360 Hansen Avenue

Memories of Dee Lora and Stella Davis Hays

By
Jean Hays Cornwall a granddaughter

MY Grandparents. Dee Lora and Stella Davis Hays ldeen a lane...on
the left were the backyards of the homes facingiseenth south. In one of those
houses lived Ada, Perdita and Colleen. Colleenawgisl about 8, Ada was her
divorced mother and Perdita her widowed grandmofitezir house was clean and
always smelled of home cooking and cleaning praduct

On the right side of Hansen Avenue thegee empty lots. A big old house
that a woman named Dolly lived in. She was old smeélled really bad. My
grandmother always took food to her and | wentg ltw look at the many things
she collected. She had a lot of thick hair on heefand was very fat. Her
breathing was labored and noisy.

Just past my Grandparents home on ¢ was a run down little home

with renters in it. There were a lot of childrerdarot much money. The father was
always angry and the mother screamed at the fatttbe kids continually.
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Grandma was always taking food and clothing to tihsmshe said they didn’t
“have enough to get by with” One day the fatherlpgatarm through a window in
a drunken rage and cut it terribly. | remember mgngmother tearing up sheets
and tightly wrapping the badly bleeding arm. Shentballed someone to come
and take him to the hospital.

My grandparent’s home was surrounded picket fence that needed paint
badly. The sidewalk leading to the front porch wasven from the roots of the
trees forcing it up in places. Grandmother hadtgeldmany Iris and Rose bushes
so the yard was awash with colorful fragrant flosvierthe spring and summer.
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The big screened in porch was my favorite plaberd& was a porch swing, a bed,
a small table and lots of geraniums and hangingtgldVe would sit out there in
the evenings listening to the katydids and crickéts'd drink cool aid and eat
bread with sugar on it. During the day Grandmotheuld teach me to embroider
and knit while we sat on the old porch swing.

On the window of the front door was a crochet hpgsandmother had made

it and stretched it across the glass instead aftaia. Inside the front door was a
corner glass display cabinet built into the liviegpm, It held such treasures. |
always stopped to admire the trinkets and baubksdinother had collected. |
loved the cabinet and its contents.

The living room rug had been nailed down with lbgfing nails. There was a
flood a few years earlier and grandfather had dale carpets down so they
wouldn’t float away.
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The kitchen was large and had a floor that sldpaérd the back door. There was
a wooden table and chairs where we would eat pascadvered with sorghum
and sugar. On the back porch were two hundred baixéstergent. The Soap
Company had a great prize one-year for two hundoedtops so Grandpa bought
all the boxes of soap at once so he could getrize.frhey never had to buy soap
again in their entire lives.

It was the 1950’s and everyone wanted a bomb sh@tandfather built one in
the back yard out of cardboard and dirt. We lowedlay in it but were cautioned
not to get on top of it because it would cave wertas a child | wondered how it
could keep bombs from blowing us up if it would eam by kids walking on top
of it.
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There was an old out house across frenbomb shelter; we used it
Monday through Saturday. On Saturday evening gedhdf would fill it with
newspaper and set it on fire to kill the bugs dredddor. The house had indoor
plumbing but we were only allowed to use it on Saysd The bathtub was filled
with water and we would flush the toilet by scoapwater into the bucket and
dumping it in the toilet. On Monday we would retdenthe old bug free, odor
free, fire sanitized out house.

There was a large barn and chicken t®bpnd the house. It was old and
rickety and leaned to one side. It had a dirt fland looked very interesting to
children. We were forbidden to go out there, ashdoivas afraid it would fall in
on us and we’d be killed. We sneaked out there etwenthe opportunity arose.
Once inside the barn there was a long wobbly stsgcheld up by two by fours
propped against the sides to keep it from pullwgyafrom the wall and falling
down. We would carefully inch up the stairs as theywed and creaked with each
step. Opening the door at the top of the stairsliseovered a million feathers.
There was an old chicken coop up there, The femtere mostly white and there
was chicken poop everywhere. We thought it was adedul place. We tied a
rope to the windowsill and swung Tarzan style duhe windows dropping to the
ground below.

