
                                                                                                                                                                 

*Nancy Martin was the third child of Marion and Patricia Bowles Sharp. She married Richard 
Lamb on December 22, 1975, and had three children: Rachel, Gregory and Alexander Lamb.   
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Autobiography 
 

 

oday is Sunday, June 7, 1998. Home is Cache Valley, Hyde Park, Utah. This 
is a lovely rural valley surrounded by mountains. Our home is made of lodge-
pole pine logs surrounded by a grove of Hybrid Popular trees. My husband of 

twenty-two years, 
Richard Grant Lamb, 
is in Europe at the 
present time with a 
group of students from 
his German classes at 
Mountain Crest High 
School for an exchange.  
This exchange start-
ed thirteen years ago, 
the year that Alex was 
born. 
 
When Richard comes 
home in July, he will 
continue building a 
log barn for our seven        

 

Llamas. Our seven-acre homestead is Richard’s hob-
by farm. I* might add that lately I have enjoyed liv-
ing here more than ever. Since the 1970s, we have 
wanted a self-sufficient lifestyle. We have a beef 
cow, chickens, geese, ducks, dogs, a cat and a rabbit 
at the present time. Yesterday I gave away our pygmy  

T

Above left: Nancy with her mother and brother, Ron, in 
1950. Above right, left to right: Cathy (sister), Nancy 
and Ron (brother) in 1952. Right: Nancy was a happy 
baby. Her mother, Pat Bowles Sharp, in Little Rock, 
Arkansas, is holding her in 1951. Nancy was born in 
Little Rock and lived there until she was five years old. 
Her family moved to Houston, Texas, in 1954. She 
returned to Little Rock many times over the years to 
see relatives and spent one summer with her grand-
mother Frances Bowles.      
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goats after the male ate the neighbor’s fruit trees and the sister goat had gotten her 
head caught in the fence every day for months. 
 

                                                       

The interior of our home speaks to us of by-gone 
years. In the corner of our living room is a 
Chickerling baby grand piano manufactured 
about 1850. It once belonged to my great-grand-
mother, Jesse Smith Massey. In my foyer I have 

a treadle sewing machine that once belonged to my grandmother, Frances Massey 
Bowles. As a child, I remember grandma making her cotton floral print dresses on that 
machine. Several summers we visited Grandma and Grandpa Bowles in Little Rock, 
Arkansas. What fond memories Shackleford Road and the country store, where we used 
to go for a pop and a nickel box of pretzels, hold for me. During those summer visits a 
rainstorm cleared the air and one could hear the bobwhites singing their tune. I can still 
taste the blackberries and grandma’s berry pies. 
 

Top left: Nancy when she was only a few months 
old in 1950. Above: Nancy’s mother, brother and 
sister. Left to right: Ron, Pat, Nancy and Cathy 
Sharp in 1952. Left: Nancy loved the goats on her 
grandparent’s farm, about 1955. 
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In the 1970s my favorite pastime was shopping for antiques. At that time I worked in 
the Montrose area of Houston, Texas. Everyday I went shopping for a deal. Another 

favorite activity of mine is visiting cemeteries. Even when I was six years old, more 
than anything else I just loved Forest Lawn Cemetery off the Gulf Freeway and even 
wanted to live there. Since that time I have real-
ized that my love for these things stems from my 
desire to be tied to the past. 
 
When Richard and I were first married and living 
in Houston, Texas, we would go to the art fair at 
Westbury Square and it was there that we 
purchased our first artwork. We still have most of 
the original artworks on our walls. We also enjoyed 
visiting the Hilltop Herb Farm in northeast Houston.  
 
At the present time, my desire to become com-
pletely self-sufficient as a family is a top priority. 
 
At this writing my husband, Richard, is a high 
school German teacher. Our three children are: 
Rachel, age 20 and a senior at Utah State Univer-
sity; Greg, age 18 and a high school graduate and 
Alex, age 13 and beginning eighth grade. They  

Above: Nancy with her favorite goat, “Lester.” Below: Nancy with her grandfather, Thomas 
Bowles, about 1955. 
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are great kids and have taught us some important les-
sons in life. The greatest lesson has been in patience. I 

believe the old saying, “Little 
kids, little problems. Big kids, 
big problems.” They have 
pulled on my heartstrings. 
 
I am proud of Richard for 
being our family historian 
and genealogist. 
 
My beloved sister, Cathy, 
is having a bout with ovar-
ian cancer. She is now living 
with Mom and Vester in  
 

Rockdale, Texas. My immediate family owes Cathy so much because she found the truth, 
the gospel of Jesus Christ. 
 
I am at a stage in my life where I want to find the truth of eternity regardless of the 
source. Every day I repeat the phrase, “Be in the world, but not of the world.” I wasn’t 
always like that. Perhaps I appeared to be the “material girl from a material world.” Well 
here is “the rest of the story.” 
 

Early Years 
 
On a cool, crisp autumn day, I was born on October 24, 1949, in Little Rock, Pulaski 
County, Arkansas, the third child and second daughter of Patricia Anna Elizabeth 
Bowles and Marion Carlos Sharp, Jr. (always called Junior). At the time of my birth, 
we lived outside of Little Rock. “Mama” Cora Smith, my great-grandmother, owned 
the property. Mrs. Smith helped mother with the kids and soon my parents were able to  

Top left: Nancy at age six in March 1955. Top right: First grade; 1955. Above left to right: Nancy 
with her second grade teacher in 1956 or 1957; second grade; 1956; and third grade; 1957.   
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purchase a small trailer from my aunt, Mildred Vaught. It was a very small trailer.  
However, it was home and a place of their own. Mother would haul water and boil it to 

clean our diapers. 
 

As a child I remember 
being quite healthy.  
However, I do re-
member the time 
that Cathy, Ronald 
and I were in bed 
with the chicken pox.  
We were on Boule-
vard Street and being 
confined to the house 
was difficult for lit-
tle ones. It was even 
harder for mom, I’m 

sure, but from other accounts, mom was patient 
with us. She got very little help from our father 
and she had the responsibility of our constant 

care. It was during 
this time on Boulevard 
Street that our father 
began to drink heavily.   
 
Junior had served 
in Patton’s army 
during World War 
II. His unit was in 
many major battles, 
including Anzio and 
t h e  i n v a s i o n  o f  
southern France. It 
was during the days 
of his military service 
that he started to 
drink, possibly to 
escape the horrors 
of war. He increased 
his drinking after the 
war (although at first 

never in mom’s presence) until he became alcoholic.   
 
