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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF EMMA ALVENA KUNZLER CARTER
1900–1984
I, Emma Alvena Kunzler Carter, was born of goodly parents on July
8, 1900, in Rosette, Box Elder County, Utah, in a red brick house my Father
had built in 1886. I lived in that house until I was married. I was the 11th
child and the 6th daughter in the family. One more sister, Julia, was born
two years later making a total of twelve children. Our lives were ideal. We
enjoyed togetherness and love.
Sarah Raleigh was the midwife when I was born. Louise, my oldest
sister, assisted her. Everything went well, but when the afterbirth wouldn’t
pass Sarah sent Louise to ask her mother Lucinda Campbell what to do.
Lucinda had been the midwife in the valley. Lucinda told her to get some
gunpowder for Mother to hold in her hand and rub back and forth. (Editor’s
note: Gunpowder contains nitrates which may cause the uterus to contract,
Emma Alvena
thus helping to expel the afterbirth (placenta). Nitrates can be absorbed
through the skin.) We had no doctors. We depended on the Lord and the Priesthood. Mother never had
a doctor for any of her pregnancies or conﬁnements and was never in the hospital during her 84 years.
I was blessed in August, 1900, by my Father, Jacob Kunzler. I was named Emma Alvena for a
school teacher who taught in Rosette. I was baptized July 4, 1908, by Father in a ditch of water which
came from the canyons for irrigation. The water was so cold. Mother was there with a towel to wrap
around me and we ran for the house. It was a special day. Julia and Tina and my brothers and some of
my friends were there.
As a little girl when my brother Charlie took my brothers and sisters to school I often went
along. One bitterly cold morning I did not keep under the covers. My hands were almost frozen. My
dear mother put them in cold water and I was warmed by the big stove. Charlie made me promise if I
went again I would keep the quilts over me.
I started school when I was seven years old in the red brick schoolhouse in Rosette. I had many
girlfriends, boyfriends, brothers and sisters who attended school with me. We played kick-the-can; run,
sheepy, run; tippy; hide-and-seek; hopscotch; jump the rope; and marbles. I loved ball games. I could
bat like the boys and hit the ball way out into the ﬁeld and make a home run. I could run like a deer
and none of the girls could beat me. Some of the girls could hardly hit the ball. If they did hit the ball
they were so slow they could hardly get to ﬁrst base. I use to get out of patience with them because the
boys always beat us, but the girls didn’t seem to care at all. It really didn’t matter who won. It was just
good, clean fun.
Father bought a beautiful organ and had it shipped to Kelton by train. He brought it to Rosette
with his team and wagon. For my music lesson I had to go three miles on a horse. After the lesson, my
teacher often had a nice oatmeal cookie or some candy for me.
Many of the school teachers stayed at our home. Julia and I helped Mother cook for them. As
immigrants from Switzerland, in the early years of their marriage my parents spoke German in our
home. In school my sisters and brothers spoke so little English they were teased and called “Dutchmen.”
Later Father and Mother seldom used German with us younger children. I was sorry I did not learn to
speak the language.
We always went to church as a family. My Father and Mother loved and lived their religion.
They taught all their children to pray and serve the Lord. We had family prayer night and morning.
It was never interrupted, no matter who came to stay at our home. No card games were allowed. We
were taught in our childhood to keep the Sabbath day holy because it was the Lord’s day.
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Julia and I had a buckskin horse who was too old and lazy for the boys. We rode him to school
and to the pasture for the cows two miles away. Sometimes the cows were in the willows and we had a
hard time ﬁnding them. We had to keep the calves away from the cows while our brothers milked. We
got a big stick. When a calf came to get the milk we would hit it on the legs until the cow was milked.
Then we would let the calf ﬁnish getting the milk that was left. Our teasing brothers squirted milk at
us as they milked the cows. We also had to feed the chickens, gather the eggs, help Father weed the
garden and help do the dishes. We cleaned the boys’ room in the bunk house, swept the ﬂoor, dusted,
and made the beds. The boys brought their dirty clothes up to the house to be washed.
