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Mom and Dad:

   Memories of my Dad, Linford LeeRoy Pearce.  Born 29 February 1912.  He was a leap year baby and the youngest son of his Mom, Vilate Oakley Pearce and James William Pearce.

   He was quite athletic and loved all available sports of his day.  He learned to run quite fast to get away from his older brothers in that dry and prickly desert in his bare feet!!  Dad was so capable and talented in sports, gardening and fixing and repairing almost anything.  

   As he moved to Oakland, California with his mom, he felt he had a good chance to win a scholarship in sports to College because he was one of the best on his High School team--especially in baseball.  But, his Mom insisted he drop out of High School before his Junior Year and go to work full-time to support the two of them.  He said he cried a lot but complied because there was no choice.  This was the Depression Era.

   Dad tackled a very challenging job in remodeling our house on Lincoln Avenue, changing every wall and adding to the structure so that what was originally a 1 bedroom home with no inside bathroom (the one bathroom that it had when we moved into it had been added on) and the bedroom was turned into a dining room and two bedrooms were quite roughly added-on.  When it rained, the noise was loud because the ceiling boards were all that came between the room and the roof tiles above.  They were cold in the winter and hot in the summer.  Dad did most of the work on the house, keeping a full-time job.  But this is when he and Mom became "less-active" in the Church, because he felt he had to work on Sundays and all free time was devoted to this project.  He began this work when I was in Junior High.  I remember sleeping next door in a neighbor's bedroom with my little brother, Richard, all during one winter.  The add-on bedrooms were taken off and Mom and Dad and my two little sisters slept in the dining room.  Linda slept in a small crib and I'm not sure where baby Nancy slept.  Mom and Dad put a mattress on the floor and put it up again on its side during the day.  It was an interesting and hectic time.

   Memories of my Mom:  Of course, these being my parents, I could go on and on and on.  Mom was my sweet teacher to help me learn to pray and to sing and to delight in beauty.  When 3, she taught me to sing a little ditty:  "Hang up the baby's stocking, be sure and not forget.  For the darling little baby hasn't seen Christmas yet.  I told her all about it. She opened her big blue eyes. (I don't remember the rest)  Mom and Dad had me make a record of it where they asked me some questions then had me sing the above song.  I have the record but it's quite cracked.  Hopefully, someday it can be restored.

   When I was 6, Mom and Dad bought a piano and I and Mom began piano lessons.  Mom had taken when a teenager and could play many hymns and primary songs.  I thought she was wonderful.  She taught me to sing "My Grandmother's Old-fashioned Garden" and "I Have a Garden" from the old Primary song book.  I sang these songs to her as a held her hands and looked into her eyes when we visited her in the Care Hospital in Lexington, KY when we were allowed to take a few days from our Mission here.  Pres. Park said that my Mom knew we had come to visit her, even though it was difficult to sense any recognition from her during our visit.

   I was raised by a working Mom.  She worked part-time or full-time ever since I can remember, except for brief periods when she had my siblings.  This meant that I became the baby-sitter and second Mother much of the time.  You'd think I would have learned to cook and clean, but Mom did everything for us before she went off to work.  All I had to do was warm up dinner.  I was responsible to get my little brother and sisters to bed--which was a big chore.  I would read them stories, play with them, teach them piano, etc.  I probably would have had higher grades in High School if I hadn't had this responsibility.  I did get good grades--just not A's in everything.

   Dad was busy going to night school or other things and wasn't around during the evenings usually.
   Mom went on a radio program called "Queen for a Day" and won the grand prize.  She was the fastest runner to retrieve something.  She won a complete set of Club Aluminum Cook Ware and the company sent over cooks to cook a fancy dinner in her new cook ware to serve a party.  Mom had those aluminum pots until she went into the Care Hospital--at least, she had the large ones.  I remember them being very pitted.  Aluminum is one suspect in the cause of Alzheimer's, my sister Nancy learned.