We had some enjoyable times on Boulevard Street in Little Rock. I remember Ron 
and I would play in the creek across the street and catch tadpoles. I loved to catch 
tadpoles and frolic in the water. There was a park just a few blocks to the north of 

Top left: Nancy at the Golden Gate Bridge, San Francisco, Califor-
nia, in 1959. Top right: Nancy in the fourth grade, 1958. Above: 
Nancy (left) with her sister, Cathy, at the wedding of her cousin, 
Johnny Vaught, in 1964.    
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our house that was covered with large fragrant pine trees. At just three years old my 
world was limited to just a few blocks radius. I remember on cold days my mother 

bundling me up in a little red snow suit. One day I stepped 
on a piece of glass and nearly cut off my longest toe; I still 
have the scar to this day. My mother used a wringer washing 
machine and I remember the pain of putting my hand 
through the wringer. Fortunately, I was rescued right away.      
 
My older sister, Cathy, attended an elementary school 
on the hill across the creek. It was a wonder to me that 
she went so far away because my world did not expand 
too far east.   
 
Junior was a blacksmith by trade and was skilled in 

making leather goods. He could earn a good living, but was wasteful. Junior was a 
handsome man. He stood about 5’ 11,” well-built, with dark brown hair and brown 
eyes. He married mom on the 29th of May 1946. Mother was (and is) very attractive 
with shoulder length hair and radiant blue eyes.   
 
After my brother, Richard Thomas Sharp, was born on October 12, 1953, Cathy, Ron and 
I were taken to my grandparent’s goat farm. I was only four, but I remember our father 
visiting the hospital where Richard was born, while we were left in the car.     

Above left: Nancy and her brother, Richard, at her 
grandparent’s home in Little Rock, Arkansas, in 1962. 
Above right: Nancy with her friend Lucille and brother, 
Ron, at Disneyland; 1961. Left: Nancy, May Fete Duchess, 
about to leave for the eighth grade dance in 1962.   
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Richard was a joy. He had blue eyes and blonde hair and we all spoiled him as much as 
possible. Richard was mother’s last child and soon after Richard’s birth it became 
obvious to mom that she must leave our father. 

Mother boarded us on a passenger train for Houston, Texas, where her sister, Millie, 
lived with her son, Johnny. Mom had learned that Houston was a good place for 
employment. Our family moved in with Millie in her one bedroom apartment and we 
were all a little bit crowded. I remember Johnny putting us on his shoulders and going 
swimming. 
 
McGraw-Hill Publishing Company hired mother as a typist. She worked for McGraw-
Hill for nearly twenty-five years and retired as supervisor for Platt’s Oilgram.   
 
Mother went back to Junior and we moved into a small house on 7005 Keller Street in 
southeast Houston near the Gulf Gate Mall. On Keller Street small green lizards would 
crawl up the outside walls of the house. I began kindergarten at Southmayd Elementary.   
 
Mother and Junior broke up again and this time mother filed for divorce. We moved to 
a boardinghouse and then to a small older apartment near River Oaks and I went to 
River Oaks Elementary for the second grade. Later in life, I ended up going to Lamar 
High School with some of those kids. We moved again to an apartment on Underwood 
Street from 1958 to 1959.   
 
After the divorce, mom dated several men who liked her, but did not want the four 
kids that came along with her. Mom met Glen Nelson Martin, an accountant and a 
graduate of the University of Texas. He was six feet tall, had blue eyes, black hair 

 

Above left: Nancy with her aunt, Mildred Bowles, at the San Diego Zoo; and (above right) with 
her great-aunt, Jessie Bowles (1896-1990), and her husband, Joseph Sontgerathe, in California; 
1961.       
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and large features. He had been married previously, but was unable to have any child-
ren. He was excited with the thought of having an instant family. Mom and Glen were 
married on April 4, 1959, in Richmond, Texas. 
  

Glen was firm, but I think fairly good to us 
and he brought stability to our lives, not to 
mention discipline, which we all needed at 
that time. Cathy had a hard time getting along 
with Glen, but I loved him and he was the father 

figure I longed for at the time. We had some fun times in the family. We all 
attended First Methodist Church and we ate out at Felix Mexican Restaurant almost 
every week for a while. I liked those days. I still love Mexican food. I remember the 
barbecues we had with lots of meat and potatoes. We played badminton on our 
court on Swift Street and we had some really good times on Swift Street. We lived 
in a beautiful, big two-story house. I think we paid $20,000 for it. Twenty years later 
the house sold for about $400,000. Mom said that selling that house for $25,000 
was one of her big mistakes. 

Above: The actor, Burt Lancaster, chose Nancy from 
this photograph as one of the most beautiful girls at 
Lamar High School in 1966. Top left: Baby Nancy 
and mother in 1950. Left: Cheerleader Nancy 
leading a rally at a Lamar basketball game in 1968. 
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We all went as a family on two vacations from Texas to California in 1959 and 1961.  
On these trips we went to Disneyland and the National Parks. In many ways I am grateful 
to Glen.   
 
While attending the First Methodist 
Church, Glen and mom became 
friends with John and Alicia Tuttle.  
Eventually, Glen had an affair with 
Alicia and divorced mother. Alicia 
promised that she would have 
Glen’s children if he left Pat and 
married her (mother could not have 
any more children). Glen had become 
a CPA and was climbing up the 
corporate ladder. Apparently, Alicia 
thought she would have a more 
prosperous life if she left her husband 
for Glen. She was true to her word 
and had two daughters (Laura and 
Caroline) by Glen. Nevertheless, they 
eventually divorced and Glen married 
a nice lady that he met in China.  
 
To mother’s credit she never spoke 
evil of Glen and said that perhaps it 
was meant for him to have his own 
children. She would say, “Oh Glen 
had these precious little girls,” which 
at the time made me a little envious. 
 
Mother remarried in 1967 to Vester 
Crocker. Vester had five children from 
his first marriage. He has loved 
mother and they have had a good 
marriage for over thirty years. They 
were sealed in the Salt Lake City 
Temple on April 28, 1972.   
 

Conversion 
 
My sister, Cathy, joined The Church 
of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in 1968. Cathy had been investigating churches 
and would bring home books about different religions. One day she said to me, “The 
Mormon Church has it all.” I thought, “Odd; Cathy you have always been a little bit 
different.” 

Top: Nancy was voted the most popular girl at 
Lamar High School in 1968. Above: Nancy was on 
the editorial staff for the Lamar newspaper; 1967-
1968.
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My brother, Richard, joined the church next when he was only fourteen. My brother, 
Ronald, joined the church in December 1968, while stationed in Presidio, California, as 
a military policeman.   
 
In the fall of 1968 I was a freshman at 
the University of Arkansas in Fayetteville, 
Arkansas. My sister sent the missionaries 
to me in Arkansas. They would come to 
my dormitory and one of them would 
wear cowboy boots with his suit. He 
was from Montana and I had to get them 
out of the dormitory because it was 
embarrassing. So we would go to the 
fields and have a picnic and discuss the 
gospel. I started believing that what they 
were saying was true and I thought I 
would wait until after college to join. I 
remember they read me something from 
Alma, chapter 34, that said, “Do not 
procrastinate the day of your repentance 
until it is everlastingly too late.” I knew 
the decision had to be made and it has 
made all the difference.   
 
