

















T H E	P I C T U R E
(REFERRING TO THE PICTURE OF THE CANNON FARM)
BY

MARGARET CANNON CLAYTON
[bookmark: _GoBack]
THE PICTURE
By Margaret Cannon Clayton	(Aunt Bob)

For many years it hung on the wall in the upper hall.	As children we stopped to look, to study and to imagine much about it.	The heavy gold frame that encased it we never ceased to admire.	The picture showed the broad green pastures, the trees and· the driveway leading up to the stately homes and buildings that for many years were known as the Cannon Farm.	In front of the houses and between the pastures was a gravel walk and a high water pipe that supplied the water for the lawns between the walk and the driveway next to the pasture.
Here on these lawns I remember Aunt Zannie's wedding reception.	A large canvas was stretched tightly across the grass where the lovely bride and handsome Uncle Lon greeted guests and then danced while an orchestra (could have been the mandolin and guitar club - mostly family) played.	This was the first wedding I ever attended and must have been in the late 90's.	Later, probably 1902 or 1903, Aunt Hester and Daniel Richards greeted their guests in an outdoor reception.
Cows, horses, and sometimes sheep grazed in these lush pastures.

There were many other fields and acres of hay and grain but the picture does not show any of these.
Behind the houses was a circular pond as wid or wider than the river, that was fed at the south end by what was known as the Mill Creek ditch, emptying into the pond near the back of Aunt Eliza's house, coming quite close to the back of the school house and the farm house, then gradually turning toward the south and west emptying into the Jordan River near the northwest end of property.
This piece of ground almost surrounded by water was known as the "Island."	Here were fruit, black walnut, and mulberry trees and always a large garden supplying plenty of vegetables for the family.




Here too, on this pond the children learned to row a boat and to handle a raft.	A tight wire was stretched across the water where one, by holding to that and standing on a raft could safely cross.	There was no bridge so those caring for the garden a d carrying produce back used this means of transportation.	There was never any swimming in this pond, for the family always preferred the running water of the river and the swimming hole there.	Here grandfather did his swimming and diving right along with his boys, and here many of the children and grandchildren were baptized.
In the winter time when the water was frozen, it was wonderful for skating, not only for these children but for all near and far who came to enjoy it.	When the ice got heavy and thick enough (the winters seemed longer and colder), the ice was cut into large blocks and stored between layers of sawdust in an ice house specially built for it.	This ice was used in the home refrigerators and for freezing ice cream made with real eggs and lots of real cream.
Here in this lovely setting many children were born and loved, worked and played, grew to manhood and womanhood, left for missions, schools, or to be married.	This was truly a patriarchal family.
The Man - Prophet, Pioneer, and Publisher - but most of all Father - not tall but with such personality that one never thought of him as a small man.	With the foresight of the future, he chose the land bordering on the Jordan River, far west of the city at that time, to have his family together and for their inheritance.
Here he was truly a Patriarch, honored and respected by family, friends, and even enemies.	As a young man he had dark hair and was clean shaven, but my earliest recollection of him was gray or almost
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white hair and a beard, his blue eyes large, full, and piercing, but eyes that could twinkle and smile before his lips did and gave you such a lovely feeling.	(Several of his family have the same kind of eyes.)
Always strong in his faith, he became an outstanding leader in Church affairs.	With his brilliant mind he was recognized as an orator. In his writings, editorials, and in his political activities he was widely known, but always his Church and its principles came first.
These were the things he impressed on his family and never failed to bear his testimony to them.
Much has been written about him but this is just my impression, and as we will meet him again and again, and get to know him better as we go on, we will leave him here.

HOMES   A..'®  WOMEN

In the early days when our Church allowed men to have more than one wife, many stories have come down to us as to how some of these women were chosen, and as this one goes, it seems Grandfather was traveling down through the State with Brigham Young when they passed a house in Payson with oleanders on the porch which Grandfather much admired, and turning to President Young he said how he would like some. Brigham Young answered, "Well, you know how to get some; marry the daughter."	So Aunt Eliza came into the family.	As I remember her, she was quite tall and slender, with dark, and I think, curly hair,
and lovely dark eyes.	Her's was the last large house on the farm (the small house at the end of the picture was built for Uncle William and Aunt Ada when they married).	It was a two-story house built of adobes and plastered over.	A small porch on the front and on the south side,