| spent many happy seasons with my grarehts. They were like a
Norman Rockwell picture. Grandmother, Stella Davas/s was very short and
very round. She had pure white hair that touchedtick of her knees when she
let it down. | remember she would clean out theldrash after she finished
brushing her hair and used the hair picked fronotdeéboar’s hairbrush to wind
around her braid. Then the long braid was woundfadly into a circle and
plopped on top of her head. She usually wore ivitp big plastic silver hairpins
to hold it in place. She wore round granny eyeggasabout half way down her
nose. Her nose tweaked up on the end and she hadewol big cracks in her
cheeks that were deep dimples in her youth. Shayalwore dresses covered by
an apron, support hose and slippers on her feiadof shoes. When Grandma
Hays went out she powdered her nose, took off peara and put on some low
healed black shoes. On Sundays she added gloseslbBhat with flowers on it
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She would let me comb her silky, longtetnair. When | was about eight
we put it in donkey ears, and placed a big redaribbn each one. Grandmother
was in her seventies and wore the kindergarter siirstyle to the store and back
because | did it. | was so proud as she told everyalid her hair that day.

Grandfather Dee Lora Hays didn’t haveemhbair on his head. He seemed
tall to me back then, although | think he was ursdeifoot tall. He always had a
white cloth handkerchief sticking out of his darusers. His belly was larger
than his hips so suspenders held up the pantbelt pulled tight around his
middle.

Grandfather was quite a character anckrii@n thirty-five years after his
death his many grandchildren still delight in réiogl “Grandpa Hays Stories”. He
came from Alabama, and at one time was a rivergaatbler. He joined the
Mormon Church and was on a first name basis wighpttophets Heber C. Kimball
and George Albert Smith. | loved getting on thet §ake City buses with grandpa
and going down town. He always carried nickelsisngockets and handed them
out to any children he saw. It seemed to me he lev@tyone by name the bus
driver and the other passengers on the bus anauo$e the people at the lunch
counter where we got a root beer.

| remember my mother telling me a stput Grandpa Hays. It seems he
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wanted grandmother to have an indoor bathtub. Hlaelyan outhouse at the time
and bathed one after another in an old Steele tsund. Grandfather bought a
porcelain bathtub and brought it home. There wasmidoor plumbing in their
house. Grandfather took a drill and drilled holm®utgh the wood floor. He told
grandmother to just pull the plug after everyone fiaished bathing and the water
would run all over the kitchen floor and eventuagep through the drilled holes
and disappear under the wooden kitchen floor.

One twenty Fourth of July Grandfathed &rode the bus downtown to
watch the days of 47 parade. | was probably 6ywafs old. We positioned
ourselves across the street from the Hotel UtaBarth temple, as that was where
the parade began. When it was time for PresideatdaeAlbert Smith to get in the
convertible to ride along the parade route and wieleewas no where to be found.
So the car had no choice but to proceed empty dbevstreet. | heard clapping
and laughing just has | heard Grandpa Yell “Youdyatun George” President
Smith came running out of the hotel and tried twltdhe car in the parade but he
wasn't fast enough .The ice cream peddler on & lduge wheeled bicycle with a
ice chest mounted on it offered him a ride. ThepRed climbed on the back, when
on top of the ice chest He was smiling and wavathe crowd. Soon he caught
up with his car much to the delight of everyonechatg.

When | was ten my baby brother Johnng la@n. As was the custom we
took him on the first Sunday of the following monthSacrament Meeting to be
blessed and named. Grandfather gave him a nama lledsing. After the
blessing of the babies the meeting was openedhébearing of testimonies.

As one young adult after another rose to beambesty of Jesus Christ the
meeting time ended. The Bishop tried to bring tleetimg to a close by standing
after a testimony to announce the closing songpaager. Three different times he
stood up. Each time Grandfather stood up in thellaidf the congregation and
told the Bishop to sit down and be quiet there wea@y young people that
needed to bear their testimonies. The Bishop sahdmd the meeting continued
for an additional forty five minutes. The other @dhat met in the building right
after us was forced to wait in the foyer and beahair meeting late.

When | was about 10 or 11 years old Mgtbaddy and | were going to
take my grandparents to Paris Idaho for Memorigl. D¥ée arrived at 360 Hansen
Avenue early so we could pick flowers and put theto mason jars to place at the
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graves of loved ones. | followed my grandfathewabthe yard as he carefully
examined some white rose buds. When he found @tewvds just what he wanted,
he took a small pocketknife out of his pants andtanff about 3 inches before the
bud. | followed him into the kitchen where he sahkan water and then wrapped
it in some wet white cloth. He gently tied the wpad rose and placed it in his
pocket. | didn’t question him. Later in the dayila# Cemetery, he found the grave
of Stella Hays. Grandfather, with tears in hisseyewrapped the perfect white
rose bud. He placed it on top of her headstoreydmspered. “This is for you
Stella baby, It's not much but I picked it just fayu.”