I remember when we moved to Keller 
Street that there was a church nearby. I  
 

believe it was a Meth-
odist Church. I was 
about six years old 
and I already had a 
special sensitivity 
and desire to know 

about God. I would walk past the church and sometimes went inside. I was always  

Above: Nancy was 
one of six cheerleaders 
for Lamar High School; 
1967-1968. Left to right 
girls: Nancy Martin, 
Susie Alexander, and 
B. Powell. Left to right 
boys: Tommy Holmes, 
Kelly Fallon, and Mich-
ael Biggs. 
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 looking for something, but I did not 
realize what I was looking for. I re-
member gazing up at the stars for 
long periods. While living at Little Rock 
one summer, I would lie on the hood of 
the car, look up at the sky and wonder 
what was beyond. I always wanted to 
understand the mysteries of life. 
 
While I was in the tenth grade at Lamar 
High School, we studied the poet 
Wordsworth’s Intimations of Immortality.  
It struck me as true and I memorized it 
because the words had a profound effect 
upon me. Wordsworth wrote, “Our birth is 
but a sleep and a forgetting. The soul 
that rises with us, our life star, hath had 
elsewhere its setting and cometh from 
afar. Not in complete forgetfulness and 
not in utter nakedness, but trailing clouds 
of glory do we come from God who is 
our home.” I believe that he is saying 
that our spirits lived with God before 
we were born and that we are spiritual 
beings having earthly experiences. This 
teaching is another proof among many 
that Joseph Smith was a chosen vessel 
to bring forth the gospel in the latter 
days. I believe this with all my soul.  
 

School 
 
My grades were poor in my early 
years of school, but I improved to the 
point where I had an A average in the 
sixth grade. I had a solid B average in 
middle and high school as well as in 
college.   
 
I was born to be a leader. In sixth grade, 
after receiving my immunizations for 
school, I felt that everyone else in the 
neighborhood should also get immunized.  
So I took out these big horse needles 
that I found in my father’s truck and 
had all the kids in the neighborhood  

Top: In her senior year, Nancy was voted Lady of 
Lamar. Here she is pictured with Kelly Fallon, 
voted the Gentleman of Lamar. Above: Nancy 
was a Princess in the Lamar Royalty in 1968.  
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Top right: Nancy in High School. Above: Nancy with her 
brothers and sister at Little Rock, Arkansas, in 1971. Left to 
right: Ron, Nancy, Richard and Cathy. This is one of Nancy’s 
favorite photographs.   

line up. Ron rubbed alcohol on their arms and I gave them the shot. I’m surprised that 
someone did not come down with something. Mom realized what had happened when a 
couple of the mothers called her. She thought, “Oh boy. It’s a good time to move!” She 
could not believe that the kids would let me give them a shot. I was a born salesman. 
 

From fourth grade all the 
way up to when I graduated 
from high school I was 
always selected or voted 
in as the captain of the team. 
In junior high school, I was 
elected to the Mayfete royalty 
and president of the girls’ 
choir; also at Lamar High 
School. I received numerous 
honors. I was Yearbook 
Beauty, Sophomore Lady, 
Lady of Lamar, Most Popular 
Girl, Mayfete Duchess and 
Princess, Homecoming Princess, 
Student Body Class Office, 
Cheerleader and lots of 

others. I even received a Letter for Table Tennis. The awards and honors never caused 
me to feel superior to anyone. I thought they were nice, but I was sometimes surprised. 
 

Two years after high school I entered the Miss America Contest. I was voted First 
Runner Up for Miss Houston in the Miss America Contest and won Second Runner Up 
in the Miss USA Houston Contest. I learned that titles mean very little; what is in a 
person’s heart and how they treat and love others is what really matters in this life.  
 

After a year at the University of Arkansas I came back to Houston and completed my 
Bachelor of Science degree in Business Distribution at the University of Houston.  
This was one of the best decisions of my life. 
 

I worked at several jobs during college. I modeled and sometimes made $100 a day.  
One job I interviewed for had 125 applicants, but I was chosen because they liked my 
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personality. I was a secretary for a time, 
but that was a mistake. I am not a secre-
tary. Mom had made me take shorthand 
and typing. She said, “You may need this 
to earn a living.” She was right, but I was a 
terrible secretary and I feel sorry for all the 
people that hired me.   

O n e  m a n  t h a t  I  
worked for was the 
president of two 
companies and I did 
the sales reports. The 
reports were never 
accurate. I said, “I 
am not the secretary 
type.  I need a secretary.” 
 
In 1975, after gradu-
ation, I began teaching Marketing and Dis-
tributive Education in high school. I  

Left: Nancy about 1973. Above: Nancy when 
she was about 23 years old. Lower right: 
Nancy as a model in 1971.     
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taught until 1979 and this was my true 
love as a profession.   
 

Marriage 
 

In 1970 I met Richard Lamb. I saw this                     

handsome man at church and I went 
up to my brother, Richard, who knew 
everyone, and asked who he was. He said, 
“That’s Richard Lamb, who teaches semi-
nary.” He introduced me to him, but a week later he went back to Utah for the summer. 
About a year later I saw him again at church.   
 
In 1975 we started dating. He wanted to marry me and I was seriously considering it.  
We went to a Chinese restaurant and after dinner we both got our fortune cookies. We  

Top left: Nancy, age 24 years; Nancy was the 
feature model for a city wide fitness club while 
she worked her way through college. The full 
page advertisements ran in the Houston Chron-
icle and Houston Post. She got a lot of attention 
when she was first runner-up in the Miss Houston 
pageant, where she was voted “best figure.” 
Top right: Nancy at the time of her marriage 
engagement in 1975. Above: Nancy in swimsuit 
and at her apartment, about 1973. Left: Nancy 
with her stepsister, Betty Crocker, in 1974. 
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both opened our cookies and I did not have a fortune in mine so I said that whatever his 
was went for both of us. His fortune read, “You and your spouse will be very happy.”  

We became engaged a 
short time after that. 
 
We were married in 
the Salt Lake Temple 
on December 22, 1975, 
and we spent our honey-
moon in Park City, Utah. 
I married the most tal-
ented and gentle man 
one could ever hope 
for. I was awed by 
Richard’s ability to 
teach the gospel doctrine 
class at church. He is 
handsome and good.  
He stands about 6’1,” 
dark hair, blue eyes 
and a slender build.  
My patriarchal blessing 
said that I would marry 
a man of high character 

and I have. From 1991 until 1997, Richard served as Bishop of the Hyde Park Third Ward. 
 

