and the journey took many days 
and nites. Finally they came to the place where the United 
States ends and Old Mexico begins. These two countries are 
divided by a river called the Rio Grande. On the banks of this 
big river they made a camp and camped out until Helaman 
could find a big covered wagon to buy and some horses so the 
wagon could be pulled over the road. Finally he found and 
bought the wagon and the team, then Aunt Dora and her 
family packed their things in the big wagon box and climbed 
in. 

There were no bridges in those days. The horses had to walk 
right into the deep water and pull the heavy wagon after them. 
In places the river was so deep that the horses had to swim. 
This made all the children very frightened, and they screamed 
a little. Helaman made them keep very quiet because he said 

they were 
frightening the 
horses, and if 
they got too 
frightened they 
would quit 
pulling, and then 
the wagon would 
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float down the river and they would all be drowned. So the 
children were very quiet and the horses swam well until they 
got to the other bank of the river. Then the mud was so deep 
that the horses slipped and slid all around and almost fell 
down. They pulled and pulled until finally they got their feet 
into good hard ground. Then they pulled the wagon up onto 
the hard bank of the other side of the river. All the children let 
out a great big yell and ran all around, glad and happy. 

They traveled in this covered wagon, camping out at nite, for 
many days. They didn’t know exactly where they were going 
to build their new home, but they did know where the Apostle 
that was in charge of the mission was staying. His name was 
Moses Thatcher. They found Elder Thatcher and learned that 
from him they could buy a big, big piece of land way up in 
the high mountain country. So they bought three thousand 
acres and decided to make their first new home on this big 
ranch. They called it Cliff Ranch. Some folks called it Pratt 
Ranch because the Pratt family lived there. 

Off they started. The roads were very rough, and in many 
places there weren’t any roads at all. Helaman and his sons 
had to make little bits of road, a few miles at a time, ahead of 
them so the horses could get the wagons over the ground. 
They camped at nite under the wagon box, with blankets and 
canvas covers spread out and more blankets to cover them. 
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Aunt Dora and the littlest babies slept in the covered box so 
they could be more comfortable. At long last they arrived at 
the mountain ranch, very tired from the journey. They decided 
to build a log cabin on a beautiful little hillside covered with 
tall grasses and wildflowers and standing between two 
mountain streams that flowed down into a big river. The cliffs 
on either side of the river were very steep and covered with 
green moss, so they called the river the Piedras Verdes, which 
means “green stones” in Spanish. 

To make the cabin, they cut down 
trees with their axes, and trimmed 

off the branches to make them 
smooth. They laid these trees 
together on top of one another, 
then filled up the cracks with 

mud mixed with straw. This was to keep the cabin warm and 
the wind and rain out. In one end of the cabin they built a 
great big chimney with a wide, deep fireplace. This rock 
chimney was taller than the cabin and so wide that you could 
walk behind the fire on each side and not get burned. The 
fireplace was their heater and their cooking place. 

There were several other families that came to live near the 
Pratt family, all with little children to play with. One of the 
mothers knew how to teach school, so she became the teacher, 
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and the children six years old or older went to school every 
day. They didn’t have desks. The benches were logs of wood 
like a big tree cut in two down the middle and wooden pegs 
stuck in the ends to make legs so they could stand up. They 
used slates to do their writing and their arithmetic, because 
they didn’t have paper and pencils or blackboards either. They 
had only a few books, so they took turns practicing their 
reading. They had many good times playing together at 

recess, and often after 
school they would go on 
a long hike together up 
over the mountains or 
take a swim in the big 
river. Afterwards they 
would race each other to 
their homes, very 
hungry and tired. 

Now all the mamas, knowing they would be coming, would 
have nice things cooking in the fireplaces. They made a kind 
of hot cornbread called johnnycake in a Dutch oven, a big, 
black iron pot. The Dutch oven sat right down in the glowing, 
hot coals and had red coals piled on top of its lid too. In 
another Dutch oven would be cooking vegetables, and in 
another a roast of beef or deer that the bigger boys had 
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brought home to the cabin after the hunt, or in a frying pan 
trout from the streams. The children ate the hot johnnycake 
with lots of butter and molasses syrup. Sometimes they had 
hot, round biscuits, fluffy and sugary and covered with 
cinnamon, which the children called puffballs. It was all so 
good cooked over the open fire. 

