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Emma Bishop was born March 6, 1876. Her parents were William Evan Bishop and Harriet
Morris. She was baptized July 21, 1884. She was married December 9, 1897 to Joseph Thomas
Lofthouse. They were blessed with six children, Emma, born September 13, 1898; Joseph
Terry, March 23, 1900; Harriet, October 13, 1901; James Richard, March 26, 1904; William
Morris, August 8, 1907; Preston, June 10, 1910.

Mother's parents lived in a home where Clyde Hirst now lives at 295 West, 9000 South,
Paradise, Utah. She was born and spent her childhood there.

One day an Indian squaw with a papoose on her back came begging for food. Charley
Shaw, the neighbor boy who lived just across the street, threw a rock and hit the papoose.
The squaw pulled out a knife and took after him muttering "I'll kill him". Mother and her
brothers and sisters and the other Shaw children thought Charley was a goner. But Charley
ran and hid, and though the squaw searched all over the house, she could not find him.
Mrs. Shaw just let her go until she gave up and left.

Mother's older sister Louisa,(called Loo) lived in a cabin up on the bench land west
of the river, west of Paradise on land that is now Whites' Trout Farm. Aunt Loo had one
small child. Her husband Samuel had been called and was serving on a mission in England.
In those days when the men were called on missions, they just left their families and when
they got to their field of labor, they would rely on the people for food and lodging.
Sometimes they would have to knock on several doors before they found someone willing to
give them supper and a bed for the night.

Aunt Loo had a cow which had been dry. When it freshened, she skimmed the cream off
several milkings and made a pound of butter. Mother frequently walked over and helped Aunt
Loo with her work. On this particular day, as soon as Mother entered the cabin, Aunt Loo
said "Em, take this pound of butter over to the bishop for tithing." Mother said "Loo, I
won't do it, you need that butter worse than the bishop.", but Aunt Loo insisted, saying
that, "The Lord would provide." Finally Mother gave in and delivered the butter to the
bishop. When she got back and entered the cabin, there on the table was a pound of butter.
Mother was sure surprised and said "Where did that come from?" Aunt Loo just smiled and
said, "I told you the Lord would provide.” (A neighbor had called and brought the butter?)
Mother was always a firm believer in tithing after that.

Grandpa Bishop got some land east of town and built a home where Wes Mair now lives.
The family moved into the new home and grandpa started to grow dry farm grain. He was the
first one to raise dry farm grain in this area.

Mother went to school in Paradise. Her and her friend Helen Lofthouse went to the
Brigham Young College in Logan. I don't know how long she was there.

Before mother was married she worked for a Jewish family in Salt Lake City. The woman
just loved pork chops, so after her husband went to work, she would send Mother out to buy
some. She would cook them and eat them all before her husband came home.

Mother married Joseph Thomas Lofthouse December 9, 1897. They moved into the home that
dad had built or had someone else build. There was one room which served as kitchen'



living roan, and dining room, and a pantry downstairs. There were two bedrooms upstairs.
Only half of the plan was built. The other part was never finished. The joists under the
upstairs floor came out to the surface of the north wall. After a time the bees ate out
the mortar along the side of the joists and would go in and make honey in the space under
the floor. Dad once in a while would take up a couple floor boards to get the honey. The
home was across the river west of Avon. It was in the Paradise precinct, so they had to go
to Paradise to vote. Mother was a good seamstress, she made all the clothes for us kids
when we were little. She also knitted socks for all of us. She knitted sweaters for the
soldier boys during World War I. She was also a good cook, she made the most wonderful
puddings. There was Hastey Pudding, Yorkshire Pudding, Roly Poly Pudding, Custard, and
Rice Pudding.

Each year Dad would kill four or five pigs for our own use. Mother would brine cure
the hams, shoulders and bacon. When they were cured she put them in sacks and had them
hung to the ceiling joists in the cellar. We would eat the chops fresh. Mother made head
cheese from the head of the pig, and fagots from the liver and lungs.

Mother was very sick after Preston was born as I recall, she was ill for quite some
time. After she regained her health and strength, she started to raise ducks, geese and
turkeys. Just before Thanksgiving, Dad or Mother, would kill the birds and us kids would
all help to pick the feathers off. After the birds were dressed, Mother would sell them to
the meat markets in Logan.

While we were members of the Paradise Ward, Mother was a Sunday School teacher and her
and Dad were members of the Old Folks Committee. After we became members of the Avon Ward
she taught Sunday School, was a councilor in the Y.W.M.I.A. and her and Dad were on the
Old Folks committee. Mother was very good at giving readings. She appeared on many
programs at various parties in both Avon and Paradise. Some of her favorite readings were;
Betty at the Baseball Game, Casey at the Bat, and My Britches, Oh My Britches. She also
gave current events. Everyone else when they gave current events would get a bunch of
jokes and then connect the name or names of ward members to each joke, but mother always
made up her own script. She gave current events once just after Alma (Ally) 0. Jackson,
Leion J. Orton, and Ole Olsen had been put in as bishopric. She started out saying "Avon
has a new bishopric, Ally 0., Lean On, Ole 0. She said, "We are told that Avon has one
year to make good. Now I have known the Stake President all my life and I think he is a
fair man and I don't think he would require three men to undo in one year all that three
men had taken ten years to mess up."