Julia and I had a playhouse in the old smoke house. Sometimes my two brothers Arnold and
Harold played with us. Sometimes when we were really having fun, Mother would call us to get some
water or wood. Oh, how we hated to stop playing long enough to get wood or do other work. We had
a big swing in the old crab apple tree.
When I was 10 years old I rode the derrick horse to put the hay up on the stack. For riding the
derrick horse, Father gave me a little signet ring with my initials “E.K.” on it and a ruby ring which
was my birthstone for July. When I got older they paid me 25 cents a day. I earned $170. I saved that
money and it helped pay the hospital bill when our ﬁrst baby boy was born.
Harold, Julia and I churned cream into butter in a big yellow churn. We took turns – 100 turns
each. We had fun laughing, singing and hollering – anything to make a noise. Once we tipped the
churn over and we had cream everywhere. Mother said, “Oh, my! It is your mess. Now clean it up.”
We would do our best, but Mother always had to do it over. Mother was so patient with us. I never
remember her saying cross words to us when we did something wrong or when we were careless.
My sister, Louise, was president of Mutual which was held every Sunday night. Before we
reached the Mutual age of 12, Harold, Julia and I went to Louise’s place to tend her children, because
Evelyn, her oldest daughter did not like to be left alone. Edna, Philip and Jay did not make any fuss.
I guess we made lots of messes as we usually made candy or popped corn. We read stories and had a
good time. We would always go to sleep waiting for them to come home – half of us on the ﬂoor and
the other half on a cot. Our big brothers and Tina would take us home after Mutual.
When I was about 12, I had to get up at 5:00 a.m. on Monday to help do the washing. Father
helped with the heavy lifting. Before I left for school the clothes lines were all ﬁlled with sweet smelling
clothes from home-made soap. On Tuesday we ironed. We made a hot ﬁre and had six big old irons
on the stove. We ironed our dresses, petticoats and pants and
lots of shirts for the boys. Everything had to be ironed.
When I was 14, I could bake bread, make cookies,
pies, cakes and cream puffs as well as Mother did. Those are
the things that won my good husband. When Tina married
I became Mother’s right hand helper – scrubbing, washing
windows, cleaning, blacking stoves and all that goes with it. I
helped bottle fruit and vegetables and did more cooking. We
always had men to cook for, lots of hay men and threshers. I
can remember feeding 20 men at a time in the summer. We
would get up at 4:00 a.m. to start frying ham and eggs and
beef steaks for the men. Father had worked in the mines in
Nevada before coming to Rosette and knew hard work. He
said, “Give the men beef steaks. They need energy to be able
to work hard.”
The job I disliked most was keeping the kerosene
lamps ﬁlled and the chimneys cleaned so they were ready to
Sisters - Mary, Emma & Julia
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use at night. We would light them early in the evening. We had a lamp in each room. We did not have
electricity.
While Henry and Willie helped Father in the ﬁelds, Charlie was Mother’s helper doing the
spring and fall housecleaning. He took out the rugs and dragged them over the meadows to get them
nice and clean. We scrubbed the ﬂoors and Charlie put fresh, clean straw under the rugs, stretched
them, and tacked them down again. He took the mattresses out and ﬁlled them with clean straw. They
smelled so good after the cleaning was done. Later we had lots of geese and we made feather pillows
and mattresses. They were big and ﬂuffy and fun to sleep on.
The older married sisters and brothers and their families all came home to Sunday dinner. Julia
and I delighted in tending the babies and got out of doing dishes. When we were older we would have
our beaus come and we would have fun with all the family.
The ﬁrst time I remember seeing Laurence was when
he came to Rosette to go over to see his friend Dick Callahan. I
can still see a certain boy go by our house nearly every Sunday
riding a little pony and going fast as the wind. Little did I know
he would be my “one and only” some day. Then Laurence and
Fed James started coming to Rosette in a big sleigh pulled by a
team of horses with fancy sleigh bells. They took us all sleigh
riding over to Park Valley. I can still remember Laurence singing all the way over and back. Those were happy days.
