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History of JOHANNA REESE PALMER

Born in Pontypool, Wales, August 6, 1842,

Died in Cedar City, Utah, April 29, 1925. .
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Arrived in Utsh, Octeber, 1863 in the

Married to Richard Palmer, October 10, 1863, in the
014 Endowment House, 3alt Lake City, Utsh,

History written by Katherine Palmer Macfarlane,
September, 1326.

Submitted by Zoella Palmer Benson, December, 1960
Iron Mission Camp
Cedar City
Iron County, Utah,



JOHANNA REESE PALMER

An old Welsh village holding within its bounda-
ries cobble streets and bright windowed stone houses;
& mouldering churchyard beside an ansient church;
the village bale oven, where the housewives gathered
to bake the weekly supply of brown bread and currsnt
lcaf; fishmongers orying their wares and old elothes
mén making their singsong rounds from door to door.
This was the village of Pontypool in Seuth Wales
where Mother was born in 1842, and where most of
her girlhood, until she was twenty-two, was spent,

From listening to her reminiscences the boys
gnd girls of the Palmer famlly have buillt up in their
minds a serles of pictures of Mother's childhood,
that not only tells something of herself but of the
setting in which she grew up, One of them 48 of a
little girl daneing down a green »isne kehind the
hurdy-gurdy men ag he passed through the village
on his way to the county fair; another shows her
setting out to visit Uncle David's farm "over in
the next valler”, where she was lovingly served with
vhin«berries and cream, supplemented with slices of
thin bread and butter and a serving of ale which she
drank from & small copper noggin cup that afterwards,
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8 parting gift from Unele David, came with her over
cceans kRnd continents to find abode in a far wilder-
ness, There were pleasant oceasions when she ran
out to greet a maiden subt, who riding horseback
from the ancestral farm, alighted st the door with
seddle bags filled with new sage cheese snd jJugs of
clotted cremm, And once when she wis 3ix years old,
there wag & visit to this same ancestral farm, where
she gazed eagerly around the great low-celled kitchen
with 1ts wares of pewter and brass and wood; examined
with childish curiosity her grendfather's broadeloth
riding ¢oat, with its tiers of volumineus cepes;
sikipped through the mesdows gathering cowslips and
watching half fearfully the peaceful st cattle;
and listening wide-eyed when a neighbor came to the
door in the early morning to beg & cup of mare's
milk with which to treat his children for vhopping
For swhile the family lived on & fwrm of their
own, in 8 pretiy countryside where the father and
mother were plicturesquely imown as Harry Greenmeadow
and Betsy Greentree. But hard times came snd the
glder children, all girls, had to go out te work. 8o
we gee Johanh® next as a little maid at service living
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in & town some distance from her own., Each week
the train brought her a bundle of fresh laundered
and mended clothes which she opened and extmined

----- with eriticsl eyes., If the workmanship suited she
let it #8ay. But it seldom did, and sc & weekly
tagk was to unplck and re~set with fine atitches
and invisible darns. And once when 8 faverite brown
dress came with a rent darmed in a shade of thread
which didn't quite sult her notion, she searched
the Bhops for one more exact &nd, not finding it,
drew out gtrands of her own hair and wove the hole
in daintily with that. Her nistress wasgs & kind old
lady and the little meid was esger to work, and if
only she might heve Been her family oftener all
would have been well. But home was much in her
mind, end one evening, hearing the train whistle,
she oried out, "That train goes right past my mother's
door," Then she felt a touch on her arm and a kind
voice s&id, "Would you like to see your mother?
Then get your bomnet on quickly and rmm te the
station, and when you have had a good visit with
her come baek to me.” And so shs di4, and found a
pleasant home with the kind old lady for & long
time,
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¥hen she was about nineteen, my mother met
sy father, who was in Wales at that timt on a amigsion,
The f{riendship between the two soon ripened into
love, sc thst when the mission wasg up, two people
instead of one were ready to Join the company of
enigrants headed for Amerilca.

Seven weeks on the oceéin in & ¢rowded pailing
vessel was bad encugh, but it was infinitely worse
to arprive in a nevw countyry during a4 sesson of ¢ivil
war, to crawl on uncertain trains through a blackened
and war-gutted country, where the hungry company
eould procure no food or feel certainty as to what
swaited farther on. But they arrived at last at the
Missouri River &nd got together the necessary wagon
train, And then the Plains!

To an old country girl grown up in the domeatic
landscapes of Great Britain, vhere quiet green hills
enfold a world as intimate and lovely ss & garden,
what an experience to stand out under the vast dome
of the prairie gky, to gaze out over the limitless
expanse of earth in the midst of which the wagon train
crawled motelike toward 1ts destinstion, and then to
see for the first time the great bdulfalo herds, stretch-
ing awey to the horizon in endless blaek clouds; to
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ait about the campiires and while wolves howled in
the darkness bevond and the tramp of the herds
reminded of dangers unknown to the 014 World, to
listen to stories of ocutlawry and talea of Indlan
magsacre until the very crickets in the wayside
grass sounded like harbingers of destruetion.

