HISTORY OF DARRALL MAURICE CARTER

Autobiography written in 1962


I feel my weakness in doing this today.  If I had taken advantage of my opportunities, I would have filled a mission in my early twenties and a lot of other assignments; I would not be so awkward now.  I have been greatly blessed through out my life.  I am thankful for the heritage I have for my grandparents on both sides joined the Church in England and came here for their religion.  The Goughs both walked most of the way across the plains.  He came first and then she came a year later and they were married here.  The Carters were married over there and one of their children was born on the plains.


Although I was never very big, never over 160 pounds, I am thankful for the strong, healthy body I have had.  I was never sick until I was about twenty-five and we had to throw and doctor a horse.  A few days later I became weak and broke out with blisters all over my body.  I went to Dr. Richards, who was just starting to practice here in Lehi.  After that time I was never sick the rest of my life until at the age sixty-two I started seeing doctors and still am.


I was born February 26, 1898 at Lehi, Utah, the son of James and Ellenor Gough Carter.  There were five in the family:  Raymond, Josiah, Clifford, Darrall, and Nessie.  I was born in the house on West State Street in Lehi, which is across from the Curtis garage.  My father made the adobes for the house in the old adobe hole, which was west of the Bates service station between the railroad and the State Highway in Lehi.  I was blessed May 1, 1898 by James P. Carter, my grandfather.


I do not remember much of my life for the first few years.  I remember the first and only whipping I ever had from my parents and I also remember the night my brother Clifford died when he was about the age of seven.  I can remember running over the lath fence in front of our place when the snowdrifts had covered it.  My father worked at the Lehi Sugar Factory, and was asked in 1904 to go to Sugar City, Idaho to work there.  I started school in Sugar City.  It was so cold there that ice would freeze on the floor when mother would scrub it.  I remember going catching crawfish in the Teton River where the water was shallow.  We took off our clothes and I got such a sunburn that I lost my skin.  We came back about 1908 and bought and moved into the old Carter place on the corner across from the Parks’ service station.  I was baptized July 28, 1908 by Henry Lewis and confirmed the same day by John Stoker.  I was ordained a Deacon by Henry Lewis.  I have misplaced the paper and do not know the exact date.  Gathering fast conctions (sic) was different then; we would go in a buckboard or sleigh to each house and they would give us flour, butter, eggs, or most anything to help the needy, but very little money was given.  The sacrament was different too; we had a glass tumbler that was passed around from person to person until it was empty, then refilled from a pitcher that was carried for that purpose.


We had to make our own fun in those days; there were no picture shows until the Royal was built in Lehi.  In 1913 my father built and opened a dance hall by our home and we played basketball, checkers, and other games all winter.


I was ordained a Teacher March 1, 1914, by William Hadfield, and a Priest January 22, 1917 by Samuel Gough.  I was ordained an Elder November 12, 1917. by William Hadfield.


When we came from Idaho, I went to school in the old Central School building until the new grammer school was finished, the one that burnt down.  I only graduated from the eighth grade.  About that time I was called in for a physical examination for World War 1.  I was to go with the next group from Utah County when the Armistice was signed.


In 1917 I was asked to serve in the Sunday School Superintendency and I accepted this assignment for two years.  In 1917 we bought the farm on dry creek and moved there and worked as a family partnership until July 10, 1921 when my brother Josie was killed.  He was driving the team and was hit by lightning, leaving a wife and daughter.  This was quite a set back in many ways.


In about 1930 we bought a saw mill and I got a lot of good experiences and memories doing this.  We would cut trees of all kinds and haul them up to the mill with teams of horses.  However, the nails, wire, and sometimes porcelain insulators were buried in the wood and made the sawing bad.


I married Thelma Fern Hansen December 14, 1932, in the Salt Lake Temple.  We were blessed with five children:  Jerry Maurice, Jo Ann Ellenor, Carma Fern, Kenneth Clyde, and Carol Della.  On January 10, 1933 my father died leaving a gap again to be filled in the farming and the orchestra work.  On April 1, 1945 my mother was hit and killed by a car on the State Highway in front of the home where she was born in Lehi.  Her Patriarchal Blessing promised her that she would be changed from life to death in the twinkling of an eye and she was.  


