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Before I begin I want to thank all of you for coming today. We have appreciated working with Wing Mortuary and want to thank them for their personal help and professional services.  We also want to thank the Dry Creek ward for their help.  This is their second funeral in two days, so thank you bishop for this support and thank you to the relief society for planning an preparing another luncheon back to back!  And on behalf of our whole family we express thanks to all of the friends and family who have been so supportive of our parents thru the years.  They have many good friends, neighbors, home teachers, & visiting teachers.  We would like to personally thank the Dry Creek ward YM for delivering the sacrament each Sunday and the fantastic volunteers who deliver Meals on wheels!  They sure appreciate your visits and your friendship.  We really love you all!  And a special thank you to the owners and staff at the Beehive home in Lehi who had so much patience with her as she suffered with alzheimers.  You were a real blessing to us.

My mother didn't want a funeral.  She was very firm that she have a grave side service only.  She promised that she would come back to haunt us if we had a viewing or a funeral.  So momma I want you to know that we had a vote.  I voted for a graveside service to go along with your wishes and my brother and sisters voted for a funeral and for me to speak.  Needless to say, you and I lost,  so if you want to haunt someone, that would be them. And to all of you that are here....this may be the shortest funeral service you have ever attended.

Really, I am very honored to pay tribute to my mother Gloria Stone Kirkham.
She was a wonderful mother and wife and our lives will never be the same without her love and support.  Momma was born Feb 6, 1929 in Vineyard, Utah.   Her father, Harry Melvin Stone, was a dairy farmer inVineyard on a farm which he shared with his father called “Ash Lane Dairy Farm” which stood on the property later taken by the Geneva Steel plant.  Momma said there was a beautiful lane about a block long which was lined on both sides with big ash trees.  She often commented how beautiful it was especially in the spring and fall.  Her mother was a beautiful woman named Anna Rebecca Christiansen whose parents were both from Norway.  Momma was named Gloria because her Norwegian grandfather could not pronounce Dorothy.  Three years later a little baby brother, Eugene, was born.  What a great time they must have had on a beautiful dairy farm that sat on the fertile ground next to Utah Lake! There was one magical memory that she had of Ash Lane and it happened on Christmas eve when she was 6 years old.  She remembered Santa Clause himself looking in her bedroom door to see if she was asleep, and hearing him say “Yes they are both asleep now, I can bring in their presents”    
Mom remembered coming to Lehi to visit her cousins on Uncle Arvil Stones Dairy farm.  They rode their bikes on the back roads and played in the big barns.  She loved those times!

Soon after that, when mom was only 7 a tragedy changed their lives dramatically when her father took ill suddenly, probably with typhoid fever and died.  Their mother Anna moved the little family to Provo to take a job at the Provo city Utilities office for their support.    Their lives quickly switched  from cows and barns to the “big city life” in a real neighborhood, where she and Eugene made lots of friends, building floats on their wagons for “round the block parades” and playing board games in the shade during the hot summer days.  Anna hired a live-in nanny to take care of Gloria and Gene, who fixed their meals and kept a close eye on them.  They also lived close to her Norwegian grandparents who gave them some extra love.  Grandpa Axel was a skilled woodworker.   He made momma a little cupboard and doll crib which has been handed down thru the generations of grandkids and still are favorite things for my granddaughters to play with.  She listened to them talk Norwegian, ate Norwegian dishes and picked up on Norwegian traditions.  The Norwegian seed was planted in mom and began to grow.

They lived across the street from the Old Maeser School where she started 3rd grade.  In that 3rd grade class there were 8 girls who became close friends and stayed friends thru elementary at the Maeser School, Farrer Jr. High and Provo High.  Even after they were married they continued their friendship with luncheons and girl friend parties and stayed in touch with cards and phone calls.  Momma was the last of the 8 to pass away.  

While in grade school momma learned to play the Viola, taking her lessons from an older man who taught music.  He lived around the corner from her and when she went to her lessons he would meet her on the front porch and teach the lesson there.   She mastered the instrument quickly playing in the Jr High and Provo High Orchestra.  While still in high school the BYU symphony orchestra needed extra members and she was 1 of 4 selected, a great honor for her!  She also belonged to a string quartet, playing at many church and civic programs and high school musicals.  She had a lifelong love of music and also played the piano.   She loved a fast tempo song or a Norwegian folk song and would bob her head along with the beat as she sang or played.

When Momma was about 16 her mother met and married a wonderful man from Wisconsin, named Royal F. Wright.  He was in Utah to work at the New Geneva Steel plant that ironically was being built on the Ash Lane dairy farm property!  He was a wonderful step-father for Gloria and Eugene.  He fit right in with the fatherly things like teaching them to drive a car and keeping up with busy school schedules.  He also introduced our family to a Wisconsin delicacy, Real Wild Rice which is grown and harvested by the Indians on the lakes of Wisconsin.  I think the grandkids will be talking about the famous wild rice that my mother made a little later.  