We had wonderful dances in the hall above the Morris
store in Rosette. At one of those dances Laurence asked me to
go home with him. I would rather have gone home with some
of the boys in Rosette whom I knew better. He asked me for a
date on Sunday. I said, “Oh, kid. I might not be home. I may
be going to Tina’s.”
Later, some of the girls came over to my house. When I
saw how interested they were in Laurence, I changed my mind.
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I decided he was extra special and he was so thoughtful of me.
He did not smoke or drink as some of the other boys did. We starting going together and our love grew
stronger. When my brother-in-law Roy Pugsley found out I was going with Laurence he was pleased.
That made me happy.
On September 15, 1918, Laurence came over in his Father’s Buick and took me for a ride. It
was dark when we drove to Park Valley and into his Father’s garage. We talked and he slipped the ring
on my ﬁnger. I could hardly wait to get into the light to see it. He did not tell me it was a diamond,
but he said, “If you want it, you may keep it; if not, you may give it back.” I was surprised, but happy.
When he took me home and I could see it in the light, I
was so thrilled I could not go to sleep. When I showed
Julia the ring she said, “Oh, you’re not going to keep it are
you? That means you’ll leave us and go live with him!”
The next morning I showed the ring to Mother. She
said, “Oh, it is beautiful! He’s a very good boy.” Mother
seemed pleased. She always admired Laurence. During
the summer we spent time together as often as he came
home from camp.
In the Fall of 1918 I went to Salt Lake to attend
Kiester’s Dressmaking School and to take music lessons.
Dress Emma made at Dressmaking School
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I stayed with my sister Mary and her husband at their home on 1st
West and 6th South. They took me to Saltair. It was the highlight
of my stay in Salt Lake City. At Kiester’s school I learned how to
cut a pattern for myself. We used the same pattern for every dress,
but varied it according to the style. That skill came in handy when
I was making dresses for my four little girls. At the school I made
many lovely dresses for myself and later made my own wedding
dress.
Early in 1919 Laurence wrote and told me he had been called
to serve in the Southern States Mission. He came to Salt Lake with
his Father to see me. The night before he was to leave we sat up
practically all night talking and visiting. I hated to see him go. He
gave me a little green wicker sewing basket ﬁlled with candy. I
still have the basket in 1940.
Mary went with me to see Laurence off on the train. He gave
me a good-bye kiss. He said he hoped I would wait for him. I made
Dress Emma made at school
him a lunch of sandwiches, olives, pickles, pineapple, chocolate
cake and cookies. His thank-you letter said the cookies lasted until he reached the mission ﬁeld. For
the next two years we kept our love alive by letters.
I stayed at the dressmaking school until May, 1919. I returned to Rosette and helped Mother
cook and worked on my hope chest. It was full when my sweetheart came home. Mother helped me
make six lovely quilts. My sister-in-law Annie came to our house and helped me make a set of quilt
blocks I cherished. I sewed for my sister Louise and her children and made dresses for my Mother.
Laurence came home from his mission on March 17, 1921, and spoke at the Relief Society
birthday celebration. I was waiting and anxious to see him. I went to the party with my brother Henry
and his wife Edna. I dressed my best in a long, blue dress with white dots - the latest fashion. I had
made it in Salt Lake. I had on the black plush coat and a
big fur hat that my sister Mary helped me choose in Salt
Lake. We arrived late. Laurence was up in front giving his
talk. After, he came over to me and said, “How’s my little
girl?” Those sweet words made me feel happy, but we
felt a bit awkward and did not quite know how to act with
each other. Sunday afternoon Laurence came to visit me.
He said, “You are still the same sweet girl I left behind.
I’m happy you’re still waiting for me.” We had a lovely
summer together with our friends. We were excited as we
planned our wedding.