In the year 1950 Fern and I purchased two acres of land from John Smith a half mile west of our old home in the creek.  We moved a house on it and live there now.  When the Stake was divided our memberships were transferred from the third to the fourth ward.  Here I served as Ward Teacher for a few years, then on the Stake Genealogy Committee for about two years, and now on the ward Genealogy Committee.  My Patriarchal Blessing was given May 20, 1951 by Patriarch Andrew Field and I was ordained a High Priest October 14, 1962 by President Herman C. Goates.


In 1914 my father bought the Avery threshing machine.  He had also a Case machine that he had bought in partners with Issac Fox and Uncle Thomas Taylor and later bought the partners shares.  For the next four years I worked on these machines mostly driving team and hauling water and coal and the toll grain.  The first year after the threshing was about over in Lehi we went to Mosida to thresh.  I was about sixteen that year and my job was hauling coal out and grain back.  I drove a four-horse team and made a round trip each day for about two weeks.  I had to load about twenty-five hundred pounds of coal, take care of four horses, and grease the wagon each morning, and at night I had to unload the load of grain.  The work at Moside did not last long.  The next year after Lehi was finished, we went to Fairfield.  It was the custom then to feed the threshers three meals a day.  I believe that I had eaten at least one meal in most of the homes in Lehi at that time: they were very good meals.  At Fairfield most of our eating was done at the Carson Hotel.  I can remember Grandma Carson (everyone called her grandma there).  We slept in their barn back of the Hotel at night.  It was enclosed about 20' X 40', that was fine except there were chickens in there too.  There was an old rooster there that would start to crow before daybreak.  One morning Wilma Johnson grabbed a shoe and knocked him off his perch, but he was back the next morning as loud as ever.  It was not all pleasure and profit; one day the wind threw the big drive belt off the pulley into the frame of the separator and ripped it up the center half of its length.  That meant a trip to Salt Lake City with a horse and buggy and two days off.  One afternoon Wilma Johnson and I were bringing two loads of grain from Fairfield.  We had had a late start and it was soon dark and started to rain while we were out on the flat and on the way home.  We were near the old shearing corral when the bolt broke that held the tongue in the bounds of the wagon.  We were able to put the two pieces back together and come home.  When we were about through in Fairfield, the Superintendent of one of the rock quarries at Toplift came over to ask us to go into Rush Valley to thresh some wheat he had southwest of Toplift.  It was a long, rocky road for the big, iron-wheeled outfit and the bridge over the wash on the five-mile pass would not hold the engine, which weighed fifteen ton.  We had to fix the road through the wash, and it took us two days to get to his farm.  That is where I first met Joe Whimpey; he was sent down from the quarry to cook for us.  He had to cook in a shack about 10' X 12' for about twelve men.  One night my brother, Ray, tried to crowd past the stove and spilled a pot of beans on the floor.  Joe hit the ceiling, but he was a good-natured fellow and everything was all right the next morning.  We had to sleep on the straw stack.


When we were about through with the job at Rush Valley, the foreman from Del Monte wanted us to go down there and do his threshing.  Del Monte is where they unloaded the ore from Scranton mines from the wagons to the railroad cars.  This job took about one day and then we started back to Cedar Valley on the Harry Meirs farm and worked north, mostly in the rye.  We would sleep on the straw stacks and there was frost on the bedding in the mornings and one or two mornings there was snow.  We had to cook our meals on a campfire.  The next fall we went to the north end of Cedar Valley then to Cedar Fort.  My job was driving the teams, and I always liked driving and getting to know a lot of people.  We sold the machines in 1917 – one to John Evans and John Zimmerman and the other to Harmen Johnson and Sons.


When I was about twelve years old, my father started me on the bass violin; I could hardly reach the fingerboard.  I remember playing for a dance in the old, rock building, west of the hall they now have.  Dancing was an art then as well as a pleasure.  They danced the quadrilles, polkas, minuets, and so many others usually without dancing the same dance twice through the night.  They would go to the different homes for supper about 11:30 P.M. and then come back and dance until early morning.  I was soon changed to the drums, which I played for the next few years.  We played for the last dance at Mercer before it shut down, and it was an all night dance.  The day-shift dancers would dance from 9:00 to 12:00, and the afternoon-shift dancers would come in and want to dance till morning.  I remember I fell asleep and fell off the chair while playing for one of these.