but a long porch on the north side.		Here too, I remember the large Oleanders and Aunt Eliza rocking in a chair, still pretty, soft and rather slow talking, wearing a dark dress and always an apron - either a blue-checked one or a white one.	I don't remember her ever doing any
church work, either in the ward or going to the temple as the others did. The houses were a good deal alike on the inside.	One entered the front door and the staircase was very near, going up to three or four bedrooms. Downstairs there were front and back parlors with double folding doors, a fireplace in each room, dining room, kitchen, a back hall and pantries, and a summer kitchen where washing, canning fruit, etc. were done, and, of course, two back doors - one opened on to the long porch; the other
to the west.	Here Aunt Eliza raised her three fine boys:	William, who became the family doctor; Read, who died early in his married life, leaving a wife and two small sons; and Edwin.	Ed, I think, was much younger than the others and the apple of his mother's eye.
Moving to the north was Aunt Sarah Jane's house, with a broader front, downstairs and upstairs porches (All the houses had upstairs porches, I forgot to mention Aunt Eliza's.), the stairs going up from the front hall, the double parlors, but more bedrooms to accommodate her large family - six sons and dear little Aunt Zannie, her only daughter.
It is hard to explain what is meant by the underground days to those who are younger, but during the time when Utah wanted to become a State, the United States government felt that plural marriage should be stopped, and so government troops were sent here to put a stop to polygamy.	Our Church men and leaders were arrested and sent to the penitentiary; wives were taken into custody to testify against their husbands, and so, many men and women went into hiding.	These were the underground days.



Deputies were sent to search homes to find the women, especially pregnant ones to testify.	Grandfather Cannon was one of these men being sought, so the deputies came to search these homes.	Beginning at Aunt Eliza's, they found her quite large in pregnancy and they took her with them across to Aunt Sarah Jane's, leaving her sitting on the back porch while searching the house.	Aunt Sarah Jane saw her there, went to her quickly, put on Aunt Eliza's bonnet and cloak, sat down there while Aunt Eliza hid herself in a large clothes basket.	The men not finding anyone in the house, came back out, took who they thought was Aunt Eliza into town.
There, discovering their mistake, they returned to the farm with Aunt Sarah Jane, but in the meantime Aunt Eliza's father had come in from Payson and taken her home with him where she stayed until Eddie was born.
Aunt Sarah Jane, I probably knew better than the others because of her close association with Grandma Wells and with my own mother.	She was rather a small plump woman, maybe not as pretty as some of the others, with larger features but very kind, generous and considerate.	It was with her that Grandmother left her two small boys when she went to England with Grandfather, and it was with her again that David and Sylvester stayed while in Washington with Grandfather, when David suffered so with earache.
It was in her home where the organization of the Daughters of the Utah Pioneers was discussed with Grandfather and Annie Taylor Hyde, and later came into existence.	She was also the first Relief Society President of Cannon Ward, served many years on the General Relief Society Board, and was an ardent Temple worker.	We all loved Aunt Sarah Jane - she always seemed so motherly and she had a keen sense of humor.	On one occasion Grandfather told her he was getting a piano for each of the homes so the girls could all learn to play.	She asked him which of Aunt Eliza's girls



it was for.	After Grandfather's death she was the first to leave the farm.	Probably about 1904 her lovely home was burned clear to the ground. Lack of water prevented very little of the contents being saved, though family and neighbors worked hard and fast.	Most of her life after that was spent with Preston for he was then living on 8th West.	Here, I knew her very well for while there I nursed Mable with two of her babies, and
I again saw so many of her very fine qualities.	When Preston moved to California she went with them, and it was there on a beautiful Mother's Day morning that she went quietly to sleep.	The last of the wives to go.
Aunt Martha	always very deliberate in speech and movement.

Nothing ever seemed to upset her - going through the days raising her large family - three girls - twins Amelia and Hester, and her lovely daughter, Grace, in many ways so like her mother; and her six sons - Lewis, Willard, Brig, Radcliff, Espey, and Collins.
Aunt Martha was not quite as tall as Aunt Eliza, nor as plump as Aunt Sarah Jane - just a nice complacent soul you could love, and who wasn't bothered if you went in for a drink of water, bread and butter, or a cookie.		(Aunt Grace made a lot of cookies.)	I think we didn't know Aunt Martha as well as the others.	She was more retiring, and a lot of the time had some of her relatives staying with her.	Aunty Smoot, I think her mother's sister, was with her a long time.	She was a regular temple worker and secretary of Relief Society for years.	Father used to tell this story about Aunt Martha:	Before Grandfather moved his family to the farm, they all lived together in what was known as the Cannon House, which was a large gray structure on the corner of South Temple and 1st West.		And it was while living here that he and Aunt Martha were married.	Shortly after this event, Aunt Martha had an order of groceries





delivered to the house for Mrs. George Q. Cannon.	Grandmother Elizabeth immediately took the groceries and told Aunt Martha in no uncertain words that she was the "Mrs. George Q. Cannon."
Her home, I think, was larger than either Aunt Eliza's or Aunt Sarah