   Mom quit taking piano lessons when she became pregnant with my brother, Richard in 1943.  Then I began to catch up to her.  She would say, Marie, would you like to help me dry the dishes or practice the piano?  Now, what would you do?  Well, yes, I would play the piano and sing for hours one end every day, it seems.  One morning I woke up at 3 AM and began to practice.  Dad came in and asked me if I knew what time it was.  No, I answered.  He said I could go back to bed for a few more hours, which I did.

   The month of October was exciting around here.  LeGrande prepared the facility in a building for teaching pottery.  It's in a half-basement area that has large windows and is perfect for this class.  He teachers two class, twice weekly, two hours each session.  Isn't that just too, too much?  Anyway, he took the students by school van to dig up their own clay at the same place the pioneers got their clay for bricks in the days of Nauvoo.  They prepared the clay and even made their own tools for working the clay.  Pretty good for a pioneer experience, I think.  He's a very happy teacher with very happy students.

   In his time when he wasn't teaching or preparing to teach, he painted the inside of our garage and got it all organized to be his own pottery studio.  He installed the Weso ceramic stove that we previously had in our HB home in the garage.  Now it will be toasty warm in the winter so he can do his pottery and I can work on messy activities, also.  Fun, fun.

   He's also been working with the High Priests in reorganizing and upgrading the home teaching in our Ward.  He's first assistant in the High Priests Quorum.  Our ward is huge--most of Hancock County and there's a lot of work to do out there.

   As for me, it's music, music, music.  One of my goals when moving here was to practice the nice organ they have here.  Well, I put it off and now I HAVE to practice because I'm accompanying the Messiah Singalong on Thanksgiving weekend for the community.  Help, Nancy!!  Those pedals are a challenge.  I feel I'm dancing on those pedals.  I wish I had organ shoes.  I'm doing the best I can, anyway.

   We love hearing from Collin and were pleased with Galen L. Fletcher's contribution to the Alumni Magazine.  What other good things do we not know about?

   Richard and Lael Fletcher, LeGrande's brother and wife are going to HB for about 3 weeks to re-decorate a relative's fancy condo.  They have

Rachelle and Charmaine's phone numbers.  You will probably hear from them.

Love you All, Mom and Dad, Grandma and Grandpa

Cherie and Trent: 

Dear Family:
   Oregon is spectacular this time of year with the changing colors of fall. Our family is changing also. Serena and Matt are expecting the end of May and that will make us grandparents! Marie and LeGrande will be great grandparents!

   We enjoyed attending General Conference and seeing our "Utah" kids. We were able to visit with Paulo Bangerter, a missionary companion of Trent's, and his family. He is son of Grant Bangerter. We braved the "Chuck-O-Rama" restaurant after Priesthood session. 

   Our ward has a beautiful new meetinghouse. We were able to help with the move, décor, open house, and dedication. Many of the neighbors attended and were impressed. 

   Trent continues to "make the news" with involvement in the water district and real estate. We were awakened at 6:30 am by one radio talk show host for an interview. He is readying supplies and manpower for the next church basketball season. 

   Jerae and Landon just finished their first water polo season. Practices during the school year were at 6 am. They had a lot of fun and made it through without injury (it's pretty rough).  They both performed in last week's school choir concert and Jerae performed in a special concert at the university in Ashland. We are all singing in the stake choir for the Christmas cantata.

   Jerae sewed and tied a darling baby quilt to display at Young Women in Excellence. Landon and the Teacher's quorum are fixing up an elderly ladies porch and ramp in our ward. He is ready to begin his Eagle project - he just needs a neat idea - he's taking suggestions!

   Jerae only has a few classes this year and is working everyday on bookkeeping and projects at the office. Shaylene is working as an administrative assistant at Novell, a large computer company and loving it. Camarie is working as an account rep for Wells Fargo. Serena is teaching 3rd grade. Jake and Matt are working hard on their schooling and future career plans. 