For several years they lived on Cliff Ranch, except for one year 
spent on a ranch farther down the mountain. Then more and 
more people began to settle in the valley below, and most the 
families in the mountains left to live among them. Finally  
Helaman decided to move his families to the valley settlements. 
He decided not to sell Cliff Ranch but to keep it and come to 
it in the summertime. The family lived first in Colonia Juárez, 
and in that colonia (that is what the towns were called) I was 
born on March 24, 1895. I was Victoria’s ninth child and 
Helaman’s eleventh daughter. Soon Helaman bought farmland 
in Colonia Dublán, another settlement nearby. He moved his 
families there and built two beautiful and well-made homes, 
one for Victoria and one for Dora. These homes were built of 
brick with high ceilings and big windows and beautiful doors. 
They were furnished with lovely old-fashioned furniture that 
they had been able to have shipped in to them. They had 
beautiful fireplaces that made the homes warm and cheerful. 
Here they lived the rest of their lives. 
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� HE VALLEY HOME had many, many fields of wheat and 
corn and potatoes. It had many cherry, pear, and peach 

trees. It had lawns and vegetable gardens and very big shade 
trees. Aunt Dora planted purple Concord grapes and white 
muscats and white seedless grapes. Mother and Aunt Dora 
planted rose bushes, and because the water was very scarce, 
they would carry water to the grapevines and roses in buckets. 
First they would draw the water up from the well by a rope. 
Then they would lift it, although it was very heavy, and pour 
it all around the roots of the roses and the tender plants. This 
made 
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everything grow and live, and the homes became very 
beautiful. 

When the grapes bloomed, a horrible bug called a June bug 
would get on them and eat them so fast that they would 
almost destroy them. Then Father would gather up all the 
children of both families and take us to the vineyard. There he 
would leave buckets of water with some poison in it that 
would kill the bugs. It was now our job to pick and scrape the 
June bugs into the poison from the grape vines. It wasn’t a 
pleasant job, and sometimes when we would see the handfuls 
of big, ugly bugs struggling around in the poison, finally 
dying, we would cry and try to stop working. But Father 
taught us that if we wanted anything that was worthwhile in 
life, we had to work for it. Sometimes the work was hard and 
disagreeable, but we always had to finish what we began to 
do. And when the grapes grew and ripened and got big and 
juicy and firm, then we would feast on them and believe that 
our father was right and that the pay for honest work was very 
rewarding. 

We had six pretty little jersey cows. They looked all brown 
and yellow with big, soft eyes and long, graceful tails. They 
gave us very much rich, creamy milk. When they were all 
lined up in the stable, I had to put on some old Levi’s and sit 
on a stool in the stall and milk the cows one at a time. We 
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would separate the cream from the skim milk with a machine 
we called a separator. Then we would let the milk and the 
cream get very cold in the north window with a net cloth 
around the outside of the pans and buckets. Just before 
bedtime, we would pour out a bowl of milk, then pour into it a 
lot of good, rich cream. Into this we would crumb some 

lovely, crusty bread and sprinkle sugar 
over all. Perhaps there would be a 

platter of little new green 
onions on the table, and a 
platter of rich, golden 
homemade cheese. This 

bread and creamy milk with onion 
and cheese made a supper that was fit 
for kings and queens, and kept us very 
well and healthy. 

We always had plenty of cream left, and every two or three 
days we churned it into butter. The churn looked like a 
wooden barrel with a lid on it. The lid fit tight and had a 
round hole in the very center of it. Up through this hole came 
the long handle of the dasher, which was pushed up and 
down, up and down, and dashed the cream into butter. I loved 
to watch the butter when it first came from the churn and the 
whey would be pressed out of it before Mother stuffed it into 
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a butter mold. The mold held exactly one pound of butter and 
pressed a pretty design in the center, like a flower or a 
pineapple or something interesting. We kept all the butter we 
wanted to eat and to make cakes and pies and cookies. The 
rest we sold to the village store, and they would sell it to other 
people. 