Grandpa John hired a carpenter to ﬁx up the little
red house (three rooms) on the upper string. He added
two porches, one in front and one off the kitchen. In the
bedroom he built a clothes closet, a big linen closet with
storage drawers and a quilt closet above. It was so handy
for all the blankets we got as wedding gifts and for the
quilts Mother helped me make. It was fun planning for
our own little home.
On November 1, 1921, we were to go to the Salt
Lake Temple to be sealed for time and all eternity on
Laurence and Emma’s Wedding Day
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November 3. I was up at 4 a.m. to get ready to leave at 5 a.m., but
Laurence did not come. He arrived about 10 a.m. His brothers had
played a mean trick on him and that caused the delay.
We left for Brigham City with Vera, Laurence’s sister as our
chaperone, obtained our marriage license the next day. The following
morning we got up at 5 a.m. and went to the Salt Lake Temple alone.
My Father’s sister Aunt Babetta met us at the Temple, helped me
dress and sat beside me. At 2 p.m. we were married by President
George F. Richards in a beautiful ceremony. Aunt Babetta took us to
her dear daughter Bertha Tingey’s for a delicious dinner. She gave
us six silver teaspoons as a wedding gift. After dinner we stayed
with Roy Pugsley’s brother Duke and his wife Max. She had baby
rattles, bells, tin plates and all sorts of musical chimes tied onto the
springs of the bed. Every time we moved it made a noise.
Early the next day we went to Ogden to buy furniture. We
bought a kitchen table and chairs, a dining room table and six chairs,
a buffet to match, a rocker, a couch to open for a bed, a bed with springs and mattress, and a dresser.
I paid for the couch with part of the money I earned riding the derrick horse. We shipped the furniture
to Park Valley via Kelton.
We stayed with Laurence’s parents while we worked on the little house which was to be our
home for the next 15 years. Grandpa Carter bought us a big black range and a nice medicine cabinet.
The long, built-in cupboards in the kitchen gave plenty of room for all the wonderful kettles, pots and
pans we received as wedding gifts. We were given enough dishes to ﬁll the buffet. Our little house
was ﬁxed to perfection. All the lovely things from my hope chest made it even more wonderful. We
were grateful to Grandpa and Grandma Carter for all they did for us.
After Christmas, Laurence went to the sheep camp to earn money for our baby who was on
the way. We planned to spend the winter in the sheep camp for a lovely honeymoon. Laurence shot
cottontails which he cooked for delicious dinners and we had lamb and sourdough biscuits also made
by my love. He did all the cooking while I sewed baby clothes.
A “ﬂu” epidemic arrived in the Valley in February and Grandpa John insisted I go home. I was
upset when we were having such fun being together. I stayed with Mother until Laurence returned.
We were happy to go to our dear little home. It was surrounded by large poplar trees. In time we
planted lilac bushes, roses, poppies and all kinds of ﬂowers. We both loved ﬂowers and gardening.
We were blessed with six wonderful children. Our ﬁrst son Grant Lael Carter was born August
6, 1922, in the L. D. S. Hospital in Salt Lake City. Our second son Kay Lester was born thirteen months
later on September 12, 1923, in Park Valley
in the same house where Laurence was
born.
In early married life I was often
alone when Laurence was away helping
his Father at the sheep camp or taking
supplies to them. Each night I would have
to leave the children alone while I went to
do chores. It was too cold to take them
with me. Lael was a little over two and
Kay was just over one and I was pregnant
with Betty Jo. I was almost too busy to be
Lael, Marvell, Betty Jo and Kay
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lonesome, but how happy we were when our Daddy came home. It
was heaven.
Our ﬁrst daughter Betty Jo was born in Perry, Utah, on December
8, 1924, at a midwife’s home on a bitter cold night before the doctor
could arrive. Marvell was born at a midwife’s home in Brigham City
on May 3, 1926. Luana was born in Brigham City at a midwife’s home
on January 30, 1929. Emma Louise was born at the Dee Hospital in
Ogden on April 23, 1933.