Physical Trials 
 

When my first child was five months old, I began to feel a tingling in my legs. I had 
experienced this five years previously, but I did not know what to think of it. The feeling 

 

Top: Nancy with her family in 1974. Left to right: Vester, Patricia, Ron, Nancy and Cathy.  
Above: Nancy at her wedding reception with her husband, Richard Lamb, and his parents 
Delbert and Alta Lamb in 1975; Nancy and Richard on their wedding day, December 22, 1975.    
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got worse and I went into the hospital for tests. The doctors informed me that I had 
multiple sclerosis. I wondered why we must endure certain things in our lives. Eventually 

the symptoms went away, but 
the attacks have come back 
many times with a lesser or 
greater degree of suffering. I 
give thanks to God though that 
he has allowed me to live a 
basically normal life. 
 
In 1988 I was selected Multiple 
Sclerosis Champion of the Year 
for Utah. The news release read: 
“NANCY LAMB: MS CHAMP-
ION OF THE YEAR” 
 
“In the heart of Cache Valley 
lies a peaceful log home, nestled 
by a small grove of quaking 
aspen, accessible only by a few 
unpaved roads, almost isolated 
from the rest of the world. To 
Richard and Nancy Lamb and 
family, this is home.” 
 
“But the quiet, serene atmosphere 
is simply a crafty disguise for 
the vibrant energy within the 
strong timber walls. The energy 
source is Nancy Lamb, homemaker, 
mother of three and business wo-
man. The number and scope of her 
responsibilities are typical of 
many of today’s multi-faceted 
women. However, Nancy has 
an added challenge. She covers 
all her bases while fighting a 
personal war against Multiple 
Sclerosis.” 
 
“At age 21, Nancy directed the 
Miss Houston beauty pageant 
whi l e  be i n g  i n v o l v e d  in  
school, business and modeling.  
At age 23 she was ‘on top of 
the world.’ With a degree in 

marketing, she was living an active life and heading for law school at the University of  

Top: Nancy and Richard Lamb with her family on the 
steps of the Salt Lake Temple. Left to right: Ron, Richard 
Lamb, Richard, Nancy, Pat (mother) and Cathy. Above: 
Nancy’s family at their home in Logan, Utah, in 1983.  
Left to right: Gregory, Nancy, Richard (holding Jonathan 
Martin, age six months) and Rachel Lamb. 
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Houston. Then in 1978, MS struck.” 
 

“‘I went to sleep…and woke up 
the next morning and was numb 

from the waist down. I said, ‘I’ve got to be 
dreaming. This can’t be happening!’ In the 
hospital I thought, ‘I don’t care about any 
money I’ve got…I would give it all up to be 
well again.’” 
 
“Nancy is currently working with the 
Republican Women promoting an essay 
contest on patriotism in the local high 
schools. She also manages Bear River Log 
Homes, a dealership she and her husband 
established six years ago. She was awarded 
the ‘Outstanding Salesperson’ award by Bear 
River Log Homes during the first two years 
in business. All of this plus full time wife to 
Richard, and mother to three children. She was 
selected as MS Mother of the Year in 1987.” 
 
“Nancy believes that keeping a good sense 
of humor is often helpful. And while she 
admits that MS is a horrible experience for 
anyone to endure, Nancy believes it has also 
produced personal qualities in her that 
otherwise might have remained dormant.   

Above: Nancy with her mother, Patricia Crock-
er, and daughter, Rachel Lamb; and her aunt, 
Mildred Bowles Brooks (top left), in 1985. Left: 
Nancy, her mom, and daughter, Rachel, in 1992. 
Lower left: Nancy's home in Cache Valley, Utah; 
1983.  
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She attributes empathy and compassion 
as products of her life with MS.” 
 
“Nancy has developed a strong work-
able philosophy toward life with Mult-
iple Sclerosis. To her, the disease is an 
adversary to work against, and she is 
determined to live life to the fullest. The 
Utah Chapter of the National Multiple 
Sclerosis Society is proud to honor her 
as Champion of the Year.” 
 

Inspirational Experiences 
 
In 1972 I got serious about graduating 
from the University of Houston and decided 
to move back home for a few months to 
save money. Two important events took 
place during that time. In the winter I 
caught the Hong Kong Flu and was in 
bed for two weeks. However, I had to 
get out of my sick bed to take a final 
exam. My brother, Ron, drove me to the 
campus, but I was so weak that Ron ask-
ed me, “Should I carry you?” I do not re-
member what he did, but I did get there. 
This was during the Winter Olympics. 
 
During spring of the same year, on a Tues-
day night, I had a remarkable dream. I 
dreamed that my spirit left my body 
and I tried to enter a particular place. 
The guard told me, “You cannot come 
through. It is not your time.” I felt a 
terrible remorse and wept because I had 
not completed my mission. Below me 
I could see the world continuing. People 
were continuing their work, but I was 
not there. The next morning I told my 
sister, Cathy, about the dream.   
 
Later that  same week I  drove to 

downtown Houston to work for Platt’s Oilgram, where my mother was the supervisor. 
It was a beautiful clear day. I parked my car and started to cross the street. An elderly 
man driving an old pickup truck came speeding down the street directly towards me. 
The truck was about to hit me when I looked up. I held up my right hand and said, 

Top: Nancy’s wilderness home in Hardware Es-
tates, Utah, in 1995. Middle: Nancy’s home 
in Logan, Utah; winter 1997. Above: Nancy and 
her daughter, Rachel, in 1994.   



Nancy Carol (Sharp) Martin Lamb 19

 

“Dear God, help me.” It happened in an instant. Miraculously the truck stopped 
immediately. The man behind me said, “What happened? What did you see?” A feeling 
came over me saying, “It’s not your time to go.” Every muscle in my body was sore.  

In 1993, when Rachel was in the ninth grade, we were driving home together on 50th 
East in Hyde Park. Bruce and Martha Sapperton’s home was under construction. In 
front of their home, behind 
a parked pickup truck, we 
saw two small dark haired 
children playing. The chil-
dren, a boy and a girl, darted 
towards the driver’s side 
of the truck. As we passed 
the truck, I slowed down 
to see the children, but 
suddenly they were gone.  
I turned to Rachel and ask-
ed her if she had seen the 
children. She had seen them 
also and that they had just 
disappeared. We talked 
about the incident and 
agreed that they were spiritual children. My grandfather, Thomas Bowles, had a gift of 
being able to see spirits from time to time. He once told me about spirit children he 

Above: Nancy’s family at home in 1994. Left to right: Rachel, Richard, Alexander, Gregory 
and Nancy Lamb. Below: Nancy at home in 1993.   
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 had seen. Now I under-
stood what he meant. 
 