Jane's, more rambling, but had the same back and front parlors - the stairs going straight up in the front hall.	There were more bedrooms upstairs, and large porches, probably built later than the others.	I wish I knew just when they were built, but I guess that doesn't matter.
The dear old farmhouse:	The frame part was built first and here Aunt Eliza lived for a short time, but it was really our own Grandmother's home, or was until the time of her death.	It was here where my Father lived before he was married, and it was while living here that very late one night as he was riding home from work, that he was shot in the arm by a man hidden in the bushes along the street.	Had not the horse jumped, the bullet would probably have pierced his heart.	He told of riding home to the back of the house and there whistling -- he had a loud shrill whistle. Grandmother heard him, came out, and immediately had a horse and buggy gotten ready and took him back into town where a doctor removed the bullet. It was here too that Grandma was taken sick and was moved into town to her sister Emily's to be near doctors, and where she died in January 1882 at only 47 years of age, leaving four children at home (Mamie, Emily, David, and 5-year-old Sylvester); her two oldest boys, John Q.and Abram in
Europe on missions; and her husband in Washington representing our State there.
It was in this old farmhouse where Louise and I as little girls came a few times to visit and stay a day or two; where in this house I knew my





Grandfather best.	After Aunt Mamie and Uncle Lew were married, I think I stayed almost a week here when their baby, Lumar (their baby who died) was so sick.
It was in the front parlor of this house where Grandfather met with

his younger boys every week.	Boys of near the same age came in different groups at different times.	At these times he gave counsel, assignments for work, listened to the boys' reports on work done, and always asked and listened to any complaints or disagreements, but keeping in close touch with all these boys.
It was here in 1901, shortly after his death, that we came to live. The house itself was almost two houses. The frame part, as you can see, had a porch across the front, and there was also one across the back.
Between the two large rooms was a closed-in staircase, a door on each side, going up to three bedrooms.	There was a cool cellar entered from under
the steps and under the front of the frame part.	This was just three steps down, but was a really nice place for storing apples, potatoes, pumpkins, or any other foods, and shelves for bottled fruit.	The adobe part was built a little lower to the ground and had a small front porch where we entered a long narrow hall; a long straight staircase on the left side had a wonderful banister for sliding down; the right side a door opening into the front parlor, and near the end of the hall another door into the back parlor.	Across from this door was a smaller hall with double doors (half glass) that shut off the six steps leading to a landing and outside door onto the frame part of the house.	This door and one in the upper hall were means of connecting the two parts.	On this landing there was a bookcase, coat racks, and hooks.	The two parlors, as in the






other homes, were joined by folding doors.	A lovely fireplace, not very high, but made of black marble, was on the north wall.	Off the back parlor a small room opened, probably built for a dressing room as there was a wash basin in it.	A large bathroom was upstairs above the front door and two large bedrooms with clothes closets for both bedrooms.	I am sure you have all heard of the secret room that could only be entered by pulling the shelves in the closet forward, where behind these was a ladder leading up to a small attic room used as a hideout in underground days.
I don't know how Mother felt about moving to the farm, but I think we children were all thrilled. We had loved it and had always had such good times when we visited there, but I'm sure she must have been very happy about a lot of it.	It was the first time she had ever had electricity in her home, and even better, the first time we had ever had a bathroom with hot and cold water.
Aunt Emily had been married in March; Uncle Sylvester was on a mission; Grandfather had died; so all the furniture in the farmhouse had to be divided among Grandmother's children (Father's and Uncle Abram's families, Uncle Vester, Aunt Mamie, and Aunt Emily).	Uncle Vester's articles stayed in the house -- a big bedroom set and I don't remember what else.	And Aunt Emily's piano stayed there until her return home - and so we moved in.	Father added a kitchen at the back, thus giving us a nice large dining room and sitting room in the frame part.
Between the farmhouse and Aunt Carley's was the big brick barn or "silo" where the very finest of the horses were housed.	Here was where the famous family stallion Corsair, or Pell as he was named, was kept.	He was a beautiful horse, the pride and joy of all the Cannon men and boys.
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I don't know if Grandfather ever drove him himself, but I'm sure he rode behind him with Father, and I suppose with some of the other boys.		This horse was also used for racing, so when there were races at Calders Park (now Nibley Park), he was always one of the winners.	Shortly after Grand­ father's death this fine animal was blinded by one of the stable boys who became angry while currying him and hit him with a curry comb.	Father drove him many times after this.	I remember going with him to West Jordan Farm, and I know Uncle Brig drove him, but he was never the same after the accident.	Mother had a black mare, "Lady," that she enjoyed driving, and traveled over the old Pioneer Stake, which covered most of the southwest part of the county, when she was Stake Relief Society President.		Beneath the floor of this barn was a hole always filled with water - black, dirty water - seeping from the wells and the river, I suppose, but it never seemed to get dry.	This barn was afterwards sold and made into homes.		I wonder what happened to the hole.		Also, there at one time was a tennis court and a greenhouse, and a very large water tank upon a platform.	This was the water that supplied the water for the lawns.	These were between the farmhouse and Aunt Carley's.
Aunt Carley's home:		the largest, most modern, built of red brick and a gray stone trim.	This home was the last of the big houses to be built, and large enough to house her five children by a previous marriage and the four of Grandfather's.	Aunt Carley, a daughter of Brigham Young, was lovely, small of stature, large soft brown eyes, thick curly hair.	She had had all the advantages that were available to young women, and as a daughter of the President of the Church, was accustomed to fine clothes, fine food, and a fine home.	The house, fourteen rooms - six bedrooms, an