I took my children to Sunday School and Sacrament Meeting
every Sunday. Laurence was in the bishopric so we all sat on the front
bench. They sat like little angels. They knew if they did not, Mama
would leave them in the car.
In 1927 Laurence started a little store in the southwest corner of
our yard. When he was gone I had to take care of the store, milk the
cows, feed chickens and lambs, chase to the top of the ﬁeld for sheep,
and care for my babies. My dear hubby had double duty, too, traveling to town for supplies, stocking the store, helping Grandpa with the
Emma with daughters
sheep, taking care of the family, and trying to please the people in the
Emma Louise and Luana
valley. We surely kept busy. Soon we were raising turkeys, chickens,
milking cows, and raising pet lambs with the help of our children.
In 1933 we rented the Park Valley Store on the main highway from Leah Goodliffe and closed
our little store. I had to go down to tend the Store when Laurence had to go to town for groceries or
whenever he was away – and that seemed always! I would have to do my canning and other work
down at the Store. We would get up early and work hard to get to the Store. If the kids did not have
their work done they would have to walk down. They learned to work fast. They loved to be at the
Store because there was so much going on. They had time to play in the old Post Ofﬁce in the back.
There was a playhouse with dolls and toy furniture. When there were no customers, I sewed and canned
fruits of every kind. We had a little gas stove to cook on. My boys and girls were good to help me.
In 1936 Laurence bought the Store and the Hotel and all the property from Leah Goodliffe
Peterson. We moved to the Hotel. It was wonderful to have such a large home with extra room for
our family. Our children’s friends seemed to love to gather there for food and fun. We were glad to
be close to the church and the school. Our grandchildren loved to come to the big house with its many
rooms, the Store with all its goodies, the farm with all its animals and the exciting fun at the pond.
When Emma Louise was
about a year old I was pregnant
again, but lost the baby. The
same thing happened later.
After losing those two babies,
I became ill on Valentine’s Day
in 1935 while we were still
living in our little red house.
We had lots of snow that winter.
Laurence had gone to Salt Lake
to purchase supplies for the
Store. Ours was the only store
in the Valley at that time. About
noon I started to have terrible
Kay, Marvell, Lael, Betty Jo, Launa, Emma, Laurence, Emma Louise
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abdominal pains that just kept getting worse. I was so sick I could hardly stand or walk. I was alone
with Luana and Emma Louise. The older children came home from school and brought the Valentines
Laurence had left for all of us, but I was too sick to look at them. I broke down and cried with all six
little ones crying by my side. They knelt down and prayed that I would get well.
Miraculously, just then Aunt Mary called. The children told her I was sick. Mary could not
come because of the snow, but she called Grandma Carter who was up there before I knew it. She put
me to bed. My pains got worse and worse. Grandma did everything to help, but to no avail. She was
a perfect nurse when we were sick.
The children kissed me good night. Grandma Carter asked them to kneel by my bed and pray
for their Mother. Grandma said, “Lael offered a wonderful prayer asking the Lord to bless their Mother
and make her well. It was the sweetest prayer.”
The pain continued to get worse and worse. I kept thinking of all my little ones in bed. It was
terrible because I did not think I would make it. Grandma held my hand tightly and prayed out loud,
“Please, Dear Lord. Don’t take this mother from her dear babies and her loving husband. Oh, Emma,
Emma. You can’t die. You have all these children who love you.”
Suddenly I grabbed her hand and screamed, “I can’t take any more!” I held my breath as a
terrible pain came and I passed out. I suffered more that night than any words can tell. Then, as if
something lifted, the pain left, but I lay helpless and weak. Later Grandma said, “I thought you had
taken your last breath and I thought you were gone. I never expected you to rally and come back.”
The next morning I had a Priesthood blessing that gave me peace and comfort.
Grandma Carter sent a telegram to Laurence in Salt Lake telling him to come home immediately.