Children 
 
Rachel Lamb was born on 
an overcast and unusually 
cold day on November 10, 
1977, at Park Plaza Hos-
pital in Houston, Texas.  
She loves cold weather 
and rain so this was a 
perfect day for Rachel to 
be born. 
 
She has always been a 
vigorous child. The first 
week we brought her home 
from the hospital she threw 
her hands into the air, made 
fists and let out sighs of 
anticipation. This spark of 
intensity has made Rachel 
the person she is today.  
Rachel was baptized into 
The Church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter-day Saints on 
November 30, 1985. 
 
During her childhood and 
school years she was a 
dedicated leader. She was 
in charge of school and 
church activities and parties 
and this service gave her a 
feeling of satisfaction and 
accomplishment. She was popular at her high school and participated in many interests.  
Rachel was a student body officer, junior prom princess, German club president and 
foreign language sterling scholar. She was also DECA fashion vice-president 
for three years, fashion show coordinator for two years, voted best-dressed student in 
her senior year and played on her high school tennis team.                                
  
She attended North Park Elementary, Cedar Ridge Middle School and graduated from 
Sky View High School in 1996. 
 
Rachel has traveled to Europe twice with her father. Each time she lived in Germany for 

Top left to right: Rachel, Gregory, Utah (a German exchange 
student), Alex, Richard and Nancy in 1995. Above left to right: 
Rachel, Alex holding their pet pug, and Nancy; summer 1997. 
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a month in an exchange program with other German families. These visits helped her 
to open her mind to different cultures and persons. She has a sincere love and appreciation 

for the German people. She is able 
to speak German conversationally.     
 
For the past three years she has 
been studying Fashion Merchan-
dising at Utah State University in 
Logan, Utah. She has maintained an 
A average in school and will be 
graduating in the spring of 1999.  
She has been motivated, completing 
the four-year degree plan in three 
years. After graduation Rachel plans 
to continue her education in grad-
uate school to accomplish her dream 
of becoming a professor.       
 
Rachel has always been active in church 
and graduated from church seminary.  
 

                                    

Rachel has a pet Chinese Pug dog that she enjoys. 
Franceca has been a good friend to Rachel especially when she had surgery on her ankle 
and during the usual trials of growing up. Rachel loves animals and nature and has a 
special feeling for the outdoors.   
 

Rachel said, “I am grateful for my family and for the love and support they have given 
me. I can’t imagine belonging to any other family in this life.” 
 

Rachel works hard, is kind-hearted and wants the best for everyone around her.   

Top left: Ronald, Nancy, Cathy and Richard in Rockdale, 
Texas, in 1995. Above: Nancy with her family in 2002.  
Middle left: Nancy with Cathy in 2001. Left: Nancy at the 
Texas Renaissance Festival in 2001.        
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Gregory Lamb was born in Salt Lake City, Utah, on September 25, 1979. He attended 
North Park Elementary, Cedar Ridge Middle School and Sky View High School, 

graduating in May 1998.   
 
When he was eight years old, my son, Greg, 
received his first go-cart. Ever since then 
Greg has loved anything with an engine. 
He has driven four wheelers, snowmobiles, 
dirt bikes and cars. Also, he has enjoyed 

snowboarding along with rock climbing. When he was in the ninth grade he took box-
ing and enjoyed skateboarding. 
 
As a young boy he enjoyed raising pigeons and pheasants. He would also catch frogs in 
Logan Canyon. When he was eight years old he caught a large snake and put him in a  
 

 

 

Top left: Nancy at the Texas Renaissance Fest-
ival; 2001. Top right: Nancy with her son, Alex, 
and niece, Rebecca Martin; 2002. Above: Nancy 
with her brother, Richard Martin in 2002. Left: 
Nancy at Pueblo near Colorado Springs, Col-
orado; 2002.     
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jar in his room. The snake es-
caped and we never found it. It 
concerned me that the snake 
might be a female, and then we 
would have lots of little snakes 
about the house.  
 
Once we were on a trip to Jackson 
Hole, Wyoming. The sign outside 
the hotel read, “Hunter’s Special.”  
Greg went inside to inquire about 
a room. The clerk asked, “Are 
you a hunter?” Greg replied, “Well, 
we’re hunting for a hotel room.”  
The clerk gave him the 20% 
discount given to the hunters. 
 
Gregory has a strong family re-
semblance to the Sharp-Massey 

side of the family. Especially when he was young, he looked like my brother Richard.    
 
Greg’s recent vocational training has been learning how to install house siding. He 
may start college next year. His ideal job would be to work in Alaska for the forest service. 

 

Top left: Nancy at Manitou Cliff 
Dwellings near Colorado Springs, 
Colorado; 2002. Above: Nancy 
with her brother Ron in Arches 
National Park; 2001. Left: Nancy 
with Ron in The Needles in Arches; 
2001; and with her brother, Richard 
(lower left) in Arches, Moab, Utah; 
2001.    
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Left to right from top: New born Rachel Lamb 
on November 10, 1977; Rachel at age four, age 
sixteen, age eight, and age seventeen. Gregory 
Lamb at age one, age four and Greg (right) exit-
ing the school bus after his first day of kinder-
garten. 

 

  

  

                                                                              

 
Greg was baptized on September 26, 1987. He was ordained a deacon in 1991, a teach-
er in 1993, and a priest in 1995. 
 
Greg is very independent and it seems to me that he would have done well in the age 
of frontiersmen. Nevertheless, this is his appointed season and the difficulties and 
blessings of modern life have challenged him and caused some disappointments. I 
am confident though that in the end he will be triumphant.            
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Left to right from top: Gregory at age eight; high school grad-
uation photograph; Gregory with his uncle, Ron Martin, in 1986. 
Middle left: Gregory with his new brother, Alex, and sister, 
Rachel, in 1985. Middle right: Greg and his girlfriend, Jocelyn 
Drake; 2005. Above: Gregory with high school girlfriend, Liz By-
bee, in 1998. Greg on October 24, 1999.     

 

 

                                           
My last child was Alexander 
Lamb who was born on March 
27, 1985, in Logan, Utah. I 
was advised by doctors not 
to have another child because 
of my MS, but I felt that 
God wanted me to raise another 
child. Alex has been a special 
addition to our family. He is 
wise beyond his years.  
  
Alex attended school at North 
Park and Greenville Elementary 
and Cedar Ridge Middle School.  
He is now in the eighth grade.  
He played baseball for a couple 
of years and enjoys snow 
mobiling. He needs only to  
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complete a couple of merit badges 
and his eagle project to become an 
Eagle Scout. He is taking guitar                                                                                                                

lesson this year.   

 
lessons this year. Alex endured teasing from his brother and sister only to prove to them 
that he has a Christ-like love and peace about him. Alex’s greatest gifts are his serene 
patience and his incredible wisdom. From a very young age one could see that he was a 
very mature spirit.     

