


Durmg hxs mortality of almost 66 years, his busy hands also expressed hxs

: love of people through imaginative and careful work. His artistry isseen
‘today—70 years later— in the Mountain Dell dam in Parley’ s Canyon. Evenin
- simple matters, his hands were helpful such as writing dates on the backs of
- snapshots and photos — or writing letters — or signing documents —or
= ;cuttmg my hair in Depressron days with hand elrppers

' He wasn't much in saying things; but he was grand and noble in domg

o 'thmgs What he did was not for show or glitter, but sunply to help make hfe
: ,better and more en)oyable

1 remember when his big. hands held my two elder brothers at arm s length
when they were dxsputmg over a radio selection. I saw both love and force

~ exhibited between these two tall sons, who were calmed and chastened by my

father’s gnp 'I'hey knew that he meant busmess

1 remember hlS hands teachmg me how to use a hammer, a wrench, and a

~ saw. Although I never enjoyed fishing, I responded to his instructions onhow
~ tohold a fishing rod. Earlier, his hands taught me how to hold a transit pole for -
 his surveyxng work and how to use a plumb-bob .

In 1938, when he was called tobean Assoaate Apostle, hlS hands

 responded to a new challenge: blessmgs, temple sealings and counsehng

~ sessions, and advice. His busy hands turned away from temporal matters —
~ away from engineering and building problems to spmtual thmgs And hxs

- hands responded to a new challenge o

~ Best of all, I remember his hands on my head as she gave me an apostohc

' blessmg preparatory to my | LDS mission to Hawaii in 1940. He quietly advised
~ me to “always work wn'h the people, and not get too involved in theoretical
‘matters.” All of the time he was talking, I felt like his hands were still |

on my head, addmg some valuable advice to me in prayer

Then, finally, there were afew hand-wr1tten 1etters, expressmg

“his concern for my well—»bemg in Hawaii. When I came home in la

1942, the first view at the train station was my father’s hands, still ¢/
remarkable, still potent but somehow lifeless. Even so, I had missed *
them. But they stopped workmg in 1943 when he left us in death,

Asifit werea bonus, I received a number of pnctures of him, plus
some memorabilia, and my work 50 years later has remmded me

~ of him, and those marvelous hands 0