   We are blessed with a wonderful family and extended family. It is a wonderful life!

All our love, Cherie 

   Things are going great in the Provo area.  Matt and I were able to go to Alayne's Young Womanhood Recognition Fireside.  It was great! Alayne is such a great girl!  I'm still teaching third grade and loving it.  Matt is going to school and starting a new finance job.  We're also interviewing to manage an apartment complex next year.  We would work some hours a day from the office adjacent to our apartment and live there rent-free.  Well, gotta go teach! Love you all! Serena Gaulke
 

Lyle:

Dear Family,

   I moved to Salt Lake City (1811 E 7200 S, SLC, 84121) and don't have a phone, but you can leave a message with Heidi at 801-268-4188.

   As I left Utah County, I was filled with such an overpowering feeling of comfort and approval from the Lord. I know He is pleased with what I'm doing. Although I'll be further away from my family, there is work for me to do in SLC. It's a bigger ocean of possibilities, and I have a place to stay (a garage).

   Things are going well with Heidi and me, and the healing and growth continues. I am so abundantly blessed with friends already in SLC because of things Heidi and I have gone to months ago. Yes, the Lord prepares the way before us.

    I'm feeling emotions now more than I ever remember in my life, and I realized that I have been trying to understand the Gospel of Jesus Christ with pretty much only my mind for many years. I made a valiant effort, yet it just isn't possible. The last two years have been precious because the Lord has opened my spiritual heart to the Gospel, and now He has blessed me with emotions so I can feel in all of me what He wants me to feel. I'm seeing that we must be one and whole in ourselves (all our faculties united) before we can truly love Him with our all—so He's leading me along, changing me from the inside out.

   With my love and prayers, Lyle

 

Memories of Grandpa and Grandma Pearce:
   I've had some recent experiences that have given me insights into how precious and wonderful my grandmother is. I can't give you details, for these were spiritual experiences, but I know for a certainty that my grandmother Van Arsdall is actively working to bless my life, along with Riker. 

   I'm grateful for the opportunity to travel with Mom and Dad to the reunion in Oregon and down to Southern California. I'm grateful for the conversations we had about Mom's mother and father. I learned some things that I didn't know before, and I leave these things for Mom to share with individuals as they're ready to hear them.

   From these experiences and these conversations, I've had a major shift in how I look at Linford Pearce, and I can only say that I'm grateful for the things I've learned from his life and that I now look at Riker as my grandfather. I learned a great deal about everyday things from working with Linford Pearce, and I'm thankful for these lessons. Yet I'm more grateful for the faithfulness and steadfastness of my grandmother and know that she's anxious to bless my life in any way she's allowed. And I know that Riker is right by her side in this effort.

Laura:

Garen and Nancy:

   The volleyball season is over for Andrea (and Emmett).  Andrea and her team were so fun to watch.  She was always chasing after a ball.  She has got quite a serve and spikes the ball well too.  We went to a potluck dinner and awards night earlier this week.  She received a couple of nice compliments and awards.  Emmett was also remembered since he was a student manager of one of the teams.  
   Adam is at BYU. We hear from him at least a couple of times a week when he emails or chats with us online - the wonders of technology!  We worried about him last week when a former ward member said she heard he had fainted.  Needless to say Nancy was on the phone within minutes!

   Eric went to Snoqualmie Pass to play in the snow today – there was no school.  A neighbor boy and his dad took him.  They had lots of fun in the first snow of the winter.