About all this time my father, Alfred Fox, and Bishop Lewis started a boys military band.  We were called the Third Ward Band, and I played the piccolo.  We would serenade the town on the 4th and the 24th of July, starting at daylight until about 8:00 A.M.  We would then go to breakfast, generally at Rachel Anderson’s paid for by the city.  The Lehi Silver Band had the old Lehi band wagon so our (sic) was a common wagon box with 2' X 12' planks nailed together, decorated with red, white, and blue bunting and flags.  We played as an orchestra in our hall and also other places.  My first automobile ride was in Loren Homstead’s car.  We hired him to take us to Fort Harriman.  Before that time, we used horses and a light wagon in the summer and a sleigh when there was snow.  We used hot bricks to keep warm. In 1916 we bought our first Studebaker car, a seven passenger.  It was bought for the Orchestra transportation and to take patrons from down town to the hall.  We made a lot of trips and had a lot of good experiences.  We started to go to Ophir one time in a rainstorm and got about half-way between the five mile pass and Ophir and were stuck in a wash and the car broke down.  We could go backwards, but not forward.  My brother, Josie, walked into Johnson’s ranch, which was about one and one-half miles west of the mouth of Ophir Canyon, and sent a team for us.  We spent the night at the ranch.  The next morning we took the plate off the back of the differential and found a bracket broke that held the drive pinion against the ring gear.  There were two of these, one on each side, so we reversed the brackets and then could go forward but not backward.  We come home around by Garfield and Magna.


Another time we were going west around the curves east of the steel bridge by the cattle corrals, and Albert Bone and Asa Clark were driving a bunch of weiner calves on the road.  The lights of the car hit them, but it was too late to stop, until we were in the middle of them.  The wheels of the car were 4"X 34"; and when we looked under the car, there were two calves.  We pulled them out and Albert said, “You’ll have to pay for that one,” but it must have been all right for we never heard anymore from them.  We played in most every town within thirty miles of home in the fifty years of the Carters’ Orchestra.  We played for many different kids of socials, especially for the old folks parties in Lehi and other places.   

MY HISTORY AS WATER MASTER


In the Spring of 1964, I accepted a job for the Lehi Irrigation Company taking care of four ditches; the Fox ditch, the Smith ditch, the New Survey ditch, and the Junction ditch.  My job was to clean the ditches in the spring and keep the right amount of water in each ditch.  I also had to write the water slips and notices and take them around to each stockholder throughout the season.  My wife, Fern, helped me with the notices.


My daughter, Carol, took the Junction ditches, making out the notices and taking them around.  We did this for four years and when Carol married, we decided to quit at that time.  I leased the farm to other people until 1970 when my son, Kenny, came back and I helped him with the farm.

In the spring of 1977, Fern and I took and assignment to work at the Provo Temple.  Fern worked as a receptionist and I worked at the veil, which we are still doing (1979).

MY TESTIMONY

Vice is a monster of such frightful mean,

As to be listed, needs but to be seen.

But seen too oft her familiar face,

First we endure, then pity, then embrace.


I have been thinking how true this is.  I remember the first woman I saw smoke, that was fifty years ago, but I can still see her as plain as if it were yesterday.  I have seen many women smoke since that time, but I do not take any notice of them because I have gotten used to this.  I guess you could say, “I’m embracing it.”  There are a lot of other things that have changed that I have gotten used to.  Honesty seems to have gone out of style, for people get all they can get as long as it is within the law.  I believe in prayer.  The biggest blessing that ever came into my life came by prayer, she is the kindest most patient person, I have ever known.  Our married life has been one long honeymoon.


I feel well in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  There is nothing I would change if I had the authority.  I know to my own satisfaction that the Church is true, and that the Joseph Smith story is true, that he saw and talked to God the Father and his Son Jesus Christ, and that no men could write the Book of Mormon without divine inspiration.  I have my faults and I hope I can do better and that I can endure to the end of my life in righteousness.  I do not know of anything worse than to have my Priesthood taken from me.  This I humbly pray and ask for in the name of Jesus Christ.  Amen.