We also had a chicken coop full of hens and roosters and litt le 
chickens. Every day, part of my work was to gather the fresh 
eggs for Mother to make good things to eat like omelets, 
bacon and eggs, ham and eggs, and popovers. We always had 
our own bacon and ham, because Father would kill a pig in 
the cold months of the year, cut it up, and hang it in the 
smokehouse for several days until it was dried out and smoky-
flavored. We ground all the scrap meat after we had shaved 
and cured the hams and bacon and roasts. We flavored the 
ground pork with garden sage and salt and pepper, just right, 
and stuffed it tightly into small, round cloth bags. Sometimes 
we didn’t have bags, so we had to use one of the intestines of 
the pig, after cleaning it thoroughly. This held the sausage 
very well. 

Another favorite meat we made was called head cheese. We 
would clean the head very well, then boil it many hours in 
water to which we had added spices, until the meat was very 
tender. Then we would scrape it off the bones, grind it up, 
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season it with sage and salt and pepper, then press it down 
into a round ball. We children were allowed to slice off a 
piece when we were hungry for a sandwich or some warmed-
over lunch meat. 

The part that I looked forward to the most was the tail. 
Always Father would cut it off and give it to Mother. She 
would clean it good and put it into a hot oven and leave it 
there until it was very crisp and brittle and well done. Then 
she would let me have it to eat. I sprinkled it with salt. As 
soon as I bit into it, the tail would break off in crisp, tender 
bits. I thought it the best-tasting thing in the world. We called 
it piggy crackling, and each child had to have turns and share 
the privilege of having and eating this pioneer delicacy. 

The school in the valley was a very good school, almost as 
good as you have today. We had good teachers who taught us 
how to read and write and spell very well. We would choose 
sides and see who could go the longest time without missing a 
word. If anyone missed one, that person had to sit down, and 
the side that had the most standing in the spelling line at the 
end of the contest won. We had good desks like your school 
desks in this school, and pencils and pens and ink to write 
with, and the teachers had blackboards and chalk to show how 
to do our problems. At recess we played hard -running games 
like pomp-pom-pull-away, steal-stick, prisoners-base, and 
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last-couple-out. We played ball games like one-old-
cat and rounders and kickball. It was all such fun. 

Then there were holidays also. The best one, I 
think, was one called Cinco de Mayo, which is 
the celebration of the Mexican Independence 
Day, almost like the Fourth of July. We would 
come to the school ground early in the 
morning when the school bell would ring. 
Sometimes we would gather in the park where 
there would always be a band playing lovely 
music, and I can remember that my heart would 
always take a little jump as I looked up to the 
steeple of the schoolhouse and saw the flag 
waving in the breeze. It was not the stars and 
stripes, nor the flag of the red, white, and blue, but it 
was a red, white, and green flag, and on its white middle, 
instead of stars, there was a huge eagle sitting on a cactus, 
holding a snake in its claws. We felt we were in a foreign 
country, but the Mexicans had let us come to their land and 
share it and make comfortable homes here, so we were proud 
and grateful for the new Mexican flag. 

After the flag had been raised on high, we all went into the 
assembly room of the schoolhouse, and there we listened to a 
program of songs and speeches about the history of Mexico. 
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Much of the program was given in the Spanish language, but 
we were beginning to understand it and speak it a little. 
Mother sang a beautiful Spanish song called La Golondrina. 
Then she would sing the Mexican national anthem. When she 
came to the chorus of this song, all the people would stand 
and sing with her. The band would join in, and everyone felt 
very happy and gay. 

After the program, we would go outside on the playground 
and be grouped by age and run races against each other. If we 
won, we got a small prize. The races I loved the best were the 
horse races. Two horses would be matched and we would ride 
to the starting line, where two of the judges held a string. 
Then a judge would count, “Ready, set, go!” and the other 
judges would drop the string, and off we would race to the 
finish line. 