He arrived after dark. He had to walk from our Store one and one half miles in deep snow. The roads
were drifted over. When he walked in I was sitting in a chair so he thought I was all right. He had no
way of knowing how ill I had been. I was pale and weak, but so relieved not to have the awful pain.
Laurence said we would have to go to the doctor. I refused because I foolishly thought I was all right
because the pain was gone.
On Monday, Laurence did the usual chores and ﬁxed breakfast. We had family prayer. He took
the kids to school and went to the Store, but soon called and said, “Fed has made all the arrangements
to take you to the doctor. Uncle Irwin will bring you and the girls to the Store.” I’ll never know how I
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packed the girls’ clothes. I’m convinced the Holy Ghost prompted Grandma Carter and she called Fed.
I had an exhausting ride to Ogden arriving late at night. Dr. Rich came to the hotel, examined
me, and said,“I don’t know for sure what’s wrong – maybe a tubal pregnancy. We’ll have to operate
as soon as possible.” He ordered a bowl of hot milk and bread for me and gave me a sedative. I was
shocked to hear the doctor tell Laurence, “If she is still alive in the morning, have her to the hospital
at 9 o’clock.”
On the way to the operating room we were stopped by a dear Elder who asked Laurence if he
wanted him to administer to his wife. Laurence said, “I’ve already given her a blessing, but that would
be wonderful.” The Elder gave me a special blessing and said, “The Destroyer has come to take your
life.” He rebuked that evil spirit by the power of the priesthood and promised that I would live to care
for my family and to be a great strength to them. What a blessing and a promise. It surely consoled
both of us. We did not know the Elder and we have not seen him again.
At surgery the doctor found I had been bleeding internally for more than three days due to a
ruptured tubal pregnancy. I stayed in the hospital for two weeks and then with the Flemings for another
two weeks. Mary and Antone kept my four girls for a whole month. They were snowbound so they
could not even go to school. I was so happy when I could relieve her and take my dear little ones home.
The ruptured tubal pregnancy almost cost me my life. I had no more children after the surgery. Our
own doctors – son-in-law and grandsons – know of patients who have died in a few hours following the
rupture of a tubal pregnancy, even when they were in the best hospitals. My life was spared through the
power of the Priesthood. We thanked the Lord for saving my life. We all were grateful to come back
home and live together as a family. We owe a debt of gratitude to Mary and Antone and to Grandma
and Grandpa Carter and Fed James.
Throughout the years my sister Mary was such a great help to me because Mother was getting older and could not help. Mary did not have a big family like
Louise. Whenever we needed help Mary and Antone were always
there. They were like second parents to our children. We loved them
dearly.
At the request of Elder Spencer W. Kimball we had Lamanite
students in our home for several years.
My dear sister Mary’s death in December, 1954, was so
sudden and a shock to all of us. Our dear Julia died a few months
later in August 1955. Dixie stayed with us while her Mother, Julia,
was being cared for at Aunt Tina’s. Dixie returned to Salt Lake City
to live with her Father during 7th grade. Then she lived with us
until she married Reed Conger. She became another dear daughter.
We love them dearly.
Highlights of each summer were the Carter Reunions at
various places and the Kunzler Reunions at Lagoon. We also
enjoyed Kunzler Christmas parties and Thanksgiving celebrations at
different homes. Finally the families became too large to continue
Antone, Mary, Marvell & Betty Jo
the togetherness. We loved to go to Aunt Louise’s and Uncle
Roy’s where we all enjoyed the player piano. We had L. G. Carter family reunions at Bear Lake, Lava
Hot Springs, Crystal Springs, and in other places. Our children took us on trips to London and other
countries in Europe, to Church history and historical sites in the eastern United States and to Hawaii.
Late in our life our daughters and their husbands took us on a memorable train vacation to Denver
where we visited our grandson Clinton.
In 1960 when I was 60 years old, all able family members over ﬁve years of age took a week
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long ﬁshing trip into the Wind River Range in Wyoming. We hiked 10 miles to Seneca Lake where we
camped. Everyone caught ﬁsh; even the littlest caught ﬁsh.