HISTORY OF THE CARTER ORCHESTRA


About the year 1910, James Carter, my father, started a family orchestra in Lehi.  The orchestra consisted of himself on the violin and his sons: Ray on the piano, Josie on the trumpet, and Darrall on the drums.  This group played at weddings and church socials until June 1913 when the Arcade dance hall was built.  When the Arcade was ready, George and Nida Price held their wedding reception there.  The orchestra added three more members:  Edris Asher on the piano, William Kirkham on the banjo, and William Asher occasionally on the violin.


Our transportation then was horses with a sleigh or light wagon.  We went as far as the mining town of Mercur in that direction.  In 1915 we bought a seven passenger Studebaker car and were able to go farther into Salt Lake County, even as far as Bountiful.


About the year 1917, my sister Nessie took the piano when Edris quit.  In 1918 we sold the Arcade dance hall and the old Carter place to A.E. Doll, but we played there until it was torn down and lumber was used for other purposes.  On July 10, 1921, my brother Josie was killed by lightning and Wallice Anderson of Cedar Fort came in on the trumpet.  He lived too far away to be convenient; so he did not play long.  Then my father bought a B flat-saprano saxophone.  The kids at Lark called it, “Carter and his pipe.”  I took the saxophone and Ira Raker, Don Wilcox, and George Zimmerman played the drums at different times till 1927, when Bertran Kirkham took them over until 1945.  When Ray’s son, Vivian, played the drums until 1945 when he went into the service, then his daughter Lucille played the drums until Vivian came home.


In June 1924, my sister Nessie married and Gail Webb took over the piano until 1929.  Evaline Barnes played from 1929 to 1930, then Mavis Johnson played the piano to 1931, when Nessie came back and played until the end.  


In 1928, William Kirkham accepted a mission call and his son Leon took his place on the banjo.  About this time, we were playing at West Jordon when a man named Ephriam Drage came to talk with my father.  Because he was a floor manager and caller, he told my father that if they worked together that they could make good money.  It turned out that he was with us until he passed away on October 1963.


In 1933, my father passed away and Ray acted as manager.  His son, James, joined up with us on the trumpet and saxophone.  When we played in larger halls, he hired two more musicians, Harry Farnsworth and Vivian McAllister.  In 1940, Ray’s daughter Lucile played the drums until his son Vivian came home from World War II.  Vivian played from then on.


In February 1960, my brother Ray passed away and Vivian acted as manager, until our kind of music was not popular any longer.  Altogether the Carter Orchestra played for dances, Old Folks parties, family gatherings, and other socials for 55 years.  

DADDY

By Carma Carter Hampton


Music has been special in Daddy’s life.  I can remember him always humming while he walked along or worked.  A good memory is sitting outside the house at night while the Orchestra practiced inside.  As a child I think of him always fixing things.  I felt he could fix anything.  His brisk walk.  I would walk behind him trying to walk as fast a pace.  Nessie said that she remembers how conscientious Daddy was of his appearance.  He would not wear a shirt unless it was ironed perfectly.  He had to have his hair perfectly combed and cut.  I can remember how he always hung up his clothes right after he changed them.


I always think of complete honesty when I think of Daddy.  He would  always rather lose himself, than take advantage of anyone.  I have always been impressed with his kindness to animals.  He does not like to see anything suffering.  I think maybe this is why he does not like to hunt.  I never remember Daddy ever spanking me.  I remember feeling badly that I had worried him, but not a spanking.  Daddy enjoys working. Do you remember how sad he was when Vivian could work faster then he when he was in his late 50’s and 60’s.


I remember how much Daddy loves to tease mamma and how she hates to be teased.  She would swat him so hard, but he enjoyed teasing her so much that he did not care about the swat.  He loved to tease us too.  He would pull all the covers off us in the mornings right in the cold winter.


My two favorite memories are sitting beside him on the side of the wagon and dangling my feet and legs over the side while traveling to the bench for a load of something.  He always had a straw or weed breaking it in his hand and most of the time he would be humming a tune.  The other one is lying on the couch beside him at Christmas time and looking at the Christmas tree all lit up.


Daddy hates to own anyone and would save the money before buying anything.  Do you remember a car we had that was “the oldest in the ward,” so he would park behind the chapel.  One day while he went to pick up mother from choir practice, he parked in front and was the only car there when a photographer took a picture of the chapel for the new ward calendars.  There was the car in everyone’s home in full view.  
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