Yet this immigrant company in which my mother
traveled posseased that which sustained them, and
gave them greater assurance than 17 an army had
traveled alongside, and as for the girl hersell,
she mugt have had in her the natural fibre of the
ploneer, for I have heard her meny 2 time say that
she fairly danced her way across the great Plains,
And after she grrived a2t the far frontler settlement
that was to be her Juture home, though many a time
she looked toward the Esst with homeslclkt eyes and
wept for a cup of English tes or s glimpse of cowslip
meadow or some gsuch dear lost comlort, yet she tock
to pileoneering llliwe a Quielr o water, and 1in no time
sould cure meat and dye cloth, make sosp with
eotbonwood aghes, twrn & length of homespun into
a man's sult, and carry on with skill and thorough-
ness the manifold activities of a ploneer household,

It was in '€3 that the bride arrived in Cedar

City, and the rirst housekeeping wae done in the ald
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Wood log house that now stands In the town park, as
an interesting relic of ploneer life in this region.
How long the coaple remiined here I do not kKnow,
but work was going forward on their own Iour walls,
and 1%t was a proud Jday when the young wife walked
down the steps of her new dug-out and became the
mistress of her own home.
¥hat stranger pasaing through that ploneer

village and inowing aothing of the surprises 1t held,
could guess that beneath the dirt rool ol that dug-
sut was £o be Jound couzingds and cheer and that kind
of exqulsite cleanliness that is like a #ragrance]
Ingide were plastered and white-washed walls and
ciean scerubbed {loosr; in twe corners of one end,
nomemade [our-positer bedateads covered with pateh~
work quilts in the clear culors and charming, quaint
designs o that old day; cornexr cuipboards in the
other ends with menitel between, nolding plieces of
powier and csppu W brass polished L Jewel-llke
brightness; the big [ireplace with i1ts Iresh whitened
hearth and andirons of Father's own making; and beyond
the latched door 2 porch with a panftry on one side
and on the other an old-feshioned footatove that

cooked many a pot of broth and Welsh griddle cake
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for the guests who came in ever-inereasing numbers
to sit around my mother's hospitable board.
In the {irst year or sc before the good clothes
from overseas began to wear out, it must have been
& pleasant sight to see the newly-wedded pair climb
the steps of their dug-out and get off on the Sabbath
day for church, he in a broadcloth suilt with perhaps
a blue army cape over his shoulders, and she in a
wine-colored merino dress with a white linen collar
about the neek and the dalintlest of white horsehair
bonnets tied over her shining brown braids, A trim
couple walking to the adobe meeting house to join in
worghip with other couples many of whom like them-
selves might for awhile have moved through the pages
of George Eliet and Thomas Hardy, only tc nmove out
of them into an alien landscape that nelither of those
authors ever dreamed of &8 a setting for their characters,
British in speech though many of them were, and
dressed in 81lk and brcadcloth, those men and women
were in reslity stripped fighters, come to do battle
in an austere f{ield, where there could be no pretense
or indolent evasion of the desert's stern decree,
“Pight or perish!" Pather had already, during his

first years in Utah, passed through a gruelling test
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of itness lor pioneer life, and Mother, as I have
said, had in her the natural stuff of the ploneer.
So they faced their program without f{ear, and while
Father worked in the field and st the [forge, Mother
tolled from daylight until dark and, {inding her
hours not long enocugh, stole {rom the night to wash
and iron and mens &nd sew that her family might go
decently clad on the morrow.

With a ¢limb in the family {ortunes, the lamily
itsell o¢limbed out of the dug-out, and 8o closed a
period that I think must have been a sort of (Golden
Age in Father's and Mother's merried life, for I
have coften heard Mother declare that those were
their happiest years, snd why net, (or when has
Romance pasged by the dweller in dug-out and cot,
to seek shelter under the roof only of the rich?

But with the closing of the chapter in
Mother's 1ife of which I have Just been writing,
hard work 4id not e&nd for her, [or ploneer conditlions
in Southern Utah held over long after the days of
log cabin and dug-out, and that house-mother who
would bring to the family life standards of comfort
and deecency d1d mo at the price of unremitting

labor and unswerving self-sacrifice, HNever can I
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remenmber seeing Mother sitting with hands {olded i1dly
in her lap, and even to the day of her death she still
“carried on" nor claimed for herself the leisure which
should be the reward of worthy <14 asge. Yet 1t would
be unialr for me to hold up Mother's 1life as a symbol
- only of toil. There¢ was time for friends, for religion,
for much of kindness both in the famlly cirele and out
of 1it. And though the strenuous years took thelr toll
of body and spirit, they 414 not coaraen her or mak
her forgetful of the Castidious tastes and habits of
her girlhood. 8¢ that when I think of Mother now,

I recall her most d early bdrushing her hair or
fastening the bit of snowy muslin she wore aboat the
enllar of even the cheapest work dressg: and when 1
think of her gnarlsed handa, 1t is o see them not
holding the serubbing brush or knitting needles, but
cutting thin bread and butter to serve to the Iriend
who chanced to ecall and brought pleasure to her

hospitable soul by remaining {or afterncon tea.