On June 22, 1921, Mother's oldest son Terry died of ruptured appendix. He had been
herding sheep in the mountains east of Avon when he got sick. He walked home then got on a
horse and rode to where his boss had another herd of sheep, to tell him that he couldn't
work any longer. When Terry got home, they took him to the hospital, but it was too late.
He died the next day. Mother was so upset that she could not go out to help Dad milk the
cows, so I started milking again. I had not done any milking since I lost my fingers three
years previously. Her third son William Morris died April 29, 1936. The doctor said it
looked like he had been poisoned. He had been in a car wreck and had one foot mashed. No
matter what the doctor's did, they could not stop the infection. Two days before he died,
he went with some others out west to Art Summers' sheep camp. They all got sky high on
some bootleg whiskey. Morris came home the day he died. I guess the combination of the
infection poison and the whiskey poison was too much for him. Mother did not feel so bad
after Morris' death. She said there are worse things than death.



Mother went to the Temple when Laura and I were married. She had not been to the
Temple since she herself was married. She said that she remembered everything very
clearly.

After they got electricity, I gave Mother a small radio which she enjoyed very much.
One of her favorite programs was the soap opera called Gal Sunday. If she thought the
radio wasn't playing just right she would turn it on its side or upside down.

We could very seldom get mother to go anywhere. However, one time before I was
married, Dad and Mother decided to go to North Ogden to visit some of Dad's relations. At
the time, Dad owned a Model T touring car. Dad wanted to go over South Canyon. At that
time the road near the top of the canyon was just a lot of big rocks. After we had bounced
over these rocks for about a block, Mother said,"I just hope for one thing, I hope the nut
under the steering wheel holds together."

After I was married, Mother and Dad went with us to visit Harriet, who had married and
was living on a ranch in Rush Valley, Utah. Harriet later moved to Stockton, Utah and we
went to visit her there several times, taking Mother with us.

Dad died August 24, 1952. After Dad died, Mother continued to live in the home. She
still insisted on chopping her own kindling wood.

Mother died February 21, 1959 in her home of pneumonia. She was buried in the Avon
cemetery beside her husband. Her two sons are buried on the same plot.

                                ...

Post script by James A. Lofthouse:

Father wrote this history of his Mother very shortly before his death.

Probably about in the same time period, he also wrote the following accounts of his
grandparents:

                                ...

William Evan Bishop

by Richard Lofthouse

Just a few words about grandpa and grandma Bishop. When I knew them,
they lived in the house where Verda Berry now lives, 175 East 9100 South,
Paradise, Utah. Of course they did not have street or house numbers in
those days. Uncle Bob had taken over the farm. Grandpa had a few chickens,
and when he got a basketful of eggs, he would walk down to the store and
trade them for groceries. When grandpa went to church he always sat on the
front row with the other old men of the ward. We called it the bald head
row. Their wives would sit further back in the audience. I have been told



that grandpa was hot tempered and rather stubborn. When grandpa came across
the plains, he drove a team of horses on a covered wagon. One day the
wagon master didn't like the way grandpa was handling the horses and started
to bawl grandpa out. Grandpa said, "This is my team and I will handle them
the way I please." Then they just stood glaring at each other. Finally
the wagon master turned and walked away saying, "You're the first man that
ever looked me down."

Aunt Mary always had a dinner for grandpa's birthday, June 11.  All
grandpa's descendents that were close around would come. Dad would always
take his phonograph and play records to entertain the folks. Grandpa enjoyed
these very much. His favorite record was; The Preacher and the Bear. Grand-
pa was born June 11, 1820 at Shrewsbury Shropshire England. He was baptized
February 17, 1848. He was married September 28, 1863 to Harriet Morris. They
lived in Draper, Utah awhile before coming to Paradise. He died May 21, 
1921, and is buried in the Paradise cemetery.

Harriet Morris Bishop

by Richard Lofthouse

Grandmother was born November 2, 1839 at Barrowden Rutland England.
She was baptized December 24, 1854. She cane to America in 1860 with her
brother Robert and Sister.  She got a job in New York and stayed
there working for two years before coming to Utah.  She must have came to
Utah in a wagon train. The rest of the family except her father came to
Utah at a later date. She was married to William Evan Bishop September 28,
1863. They lived in Draper, Utah for a while. Their first child, Harriet
Louisa was born there. They then moved to Paradise, Utah. Grandma did not
like Paradise, she said that grandfather had dragged her up here away from
all her folks. Their children were Harriet Louisa, Catherine, William John,
James Morris, Maria Jane, Robert, Emma, Mary Ann, and Richard. One child,
James Morris died September 16, 1869. He was eight months old. In September
1975, they lost three children, Catherine, age nine, John William, age
eight, and Maria Jane, age four. They died of diptheria. Louisa was eleven
and Robert two years old at the time.

About all I can remember of grandma was that she was very kind and that
she was a wonderful cook. We always liked to be at grandma's home for a 
meal.

She died December 24, 1919 and is buried in the Paradise cemetery.