Top left: Greg, held by his father 
Richard Lamb, and grandfather 
Delbert Lamb. Middle left: Alex, 
age four, is receiving his pre-school 
graduation certificate. Above: Alex, 
age six, with his pets. Top right: 
Greg and Alex; 2001. Middle right: 
Alex, Ron Martin, and Gregory, 
in 1990. Right: Alex at age nine.   

 



Nancy Carol (Sharp) Martin Lamb 27

 

Above left: Nancy with her family in 2001. Above right: Alex at age ten. Below left: Nancy in 
Bermuda. In the background is the Silver Whisper that she boarded from New York. Below 
right: Nancy with her brother, Richard, on a bicycle rickshaw in New York City; October 2003.  

Alex was baptized on May 1, 1993, and ordained 
a deacon in 1997. 
 
My profession continues to do well, but I have 
had my ups and downs. I am grateful to have had a 

strong supportive husband all these years. My MS is on hold and I feel quite well 
most of the time.  
 

Conclusion 
 

In June 2002 Nancy traveled to 
Europe for the first time. She stay-
ed in Germany for most of the 
trip and also visited Austria, 
Switzerland, France and England.  
Her husband, Richard, has made 
ten other trips to Germany and 

Austria (he served a mission to Austria in 1963-1965).     
 
Nancy went with her brother, Ron, and son, Alex, each year 
for three years to Yellowstone Park; they stayed at the Old 
Faithful Snow Lodge. Her other son, Greg, joined them the 
fourth year. They had fun seeing the buffalo and elk as they 

rode their snowmobiles throughout the park. There were so few people that it seemed 
as if they had the park to themselves.   
 
In October 2003, Nancy went with her brother, Richard, to New York City and the 
Island of Bermuda. In New York they stayed at a hotel off Broadway and ventured into 
many parts of the city, including Grand Central Station, Lower Manhattan, the former 
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site of the World Trade Center, St. Patrick’s Cathedral, the Cloister’s Museum, Met-
ropolitan Museum of Art, Rockefeller Center, and the Empire State Building. They 

rode in taxis, a limousine, a bus, the sub-
way, and even a bicycle rickshaw. Richard 
walked across the Brooklyn Bridge. On 
Broadway they saw Beauty and the Beast 
and spent hours enjoying the ambiance of 
the Broadway Theater District into the late 
evening.   
 
National Health Insurance Company spon-
sored the trip. The second leg of the trip 
was a one and a half day ocean voyage 

from New York to Bermuda. A powerful storm hit the ship on the 
second day at sea and the huge waves, which sometimes reached the 
top of the ship, made the vessel go crashing into the ocean. Nancy and 
Richard found it exciting and enjoyed watching the waves, but they 
were in the minority. Many, if not most, of the passengers became sea 
sick. It was their first experience 
with a storm at sea and they were 
glad that they had the physical 
constitution not to get sick. 

 
They toured Bermuda for two days and in that time 
saw about two-thirds of the main island. They saw 
the old historic area where the first English ship, 
The Venture, crashed in 1607, thus discovering the 
Island. There is a good possibility that one of their 
relatives was on board this ship. The sand is of a 

pinkish hue and there 
are many expensive resort 
hotels located along the 
beaches. Some of the least 
e x p e n s i v e  h o m e s  i n  
Bermuda are sold in the 
million-dollar range. 
 
The return trip to New 
York was peaceful and 
the sun was out, but they 
missed the waves. Upon 
entering the New York  
Harbor they had a fine 

view of the Statue of Liberty. The journey made them understand why some 
people love New York and that there is much to value. While there they remembered 
that their grandmother, Frances Massey, had journeyed to New York in 1918 with her 

 

 

This page clockwise from the top 
left: Nancy in Bermuda; on Broad-
way and at subway station in New 
York; at a fort in Bermuda; and in 
her cabin at sea. All photographs 
in October 2003.   
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Top left: Nancy on board the Silver Whisper entering the New York harbor; October 2003. Top 
middle: Nancy at The Cloister’s, a monastery moved from France to New York. Top right: 
Manhattan from the Brooklyn Bridge. Above left to right: Richard Lamb, Michael Martin, 
Nancy Lamb, Rebecca Martin, Richard Martin, Alex Lamb and Rachel Lamb in 2001 at Nancy’s 
home in Hyde Park, Utah. Michael and Rebecca are the two youngest children of Richard 
Martin.     

mother and uncle. She saw many of the 
same sights that they did and attended two 
plays on Broadway.   

 
Update: Rachel Lamb graduated from Utah State University in Fashion Merchandising/ 
Marketing and taught school in the Salt Lake, Austin, and Park City School Districts. 
She taught Fashion and Sports Marketing as well as E-Commerce. She married Mike 
Yanez and they have a son, Ethan Richard Lamb-Yanez, who was born on July 26,  
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2004. They lived in Midway, Utah, before moving to Las Vegas, Nevada, in 2006, 
where Rachel is now (2008) in the middle of completing her MBA degree.      
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Greg Lamb has acquired a siding con-
tractor’s license and operates his own 
business. He specializes in restoring 
houses. Greg has a son, Ashton Pet-
erson-Lamb, who was born on May 
11, 2004. He has been living in Salt 
Lake City and Logan for the past num-
ber of years.  
 
Alex Lamb graduated from Skyview High School and attended Utah State University 
before leaving for the Philippines. Before graduating he earned his Eagle Scout Award.  
He traveled to Europe as an exchange student in June 2002 and stayed in hostels and 
hotels in London, Paris, Austria, Switzerland and Bavaria, Germany. The rest of the 
time he stayed in Neckarsulm, Germany. In 2004, Alex was called to serve as a full 

This page: Grandsons of Nancy Martin Lamb. 
Ethan Richard Lamb-Yanez (above-born July 26, 
2004), son of Rachel Lamb, and Ashton Peterson-
Lamb (left-born May 11, 2004), son of Gregory 
Lamb. Left: Ron, Nancy and Richard; 2001. Lower 
right: Nancy, Rachel and Mother in Jackson Hole 
Wyoming, 1994. 
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time missionary in the Philippine Quezon City Mission. He learned to speak their 
native language of Tagalog and baptized many people during his two-year mission. 

He returned home in 2006 and continued his 
studies at Utah State University. He has become 
an outstanding individual with an interesting and 
pleasant personality. Recently, he began a program 
in which he runs for three miles every day.            
     
Richard Lamb has worked eleven exchanges with 

Top left: Nancy, Richard and friend, Pam Mauroner, in 
1975. Top right: Nancy at her wedding reception in Houston, 
1976. Above left to right: Michael, Richard, Sarah, Mother; 
and Nancy at childhood home on 2315 Swift in Houston; 
1993. Middle right, left to right: Uncle Buddy, Nancy, Ron, 
Aunt Millie, Richard, Mother, and Aunt Nancy; 1997. Low-
er right: Nancy at her home in Logan, Utah; 1986.   
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a school in Neckarsulm, Germany. Before he retired last year he had been honored as 
outstanding teacher of the year and was president of the Cash County Education Association.   