Well, girls will be girls and boys will be boys.  The war had just ended and a handsome Marine was back from the pacific islands.  This guy was to die for,  he looked just like Tom Cruise only cuter, tanner and taller, and he had better manners...... his name was Dean Kirkham from Lehi, age 25.  He and his buddies jumped into a model t, or whatever it was they drove back then, and went to Provo to drag Center Street because that was where you did it in those days.   It just so happened that Momma and her 8 high school friends had the same idea that evening.  My mother was a beautiful girl and Dean picked her out of the 8 immediately and they began dating.  Now, her mom Anna was not so crazy about her dating a guy from Lehi who was 6 years older than her but they decided to marry anyway, and were married on Feb 19, 1948 in Lehi.  Their first car was a 1937 oldsmobile coupe which they drove to California on their honeymoon.  On the way home they drove thru a sand storm and the sand blasted the paint off the car!  They were later sealed together in the salt lake temple .  Dean's sister, Dona, fast became the sister she never had and she loved her so much.

They began their life in Lehi where they bought their first home.  Both of them worked very hard to make a good life.  They had five children and I remember momma saying that names sound better if they have a 2 or 3 syllable first name and a 1 syllable middle name.   So we were named appropriately Karen Gene, Terry George, Rebecca Ann, Gail Sue, & Barbara Jo.

 Daddy was a Utah county deputy sheriff and worked his off hours on the dry farms for Grant Smith.  He was also a volunteer fireman, a member of the J C club, a Lehi City Councilman.

Momma worked at Durfey Dry Cleaners, Penneys in Lehi, and the Maverik country store where she was once held up at gun point!  She was a member of the Lehi Ladies Fireman Auxillery, the Lehi JC-etts, & the Lehi Serimpian club, as well as serving in the primary and Relief Society.   They both enjoyed working in these organizations where they attended meetings, made floats for the Lehi Parade, served on committees, went to fire conventions and made many wonderful friends that have again lasted thru the years.  Many of you are here today.  I don't want to begin mentioning names in case I leave someone out, but you know who you are, and we love you for the impact you have had on our family.

In her spare time she cleaned and organized everything in the house. There were weekly jobs like scrubbing and waxing all the floors, cleaning the bathrooms, spraying out the garage and driveway down with the hose and yard work.  Daily the front porch and side walk must be swept because her mother told her that a person can tell what kind of a housekeeper you are by looking at your threshold.  Daddy remembers that it seemed to him that the windows had to be cleaned inside and out almost weekly too.  Dinner was always ready at 5:00 and homemade sugared donuts or cookies were ready after school.  She made our birthday parties themed with cute invitations, handmade decorations and beautifully decorated cakes.  She invited our friends to luncheons and fixed fancy food.  I remember one luncheon she had for my friends where she served raspberry iced tea.  I was sick about it because my friends were all good Mormon girls, so I never said a thing and they didn't know.  She spent many hours canning fruit and vegetables and making jam and homemade bread with always an extra loaf to send to someone else with a pot of homemade soup.  On Saturdays, we went to the grocery store and the dairy farm for milk.  Becky says sometimes she would let her drive over to the dairy farm, but she never let me.  Every Sunday we would have a pot roast dinner then pile into the car and go hunting for asparagus.

Momma's first washer was a double wash tub with a crank wringer.  A nice clean wash was very important to her and she labored over those tubs, while I turned the wringer.  The wash was hung outside in an organized fashion.
Big items to little items, shirts with shirts, towels with towels and the underwear hung on an inside line so they couldn't be seen by the neighbors.  After they were dry they were dampened and rolled tightly to be ironed the next day.  Her nights were spent ironing or sewing.  She made all of our clothes and we were the best dressed kids around!  She has always been an excellent seamstress as well as crocheting, knitting and making beautiful embroidery.  She also loved to decorate, even though there wasn't much money for that.  She took an interior design class and helped us decorate our rooms the way we wanted with a little of her flare.

I guess the thing we remembered most about mom was that she was really hard working and she did everything for her family.  She never had a new dress, a hairdo, or shoes.  Every ounce of extra money went to us for dance lessons, flute lessons, saxaphone lessons, cute shoes and clothes, nice books, fun birthday parties, neighborhood projects, accessories for our homemade prom dresses, bikes and roller skates.  She hugged us when we felt bad, she rubbed our backs when we had bad dreams or a thru a thunder storm.  She was our friend when we had friend problems and she trusted us to be good people.  Thank you mom and dad for all that sacrifice for us!

All of us agree that we had wonderful childhoods.  We never went on fancy vacations or drove new cars, but we were filled with good food, we had good friends, homemade christmas gifts, Easter Egg hunts, lots of picnics and parties, homemade school clothes and two great examples of hard work and service to the church and community.  