The State Road Commission started to improve the road from Park Valley through Nevada to
California. The men working on the road stayed with us for a long time. We provided three meals a
day and beds. That was a lot of work for just the two of us. We hired people in the Valley to help with
supper for 20 men and help make beds and ﬁx lunches for the next day. Regardless of any help we
could get, we faced the big load. We were ﬁnancially secure and did not need to work.
In 1966 Laurence sold the Store and farm to Wayne Kent from Malad. His brother-in-law ran
the place. Some of the road construction men were still there, but one by one they left. Mr. Kent’s
relatives did not feed them like we did – home made pies, soups, breads, cakes and cookies, huge
breakfasts, big lunches and a variety of meat dishes for dinner. That year we moved to the little house
across the street which Kay and Clarene had built. All our families came to visit frequently and it was
wonderful.
I have been blessed to serve in many positions in the Church. At age 12 I taught Sunday School.
In my teens I taught Primary, Sunday School and played the piano. The year before I married I was a
counselor in Primary and continued as organist. I served in Mutual, Sunday School and Primary from
age 21 to 41.
On August 21, 1941, when Park Valley Ward and Rosette Ward were combined, Bishop Fred
Hirschi called me to be Relief Society President. Serving with my dear sisters in the Ward was a rewarding
experience. I taught in the Nursery for more than 50 years, even when I was President of the Relief
Society. To my great joy I was able to teach all of my children, some of my grandchildren, and many
of my nieces and nephews. My grandchildren seemed to enjoy my classes when they came to visit and
could attend Sunday School. After I was released as Relief Society President I was Theology teacher
and secretary to two different presidencies, work director for ﬁve years, and taught MIA classes. When
I was 59 years old I was called to be the YWMIA President. I loved the girls. Laurence and I served as
Guide Patrol leaders for more that three years when we were 69 and 70. I have always been a Visiting
Teacher.
Temple work has been an important part of our lives. Starting in the 1930s, Laurence and I
would go to Salt Lake to attend the Temple for a week. We would stay with Julia and Elliott Brighton.
We hired relatives to tend the children and the Store. On January 1, 1972, we were called as ofﬁciators
in the Logan Temple. We served until the Temple was closed for renovation in October, 1977. At ﬁrst
we rented an apartment, then we bought a home in Logan. Leaving our home and friends in Park Valley
was hard, but we found wonderful neighbors
and friendly ward members in Logan. Dixie and
Reed Conger lived in nearby Hyrum and were
so good to us. After our Temple assignment
we moved to a lovely condominium in North
Ogden. Marvell and Delbert lived close by and
were a great help to us. The other children came
to visit often. Again, we were called to serve
in the Ogden Temple. Temple work provided
many rich, rewarding, spiritual experiences. We
made new friends and had extra time to study
the scriptures and read good books.
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Reﬂections by Emma’s Children:
On September 10, 1984, without warning or previous illness, our dear Mother had a stroke and
was taken to the Hospital. She was doing well in her recovery program, but had another stroke and died
on November, 6, 1984, three days after her 63rd wedding anniversary. A beautiful service was held in
the North Ogden Second Ward and a brief graveside service in Park Valley where she was buried. The
dear Park Valley Ward Relief Society Singing Mothers sang in a blinding snowstorm. Bernice Kunzler,
representing the Valley people, gave uplifting remarks. Dixie gave a sweet, inspiring talk expressing
love and gratitude to Daddy and Mother and the family.
We all have sweet memories of our wonderful Mother. Her world revolved around her loved
ones whom she served every day of her life. At her funeral her beloved granddaughter Gwen said,
“Emma Carter’s profession was her family. Each of her children and grandchildren could say, ‘She
loved us all. She had no favorites.’”