He just acquired his general contractor’s 
license and has built some log homes. 
 

Nancy’s had 
another major 
relapse with 
MS in 2004.  
It  is one of 
the worst that 
she has ever 
suffered. In 
spite of this 
she has con-
t i n u e d  h e r  
business and 
with addition-
al  t ime has 
thought more 
t h a n  e v e r  

about the important things of life such as her family and the gospel. She loves study-
ing and learning new truths. Nancy, in her good hearted and cheerful way, encourages 
others and remains optimistic about her future.      

Top left: Nancy with her mother; 1967. 
Above: Nancy and Richard with their new-
born baby, Rachel Lamb, 1980. Left and 
below: Alexander Grant Lamb at the home 
of his uncle, Richard Martin, on March 15, 
2008. Alex completed his mission to the 
Philippines in 2006 and is now studying 
business at Utah State University in Logan.  
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This page: Greg loved his two dogs, Sadie, whom he 
called “Baby Girl” (Pit Bull), and Matisse. “They were 
like his other kids. Both dogs are unbelievably gentle 
with kids and love Ashton (his son) so much.”                  

It is difficult to report, but last year my dear sister suffered the tragic loss of her oldest 
son on August 12, 2008. Gregory Martin Lamb was killed by police and it shouldn’t 
have happened. 
 
Greg had become an alcoholic. He 
was living in Salt Lake City, but 
he could no longer hold down a 
job so his family invited him to 
come back home to live with them. 
He knew he had a drinking prob-
lem and was attending Alcoholics 
Anonymous meetings.  
 
He got drunk in the afternoon and 
had a gun. His father, fearing that 
he would harm himself, asked Greg 
to give him the weapon. Instead 
he shot the gun three times in the 
air. At that moment a police-
man had driven up to the house, 
having been called by a well-mean-

ing person, and heard the shots. 
He called for backup and soon many 
local policemen and swat teams 
were on the scene. They soon mis-
judged the seriousness of the sit-
uation and began to overreact. 
The entire time his mother was in 
the house while he was in the base-
ment. Greg did not want to go to 
jail so he decided to run from the 
house; when he did the police shot 
him.  
 
The details of this account are 
much worse. If the police had 
shown restraint this would not 
have happened. A young man who had committed no crime was killed while running 
from his own house.  
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This page: Greg with his son, Ashton 
Peterson-Lamb, who was born on May 
11, 2004. 

The entire family suffered much grief. Many friends and family showed much com-
passion, but nothing could make up for their great loss. He was buried near many of 
his relatives in Hyde Park Cemetery. A graveside service was held to honor him and 
was well-attended.   

Most people who knew Greg were unaware that 
he liked to write poetry. On the back of his gravestone is a brass plaque inscribed with 
one of his many poems, which is entitled Freedom. It reads: “Freedom, the blood, the 
tears, the delight / What our ancestors fought for, day and night / The world they’ve 
given to me I know / Keep it all in my thought; it’s the best way to show / Take life,  
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Above: Greg happily coming out of an 
underground mine. Left: His gravestone 
in Hyde Park Cemetery.     

minus all our rights / Would you stand, give all and fight? / If not for the future, do it 
for the past / Take life a day at a time, it is gone so fast. / Freedom to me is the lakes 
and mountains I love to see / Take 
that away, there is no freedom for 
me. / Many don’t realize what they’ve 
got / They just see what is there 
but not what is not. / Remember 
always that’s all I can say / The free-
dom you have every single day.”  
 
Recently, a book of his poems 
was published entitled, Hope: Poems 
and Messages from a Life of Choice, 
by Gregory Martin Lamb, Compiled 
by Rachel A. Lamb Yanez, MBA. 
Photographs taken by his father 

and brother are also included within 
the text. Here are three of my favorite 
poems; the first is entitled, I Wish a 
Wish I Hope Comes True: “I wish I 
could find this funny, but I don’t. / I 
wish they would just let me go home, 
but they won’t. / I wish my family did 
not worry about their boy. / I wish my 
heart was filled with this holiday joy. / 
I wish God would come hold my hand. / I 
wish I was at the ocean with my girl on 
the sand. / I wish I knew the future, 
which is out there for me. / I wish I 
could stay sober and set my soul free. / 
I wish I could go on a drive with my 
brother. / I wish I was sitting in church 
with my family and mother. / I wish I 
was sitting by a river, petting my dog. / 
I wish I was going on a hike, even if 
there was fog. / I wish the snow outside 

was hitting me in the face. / I wish this life wasn’t a big rat race. / I wish I was rich, but 
I’d rather be free. / I wish I wasn’t trapped, so I could just flee. / I wish the moon 
sparkled off my eyes. / I wish I did not steal and tell so many lies. / I wish I could find 
this funny, but I don’t. / I wish they would just let me go home, but they won’t.”   
 
The second poem is entitled, The Whiskey Bottle: “It goes gult gult / And then swoosh /  
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Top left: Back side of Greg’s monument with his son’s handprint and brass plaque with his 
poem entitled, Freedom; 2009. Top right: Book of Greg’s poems published after his death 
entitled: Hope / Poems and Messages from / A Life of Choice. Above left: Greg’s son, Ashton 
Peterson-Lamb, with his mother, Amanda Peterson. Above middle: Aston, with his first-cousin, 
Ethan Richard Lamb-Yanez, son of Rachel Lamb; 2008. Above right: Alexander Lamb; 2009.  

As I pour me another shot. / The whiskey splooshes / and dooshes / As I pour me anoth-
er shot. / As I throw my empty bottle, it goes koosh / And then kroosh / Shhh, I open 
another bottle / As I pour me another shot.”  
 

The third poem is entitl-
ed, Death: “People kill things 
everyday / From love to idle 
time. / And some things die 
anyway / From lives to idle 
minds. / It couldn’t really 
hurt to die / No more than 
it hurts to live. / The people 
left always cry / When there’s 
nothing left to give. / Death 
is just the final sleep / As 
dust to dirt we go. / In little 
piles of dirt we sweep / And 

winds outside still blow. / And the wind kills time itself / 
It eats away this earth. / And everything once known as 
wealth / The wind will turn to dirt. / To know death is to 
know the wind / That whispers through the trees. / And 
death is just another friend / Blowing on the breeze.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Greg loved his mother and was heard to remark, “I’m a momma’s boy and I’m proud 
of it.”  He is deeply missed.  
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This page: Wedding day at the Logan Temple for Alex-
ander and Jacki Thompson Lamb on April 13, 2013. 
Pictured are Alex’s father, Richard Lamb, his sister, 
Rachel Lamb-Yanez, and nephews, Ethan Lamb-Yanez 
(left) and Aston Peterson-Lamb (right). Alex and Jacki 
had previously been dating for over six years.   