    We are still getting used to our new ward. We have mixed emotions about the change.  We had our first ward activity the Saturday evening before Halloween.  There were over 200 people there.  It’s a good thing we are at the Stake Center because I don’t think we would fit into either of the two smaller buildings in our Stake.  The ward has 600+ members with 300+ families.
   Memories about Linford Pearce.  Galen and I worked one summer when we were about 11 or 12 years old. We drove with grandpa and grandma to Oakland along hwy 101 taking a tour of the spectacular Hearst castle and stopping to see the fields of flowers in Solvang.  Galen and I help grandpa work on houses - painting and other odd jobs.  I was so excited to get paid $20 at the end of that summer!  My favorite activity was picking walnuts or plums.  One day we all went to San Francisco.  I had my first taste of crab when we went to Fisherman’s Wharf!  I still have a letter grandpa wrote me a letter as a teenager encouraging me in scouts and other things. I remember one Thanksgiving, after grandpa knew he had cancer.  He told about his first 10 years while everyone listened and asked questions.  I think someone had a tape recorder.  I would love to find out who has it and have it written out.
   Memories about Donna Pearce – Thanksgiving was always in Oakland.  There was always lots of food to eat – turkey, stuffing, cranberry apple juice, pies.  The house was always so cozy and warm.  There were tons of places to explore – upstairs, downstairs, in the backyard, in the garage, even in the attic.  At night we would look at all the lights from the windows in the large room downstairs.  My favorite was dropping clothes down the laundry chute in the upstairs bathroom.

   I remember seeing Grandma at the MTC when she was finished her mission – Galen and I were starting ours!
   Nancy and I visited with Donna and Riker in Salem, Oregon a few times.  We went to church with them once too.  They were taking care of two of Linda’s children.  They were so loving and giving to raise their grandchildren after their own children were grown.
   About Riker Van Arsdall – I remember being at Aspen Grove with Donna and Riker.  It seems like the Cliffords, Grandpa Riker and me were hiking to Mount Timpanogos.  The Cliffords had been horse riding earlier and only went part way.  I figured I was pretty healthy but grandpa Riker beat me to the top of the mountain!  Never underestimate a 60 year old who runs marathons.
Galen and Lori:

Rachelle and Randy:

Charmaine and Mac:

David and Karen:

   Hi to all!  Not much is happening in our little world.  Other than we are busy non stop, and tired all the time!  The kitchen is finally finished, we are now just painting trim and finishing little odds and ends.  I will try and post pictures soon of the whole process (on the family website) for all who are interested in seeing them.  We are very happy with how it turned out, and are glad it's almost over.  I hate living through remodeling!  But the end result is very worth it.

   Other than working on the house, we have stayed busy with work and kids.  David is still tutoring a ton, and I've been busy with kids, kids and more kids.  And some sewing thrown in.  Once again I made Halloween costumes, not just for my family this year, but for a family in our ward, who all went as characters from 'Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory', the Gene Wilder version.  The dad was Willy Wonka, the three girls were Oompa Loompa's, and the mom was Violet (she's 9 months pregnant so she went as the Violet that's all puffed up).  They all turned out great, but I'm glad Halloween's done.  Now I can start sewing for Christmas!  Maybe this year I'll finally get those Christmas stockings made....... it's only been four years that I've had them cut out and ready to make!

   Emma turned nine and is having a slumber birthday party with 9 of her friends next weekend.  Shannon turned three and I took all the daycare kids to Chuck-E-Cheese's to celebrate.  That was an experience!  Me and 6 kids at a place where their motto is "where a kid can be a kid".  Not always a good thing.  Why can't sometimes a kid be an adult?  It was crazy keeping track of all six, but fun.  Each one of them kept coming back to me every few minutes wanting another token, so it made it easier to keep an eye on them.

   The girls are all doing great, getting bigger and sassier every day!  I guess we reap what we sow....  Thanks a lot David! ...that mother's curse "just you wait, one day you'll get one just like you" must be coming true!  (It can't possibly come from me...)  Ha ha.  Just kidding, sort of.

   We'll be glad when soccer season is over, this year has been a lot harder than last year.  Their games are on two different fields, and they have had quite a few games at the same starting time.  David and I have been rotating who goes to who's game.  Also it's been harder because of all the work we've been doing on the house, and my sister's wedding.  Last year we had absolutely nothing going on, so it was easy to be at all the games, be on time to practices, etc.  Only a few more games and we'll be done for this season.