Stella had been named after Grandmoiterpicture hung in their
bedroom in a large oval frame. She had blonde vimauyand a pearl necklace.
She died of pneumonia when she was just two yddrs asked Grandmother
about her and even 40 years after her death Granduldn'’t talk about her with
out tears. She told me that Grandfather had bdughé string of real pearls as a
gift and Stella always wanted to wear them. Grathéfiabought Stella her own
little plastic string of pearls. She liked grandhmats better and would always try
to take grandmothers pearls off her neck and thadaecklaces. When she died
Grandma had her buried in the real pearls becdestged them so much

Grandmother told me she had a baby bibysrn. She was pregnant and
had felt the baby moving for a long time. When sleat into labor the doctor told
her she was not pregnant, that she had a tumagpwrter in the hospital to have it
surgically removed. Grandmother awoke during thrgesty and there was a baby
boy...still born... she says they put him in thenldry shoot and claimed it was a
tumor. She said until her dieing day that sheHeit move and she saw him. So he
Is carried on her genealogy as a still born...Nakvékam.

Grandma Hays was very religious andddred” of almost all the family
deaths before they occurred. She once had a dredrhdr departed son Jesse
came to her and told he is was coming for his blged blonde. Grandma was so
upset by this dream that she called all her childned begged them to keep a
watch over their blonde blue eyed children. A feantis later my cousin Harry
Hays was killed when the car he was working ondélthe lift and crushed him.
Harry had blonde hair and bright blue eyes.

Grandma was also superstitious. Shedvoat sit at a table with thirteen
people. It had something to do with the Last Supténg twelve. Grandmother
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firmly believed if there were thirteen at a tableemf them would die. Eleven was
Al right, Fourteen and Twelve were OK. But thirtgesople at the table were
impossible.

When my Grandfather died Grandma spéoit af time with us. She told
me about her hopes and dreams and about Grandéttiesome of his escapades.
She told me about them serving a mission for theathduring prohibition days.
They would drive up into the mountains to teachdiseussions to some hill
people. Later Grandmother found out that they wen@ing moonshine for them.
The revenuers would not suspect an elderly missyor@uple. While my
grandparents were teaching from the scriptureBamountain cabin, Men were
loading their trunk up with illegal moonshine tamgeover the mountain. When
they got back to their own place other men wouldaa the trunk in the middle
of the night. They were never found out but my grarother worried about it the
rest of her life. We don't really know if grandfathwas a willing participant or if
he was as surprised as grandma.

She said that she had always wantedi¢oon the back of a motor cycle
(she was in her eighties when she told me thi¢ewAmonths after my
Grandfather died | took her for a ride in an Augti@aly (a very small sports car)
it was a convertible and | put the top down. Shateg to let her hair blow out
behind her. It was down to her knees, and sheikpptned on the top of her head.
We un pinned it and let it trail out behind her. \g a scarf on her to cover her
ears, she was prone to ear aches. | drove hevalitbe Salt Lake Valley about
eighty miles per hour. We turned the music up Idudas the sixties and The
Beatles were playing on the radio. Grandmotherldadghed the entire ride. She
was excited and said she felt like a young girisT& probably my favorite
memory of my grandmother.

My stepfather Neldon and | took herite temetery to put flowers on the
graves of my Father and Mother and my GrandfatherMemorial Day. At the
end of our visit as we were heading toward theGrandmother tripped and rolled
down the hill. She started to cry. | was worrieddaese Grandma was in her mid
eighties. | ran over to her and got down on oneeKn@h Grandma are you hurt?”
| said. She looked up at me with tears running dbemcheeks, one hand holding
her little flowered pill box hat on her head, ahd pther hanging on to her purse.
“I'm not hurt, I'm embarrassed.....Imagine rollidgwn a hill like an Easter Egg at
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my age!”

The last time | remember seeing Grandngawas living with Uncle Jim
and Aunt Naomi in Magna. She was bedridden and lsteswvould be dieing
soon. As | was preparing to leave she said. “Jeannill be seeing your father
and mother soon, is there anything you want meltéghlem?” | bent over and
gave her a kiss on the cheek and said “ Oh Granpalshéell them | miss them, and

| love them.... And grandma | love you” She smigane and said
“I love you too.”

My grandparents D.L. and Sella Hays
Golden Wedding Picture

September 18, 1951
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