Jacquelyn “Jacki” Ann Thompson Lamb wrote this account on November 14, 2013. She 
was born on March 11, 1988, in Brigham City, Utah, the daughter of Donald C. Thomp-

son and Marcia A. Allen. She 
has one sister, Andrea Thomp-
son, and two brothers, Paden 
Thompson and Casen Thompson.   
  

“I met Alexander Lamb in chemistry class at Utah State University in August 2006. I 
walked into the class determined to sit by a cute boy and found this perfect seat 
between two cute boys. One was interested in me right off, but I found the other boy 
more interesting.  I started talking to that interesting boy, Alex, but he was quiet; it 
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Top left: Alex with his nephews, Aston (left) and Ethan (right). 
Top right: Richard and Rachel. Above: The newlyweds by a 
water fountain at the Logan Temple on April 13, 2013. Below: 
Asher Gregory Lamb, born February 20, 2014.    

was probably November before he really started talking to me. He finally asked for 
my phone number during the last week of the semester.”   

  

“Nothing really happen-
ed for about a year and 
then we had another class 
together. He starting talk-
ing more often and then 
he asked me to go to a 
breakfast with him. I 
thought it was a date, but he didn’t. After that we went on some dates that summer. I 

definitely liked him at this point, but he was uncommitted. So, 
since we weren’t dating exclusively, I went on a date with someone 
else. We went bowling and Alex showed up at the lanes with a 
friend. He seemed upset that I was seeing someone else. So after 
that we started dating steadily from August 2008 to October 2009.”   
  
“On October 9, 2009, I went on my mission to the Belgium Brus-
sels Netherlands Mission, which was joined to the France Paris 
Mission in March 2010. I served in St. Quentin, France; Liege, 
Belgium; Brussels, Belgium; Paris, France; Melun, France; and 
returned to Brussels, Belgium, where I concluded my service.”   

  
“I returned home to Logan, Utah, on April 26, 2011, and Alex met me at my house as 
soon as I was released. He looked better than ever to me. Then we picked up our dating 
again and he proposed to me on December 25, 2012. We were married on April 13, 
2013, in the Logan Temple. Life couldn’t be better.” 
 
(A couple of months after completing the above update, Alex and Jacki had their first child: 
Asher Gregory Lamb. A “perfect baby boy,” he was born on February 20, 2014, in Logan, Utah.)  
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A few days after Nancy died, these photographs were found, which were taken by her aunt, Mildred 
Bowles Brooks. Top left, left to right: Ron, Nancy, Cathy, and Vester. Top middle: Gregory Lamb. Right: 
Nancy and Gregory in Rockdale, Texas. Above left: Gregory with his great-grandfather, Thomas Bowles.    

Addendum 
 

Today is April 16, 2014. I’m on an airplane flying from Atlanta to Salt Lake City. 
Yesterday I received word from my niece, Rachel Lamb, that her mother had been 
taken to the hospital in serious condition. 
Everyone was surprised. Although Nancy 
had been incapacitated for a long time, she 
was so cheerful and optimistic that it seem-
ed that she was in better health than she 
really was. To her credit, she never com-
plained and only got sad about her health 
when asked about it.  
 

Nancy has always been so much fun to talk 
to. We could talk for hours if circumstances 

allowed; for example, we talked from morning until evening when we made two trips 
from Utah to Texas in 2002 and 2006. An interesting thing about conversation is how 
easy it is to talk to some people and how difficult it is to talk to others. You would like it 
to be different, but for some reason the words just flow more easily with some people. 
Perhaps part of the reason is that you feel safe and at ease. When the phone would ring 
and I would see Bear River Log Homes on the caller ID I would be glad. We would 
begin talking and what was meant to be a brief message would turn into an hour long 
conversation, and sometimes even then we would have to make ourselves stop talking. 
Some of our favorite subjects were our families and growing up together, moreover, we 
both loved the gospel and that was the center of all of our conversations. In 1968, when 
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we were young, Nancy and I converted to the church. It changed everything in our lives 
including our whole world view. The meaning of everything is encompassed in its teach-
ings and we embraced it with all of our hearts. Therefore, we talked about how things 
related to the gospel and we delighted in sharing some new insight that we had learned.  
 
I’ve just gotten off the plane and after turning on my phone found out that Nancy 
passed away at 2:30 this morning. I had prayed to Heavenly Father that he would take 
her quickly and not have her suffer anymore. Two years ago Nancy had gotten very low 
physically and it appeared for a time that she may die, but when I visited her I received 
a distinct impression that she would live for two more years. I told her this, but never said 
it again. The impression was real and certain, but being human we want to have our loved 
ones with us as long as possible, so I hoped I was wrong.   
 
Nancy was unique; she was exceptional. She had confidence and a cheerful outlook. She 
made people happy. Her cheery disposition was a bright light to many of her friends. 
She desired to do well and would have done even more for others if she had not been 
physically weakened for so many years.    
 
One of my favorite memories, as related earlier in this history, comes from when we 
took a cruise from New York City to Bermuda in October 2003. During the journey a 
storm erupted and caused the waves of the ocean to splash against the ship. In fact the 
captain said that they were the largest waves the ship had ever encountered, hitting the 
very top of the vessel. The ship went up and down and most of the passengers got 
sick. On the other hand, Nancy and I weren’t ill at all; we loved it. We sat with a handful 
of passengers and watched the huge waves burst over the boat. For us it was exciting 
and we discovered that we had “sea legs.” I remember being pulled from one side of 
the hall to the other and feeling the splash the boat made as it lifted up and then slam-
med back into the water. The ocean was calm as we journeyed back from Bermuda, but 
we found that we missed the excitement.  
 
Other wonderful qualities that Nancy possessed were patience and optimism. It goes 
without saying that she suffered more physically than most people do in their lifetimes. 
In spite of that she was a successful business person, being one of the top salespersons 
in the log home business for many years. Not being able to walk well, she told me that 
she found she could do most of her business over the telephone. Rachel said that her 
mother was always optimistic about her business, believing that if sales got slow they 
would pick up later, which they usually did.  
 
Rachel, Alex, and Richard already miss her. Rachel talked to her mother for about an 
hour every day. She talked with her about everything and Nancy was a source of 
strength to her.    
 
My wonderful sister was a blessing to my life. I will miss her, but the separation will 
only be for a short time. I will miss not being able to share with her some new insight 
or discovery. How amazing it must be for her in that eternal world; the power of 
movement and energy that she now possesses must be glorious. I rejoice that she en-
dured well to the end and made everyone else’s journey easier.  
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