Next came a very exciting event, the greased pig chase. Five 
or six little baby pigs would be placed in a pen. When the 
time drew near, the men would go into the pen and chase the 
pigs around until they caught one by the front or hind leg. 
Holding it tight, they would rub grease all over its back and 
stomach and legs and head. When the boys were lined up on 
the line and ready to start, the gate to the pigpen would be 
opened. Out would run the pigs, and away would go the boys 
after them, darting this way and that, trying to catch one by 
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the foot. If they did get one, they would 
have an awful time trying to hold him, 
because his skin was so greasy, 
and because both boy and pig 
would be slippery from 
running. No sooner would a 
boy have a piglet fast than it 
would somehow wiggle 
right up and pop right out of 
his arms and scramble away. Sometimes a boy hung so tight 
to a leg and the piglet pulled so hard that it dragg ed him right 
on his belly through the dirt. Of course, he would be covered 
with dust and dirt and grease, and have to change his clothes 
afterwards. Finally one or two of the boys would catch and 
hold a pig long enough to get him in the pen again. They were 
the winners and would be given a very handsome prize, 
maybe a new mouth organ or a bat and ball or a baseball mitt. 
Or maybe the prize would be five pesos, so if a boy won, he 
would feel very rich for a while. 

We all went home tired and hungry, and all the younger 
children were put to bed. But the papas and mamas and all the 
older boys and girls and young men and women went back to 
the hall, and on well-waxed floors with an orchestra of violins 
and bass viols, maybe a banjo and a guitar and an accordion 
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or a marimba, the people would dance 
the polka, the schottische, the two-

step, and the square dance until 
midnite. It was all these good times 

together that made the 
people forget their 
difficulties and be 

happy together. It made 
them learn to love one another better. 

Another holiday that I loved was our May Day celebration. 
We would pack a picnic lunch and climb onto hayracks piled 
soft with new straw, or we would ride in a big covered wagon 
or in a two-seated buggy that we called a buckboard. Some of 
us rode on horses. We all went to the same place, usually a 
large grove of shady cottonwood trees. Because it was May, 
all the cottonwood trees had buds on them. These would pop 
and scatter white, cottony fluff all over the ground. It was fun 
running through these fluffy bunches of cotton and kicking 
them in feathery clouds in the air. 

Soon we would see the older boys running to the clearing in 
the grove with a tall pole, which they would fasten securely 
into the ground. The pole had a beautiful wreath of flowers on 
top, and wound all down its length were garlands of beautiful 
garden flowers picked in the dawn. Long, colored silk 
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streamers hung from a round wheel at the top of the pole. A 
man would be calling, “Come to the May Queen booth and 
vote for the one you want to be Queen of the May.” Everyone 
would go over and write on a piece of paper whom they 
wanted, and when all had voted, the man in charge would 
announce who the Queen was to be. He would find the 
maiden, take her arm, and lead her to the throne. This was 
usually just a chair on top of a platform with some steps 
leading up to it. Little flower girls stood on each step with 
baskets of flowers, and other little girls would follow the 
Queen, carrying garlands of flowers, and still other little girls 
walked in front of her, scattering petals in her path. When she 
got to the throne the bishop would come up the steps and 
place a beautiful crown of flowers on her head, and all the 
little girls would make a deep curtsy to the Queen. One would 
come close to her and give her a beautiful mayflower basket 
to hold in her hands. 

Then came running to the maypole older girls and boys, one 
for each silk ribbon streamer. Each girl or boy would run 
outward until the streamers were stretched straight from the 
top of the pole to where he stood, girls facing one way and 
boys the other. Then the orchestra played beautiful waltz 
music, and the boys and girls waltzed around the maypole, 
weaving the ribbon streamers over and under. Thus the 
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streamers would weave in a pretty design around the pole. 
Then they would rewind it and start all over again. This is 
called “dancing the maypole.” 

When the dancing was finished, all the lads and maidens 
bowed and curtsied to the Queen. The man in charge would 
say, “Time for lunch,” and everyone would go to their own 
families. Sometimes two or three families would 
spread their lunch out and eat together. There were 
many good things to eat, such as fried chicken, 
strawberry shortcake, strawberries and cream, and 
chocolate cake, and always after lunch the 
children were treated to 
free pink lemonade and 
free homemade ice 
cream cones. It was a 
most happy springtime 
holiday. After lunch 
the papas would make great high swings in the trees and put 
good swing seats in them. Then they would let the children 
take turns having a swing. The papas and the big brothers 
would push the swings very high in the air, and sometimes it 
was scary, but we liked to see how brave we could be and 
would squeal with glee as we almost touched the lower 
branches of the trees with our toes. 