Emma K. Carter was an unusually devoted wife and Mother. She made a pieced quilt for each
of her six children in colors matching their bedrooms. Each of the thousands of stitches were evidence
of her great love for her children. She made a tablecloth quilt top for each of her 25 grandchildren and
later crocheted baby shawls for the ﬁrst great-grandchild in each family. She never forgot a birthday of
any family member.
Our dear Mother had a beautiful spirit and a very tender heart, not only for her family, but for
everyone she knew. She often baked bread, pies and other goodies for Daddy to take to those who were
sick or in need and to many others. Daddy was quick to ask for a loaf of bread or some other treat for
a neighbor or friend and he gave constant praise to Mom for her efforts.
Mom was a superb seamstress. She was an excellent cook and taught her daughters and granddaughters much about the art of cooking. We all remember the fragrance of homemade bread, wind
cakes, lackerlies, cream puffs, biscuits fresh from the oven, exceptional turkey dressing and the best
fruit cake. She won many prizes with her apple pies. Mom was a true homemaker and kept a neat and
tidy house. She was meticulous in her personal grooming.
She was a humble person never putting herself above others. She had a strong, abiding faith
in the gospel of Jesus Christ. Mom knew the power of prayer and taught us by example to keep the
commandments and put our trust in the Lord. She had unsurpassed moral courage.
Mom had a deep love, respect and admiration for her parents, her brothers and sisters, and their
families. She was ﬁercely loyal to her husband, her children and her extended family. She defended
any family member and would not allow criticism in her presence.
Mother had a delightful sense of humor and was fun to be around. She made every holiday
exciting. She was honest, full of integrity and without guile.
Mom was a letter writer. She rarely missed writing a weekly letter, not only to Luana on her
seven-and-a-half years of missions, but to all her children who lived away. Luana and her husband
Grant served in the Southern Far East Mission for ﬁve years. Grant was the President of the Mission
at age 25.
Mother and Daddy expressed their ﬁrm, unwavering love to each other and to their children,
grandchildren and their companions. They left a legacy of love and loyalty which was all-encompassing. In our home Daddy was the Patriarch and Mother was the Queen.
We, her children, were blessed to have been raised by an angelic, loving, gentle, faithful, devoted
Mother. She was always there when we needed her. All who knew her were blessed by their association
with Emma Alvena Kunzler Carter.
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December 1952
Standing L-R: Grant & Launa Heaton, Lael & Rowena Carter holding Grant, Kay & Clarene Carter
holding Gwen; Hamer Jr. & Betty Jo Reiser holding Laurence, Delbert & Marvell Hirschi
Front: Cherie Carter, Emma Louise Carter, Laurence holding Roger Carter, Clinton Carter,
Emma holding Rulon Reiser, Hamer Reiser III

Back: Joe Davis, Lael Carter, Grant Heaton, Hamer Reiser, Jr., Delbert Hirschi, Kay Carter
Emma Louise Davis, Rowena Carter, Luana Heaton, Betty Jo Reiser, Marvell Hirschi, Clarene Carter
Emma and Laurence - 1974
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Front: Carrie Carter, Arnold Carter, Eric Heaton, Mark Hirschi, Kathryn Hirschi, Patricia Heaton, Mitchell
Carter, Jeff Davis, Kwan Heaton, Lisa Heaton
2nd Row: Harold Reiser, Marilyn Hirschi, Betty Jo Reiser, Marvell Hirschi, Emma Carter, Laurence Carter,
Launa Heaton, Emma Louise Davis, Jane Carter
3rd Row: Joan Hirschi, Jacqueline Davis, Rowena Carter, Cherie Rencher, Laurence Reiser, Grant Carter,
Roger Carter, Renee Carter, Grant Heaton Jr., Rulon Carter, Clarene Carter, Gwen Carter
4th Row: Lael Carter, Joe Davis, Irvine Rencher, Grant Heaton, Delbert Hirschi, Hamer Reiser Jr., Kay Carter Insets:
Hamer Reiser III - on mission in England, Clinton Kay Carter - on mission in Brazil

1981 - 60th Wedding Anniversary
Emma and Laurence
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