attic, a storeroom, two baths, a scullery kitchen, dining room, back and front parlors, cedar closet, numerous halls and entry closets and pantries, large porches up and down -- just a palace in those days.	Here many prominent men of the State and Nation were entertained, and here, Grandfather spent the last years of his illustrious life; for after Grandmother's children were grown, away at school, on missions, or married, he came to live in this home.
Aunt Carley was living when we came to the farm, but died just a year or so afterwards.
Then, as Ada, Carol, and Vera were all married, Willard and Carol came back to the home to live for a short time with the younger children. Later Ada and William came there, but as both couples wanted homes of their own, Clawson, Wilf, Anne, and Georgius went to live with Aunt Carol in town.
Uncle Vester had returned from his mission and was planning to get married, and so wanted the farm house.	(It had been given to him.)	So, we were without a home.	We lived part of the surmner in Grandmother Wells' home with Mother, and some of the younger children spent the hot weather at Brighton.	Father made arrangements to buy Aunt Carley's lovely home.
It was a wonderful home that we loved.	Here our darling Ted was born. All of us were married while living here; Dan and Abe left for missions; Cavendish, Abe, and David for war service; and later Cavendish for government service - never to come back to the old home again.
Here Grandma Wells spent much time in her last years, and here in this home she died - the only death in this house, I think.
Father and Mother celebrated their golden wedding here.	Oh, we had

so much in this home it would be just impossible to write all the joys,



happiness, love, and unity - some dark and anxious days - but with love and faith, the joy and happiness surpassed all else, and the sweet spirit of peace prevailed in our home and still remains in the house.
Did I tell you that in the early days of the Church all the houses were dedicated to the Lord with a prayer for protection and peace within. Go into any of these homes so dedicated and you can feel the peacefulness there.
The little red school house-dining room and kitchen - I have left to the last, probably because it could really be called the center or heart of the family life on the farm.	Here in the very earliest days, with no schools near, Grandpa had built the adobe part of the building for a school house, and a tutor was engaged to teach the children of all grades.	They were so well instructed that when they entered higher schools they were equal or above the other students.
Later a frame kitchen and large pantry were added.	Here a special cook presided - sometimes a Chinese or someone equally efficient - to cook two good meals each day - breakfast and dinner.
On top of the school house was a large bell used to call the children to school - not only the Cannon children but some from adjoin­ ing farms - Gold's, Miles, Davey's and others.	Later it was used to call the family.	At seven a.m. a dressing bell, seven thirty for family prayers and breakfast; at five or five thirty p.m. for dinner and evening prayers.	Here in this large dining room each wife had her own table.	As I remember it, Grandmother's family on the right-hand side of the door, then to the west Aunt Carley, a door leading into
the pantry between, and on the other side Aunt Eliza, Aunt Martha and Aunt Sarah Jane had theirs.	Grandfather sat at the first table with



Grandmother's children, and so, when we visited the farm, we sat there. Here, twice daily, the entire family knelt in prayer, and so here Grand­ father twice daily met and counseled with his family.
Here too, the first big birthday dinners were held - wonderful four or five-course dinners with the children, grandchildren, and some great­ grandchildren.	Long tables were used, but as the family grew, there had to be "a second table" for the younger generation. While the older people of the family ate, the younger ones always went into the farm.house kitchen and dining room and played games or had something to entertain us.	One year, I remember, we had a big bunch of bananas hung there and we tried
to see who could eat the most.	When the older folks were through, they went into one of the homes and visited until the tables were cleared and reset for the children.	No leftovers for us - we had the same menu that the others had had and served just as nicely.	When we had finished, we too went into the home where a really fine program was put on by us.	We had been practicing songs, tableaus, or short plays, usually written by Mother, I think.	Here in these lovely homes we knew Grandfather as the head of a great and united family, knew him as our Grandfather, and knew his love for us as we performed for him.	At the close of these gather­ ings he always spoke to all of us, but I think especially to the children, and always bore his testimony to us.	It was at the last one of these birthday parties, shortly before his death, that to us, his younger children and grandchildren, he stood before us and with his hand out­ stretched, bore his wonderful testimony and told of his experiences on the Hawaiian Islands, telling us never to forget it.	Could any of us that heard it ever forget - or forget him?		And so, this was the farm that you see in the PICTURE.