   I guess that's all our news.  Love to all.

Shawntell and Steve:

   Ethan has lost 4 teeth since we last wrote in September and another one is loose. The lack of teeth has not deterred him from eating. He has been having seconds and thirds at meals lately. The doctor said after his tonsil surgery that he would probably grow because he would be sleeping better.  I haven't measured him since the first day of school but the calories are not being stored as he is as thin as ever. Ethan has been progressing with his reading and just moved up a reading level at school.  He has a wonderful teacher this year and Shawntell has enjoyed helping out in his classroom every other week. 

   Tyler is loving Joy School. He wakes up every morning asking if he has school today. His class went to the pumpkin patch as a field trip with matching shirts. So cute! He is Shawntell's shadow all day running around but enjoys time to play by myself also. Shawntell found him a bigger bike at a local thrift store and he is so happy he can keep up with his brother now. He even jumps off the curbs with it already.   

   Amber turned 9 since our last update. She is loving her EXCEL class and teacher. The work is harder than she is used to but she doesn't seem to mind it so far. She even gets herself up and dressed in the morning without mom having to wake her. The class has been working on a pilgrim unit for social studies and will have a feast and play tomorrow. She was excited to find out she was related to pilgrims that came across on the Mayflower and shared her genealogy with her class. 

   Steve took the family on a mystery trip into Portland one Saturday. We rode the MAX-Train (above ground subway) into downtown Portland and walked around Pioneer Square, along the Willamette River, through the upscale mall, and around downtown. The kids were troopers and walked the whole way. We walked a lot that day, took a few pictures and really had fun.

   Shawntell has completed her Personal Progress, had her interview with her Bishop and is waiting for her medallion to arrive soon. She made her goal of finishing by her 1 year anniversary in her current calling. Yeah!

   Our ward just had sister missionaries transferred in. This is the first ward we have ever had sister missionaries in. Shawntell is excited she gets the opportunity to go on splits and has already signed up.  Love to all!

Memories of Grandpa Pearce: Since I was only 5 or 6 when he died I don't have a lot of memories of Grandpa so I am excited to read what others write about him. The few memories I do have are...Grandpa chewing on a toothpick while putting wallpaper up in the center bathroom on Wishingwell and I asked him why he was chewing on a toothpick. He said it was because Grandma wouldn't let him eat chocolate bars. I still find that to be an amusing answer. My other two memories are after he passed away. I remember Linda Fine's son talking during a prayer at Grandpa's grave site and trying to shush him and he wouldn't. I remember being very surprised someone would talk during a prayer. I remember the jars of 50 cent pieces and quarters that we took home after the funeral. The first thing I did was buy an ice cream at the gas station we always stopped at on the way home. The one with the bugs in the bathroom and the ice cream vending machine you opened the little door and pulled the ice cream out of a little slot.

Memories of Grandma Pearce: I remember her trying to whisper something to me on the couch in front of company, maybe the missionaries, and she didn't whisper very softly so everyone heard. I don't remember what she said but I remember being embarrassed that everyone heard what she said.

   I complained to mom about it and she said "Grandma never learned how to whisper" or something close to that. I thought that was very weird as a child. I remember looking at the Oakland temple at night from the balcony at the front of the house. It is one of my favorite temples because of those nights. I remember mom talking about sliding down the ice plant in front of Grandma's house and trying it. I remember singing at Grandma and Grandpa Riker's wedding reception. I remember getting ready to go out the door to the wedding and the phone rang and it was Trent (I think) calling to say Cherie had had Serena. Someone mentioned that Riker would not only become a grandpa but a great-grandpa once he was married in a few hours and would that deter him from marrying Grandma. Apparently it didn't.
Royal and Adriana:

November Birthdays:

4 – Kimball Fletcher

7 – Rachelle Clifford

8 – Kamilynn Fletcher

14 – Lori Fletcher

23 – Kendra Fletcher

November Anniversaries:

1