Later in her life when the kids were grown that Norwegian seed began to grow too.  She took some tole painting classes and learned how to do rosemalling, which is a norwegian art.  She painted plates, baskets and signs and used them in her home decorating and gift giving.  Each item she made was signed with the initials GSK for Gloria Stone Kirkham.  She was a good artist and used that talent often.  On a trip she and dad took to Washington to see her brother Eugene, they went to the beach where dad picked up some sand dollars.  Later she hand painted each one with a little poinsettia and sent them back to his family as a thank you for their hospitality.  Her niece Janet says she still hangs hers on the Christmas tree each year and thinks of mom.  She also took up sculpting and made Old Fashioned Santas for each grandchild for Christmas one year.  All of her handmade crafts are surely treasures for us now!

Mother was called to be an ordinance worker at the Mt Timpanogas temple. She was so honored and loved every moment she spent in the temple.  It really was a special experience for her.  Later as she suffered from Alzheimers, she thought she was back in the temple, or needed to go to the temple, or was done with her shift at the temple and she often wondered why she had to sleep at the temple!  I'm glad those temple memories were still there, but they were just a little mixed up!

In 1983, mom had the opportunity to go to Norway with my sister Rebecca Ann, who was named after Anna Rebecca after mom’s mother.  She also has a granddaughter named Rachel Anna and a granddaughter named “Anna” named after her mother.   This trip to Norway was the one of the highlights of her life.  Up until the day she died she could remember every detail.  The beauty of Norway took her breath away.  They were able to visit cousins and other relatives who welcomed them with open arms, served them good Norwegian food, and showed them the family home and other places that were special to the family.   Each family has a design for their native dress and they learned about that.  Her doll “Anna Rebecca” was dressed as close as possible to her family dress.  Mother treasured that doll.  Today Macie is dressed in a norwegian costume that we have all worn thru the years, used for our school reports on Norway, special programs and special occasions, like today.   When they came home from Norway she made a scrapbook and detailed everything they did so she wouldn't forget.  I would like to read a couple of special entries.
  “At a program in Fana our hostess read a beautiful poem and after she read it she asked how many in the audience were of Norwegian ancestry.  We all raised our hands and then she said in Norwegian “Welcome Home”  That is just how I felt, that I had finally come home to my homeland.  It was an atmosphere that I will not forget.”  The words beneath her picture on your program are the words.  “Welcome Home” in Norwegian.

Another note was made as the trip ended,  “My dream of dreams had come true.  My trip to Norway over.... well, not over, for I will take the memories of this trip with me for as long as I live-----and maybe beyond!

Momma, we are glad you are now reunited with your Norwegian Mother and her ancestors, and your daddy, who passed away so suddenly when you were so young.  She is also reunited with her brother Eugene, and two granddaughters who preceded her death.   She was devastated by the death of Terris who died of liver cancer at age 16 and Amanda who died of colon cancer at age 24.  These deaths were such a hard trial for our family and especially mom and dad who thought it wasn't right to have the young ones go first.

We started to notice that momma was getting pretty forgetful.  She laughed about it and we teased her that she was getting old.  Then she began to repeat herself, ask the same questions over and over and make up strange stories.
One day as she was driving she came to a stop sign and couldn't remember which way to turn.  That was the day she realized something was wrong and, yes, she quit driving.  As things got worse and her health declined she fell and had to be hospitalized for a week and then spent 3 months in the Orchard Park Rehab center.  She never knew she was there, didn't understand why we had sent her somewhere and was pretty mad about the whole situation.  When she was released there, we were blessed to find a new Care Center that was just finished in Lehi called the Beehive Home for Alzheimer and memory loss patients.  Being so close we were able to spend more time with her and dad was able to visit every day.  He was very lonely without her and we realized how much they loved one another.  Mom traveled a lot while she was there....each day being different,  one day she was in Vineyard,  one day she lived across from the Old Maiser Elementary school,  one day she was at Uncle Arvils farm,  and the next day she was at the temple.  The staff at the home were angels and we will always be grateful for their care.  On Tuesday Feb 22, I was able to visit her in the evening.  She had just eaten her supper, had a piece of cake and was sipping on a diet coke.    We went down to her room and I did her fingernails and helped her get ready for bed.  We had a good talk and a lot of laughs. She was watching the dating game on TV, one of her favorites!   When I left she kissed me and told me she loved me.  I wish my dad and my brother and sisters had been there, we didn't know it would be her last night.  She died peacefully later that evening.

I remember one occasion when I was quite young watching momma fix dinner in the kitchen.  I thought to myself  “I have the most beautiful mother in the world.”  Mom you were a beautiful mother, beautiful in character, & beautiful in spirit.  You were a beautiful person!  We will always be proud of your example, your smile and laugh, your service to others, your love of daddy, and your love for all of us.  Thank you momma for such a great life.  We will always love you with all of our hearts and we will continue your legacy of  your Norwegian heritage and continue to love dad like you did.  I'll bet you are glad to be “velkommened hjem”,

Oh, and please please forgive us for having a funeral!


