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GERTRUDE PAULINE COBIA
Granddaughter raised by Jacob & Louise Kunzler
1912–2002
My Life Story
I was born in Rosette, Utah, Box Elder County on June 11, 1912 to William Nicholas Cobia, II
and Pauline Kunzler Cobia. Margaret Anderson, a midwife helped deliver me. We lived in a three-room
log cabin on the Morris Ranch that my parents had rented. I was their fourth child and third daughter.
When I was about a year old, my parents left me with Grandmother, Louise and Grandfather, Jacob
Kunzler while my Mother and family went to Brigham City to give birth to Carl. While in Brigham
staying with Dad’s sister Aunt Lilla, Dad and Mother bought a home in Riverdale, Utah. When they
came back for their furniture in Rosette, Grandmother Louise said she would take care of me until my
parents had moved and settled into their new home. Mother agreed because her health was not very
good after having ﬁve children and Carl had just been born.
A year or two later my parents sent word that they were settled enough in their new home for
me to be returned to them. So Grandmother and Grandfather packed me up to take me to my parents’
house. We had to make a difﬁcult trip across the wilderness in a horse drawn white-topped buggy. Along
the way, we stopped for a night in Willard, Utah at Grandfather’s brother’s place. When we arrived
at my parents’ house, I did not know who they were. I did not know what this journey was all about
and I was too young to remember my parents and family. So when my Grandmother and Grandfather
left me, and were out of sight, I started crying and never stopped. Mother later told me that I would
not eat or sleep. They were so worried they called in the doctor. He said that I was scared to death
and wanted the only mother and father I knew. He said I would surely die unless I was reunited with
grandmother and grandfather. Heartsick, but concerned about my health, Mother and Father sent word
to my Grandmother and Grandfather who came back and got me. The moment I saw them I stopped
crying, I was happy, I was back with those I loved and where I belonged. I went by the name of Gerty
Kunzler.
We lived in a 6-room two ﬂoor brick and frame house Grandfather had built in 1883, just north
of his original log cabin. The ground ﬂoor had a large kitchen, dining room - that could seat twenty,
a bedroom and a sitting room. Upstairs were two bedrooms, where the girls slept. The boys of the
family and the hired men slept in the bunkhouse. There was no refrigeration so we kept in the cellar
all the fruits, vegetables, milk, eggs, cheese, and the perishables. Grandmother made hand-woven rag
rugs to cover the wood ﬂoors. We used little coal oil lamps for light until electricity was brought into
our valley. For heat we had a wood-burning stove. The house was cozy, very
homey and spotless. We had a large vegetable garden, bushes of berries and
the most beautiful ﬂower garden you can imagine ﬁlled with roses, pansies,
peonies and sweet peas.
Grandmother ran the post ofﬁce, from a small room on the end of the
porch that was built for this purpose. Later I used it for my playhouse.
My life on the ranch was busy and full. We did a lot of hard work.
Our day started at daybreak and went until sunset, helping with breakfast
for ten hired hands, cooking on a wood kitchen stove, carrying in wood and
putting it into a large box by the side of the stove. We had to pump water
and carry it into the house by buckets. All the washing was done in a large
tub and the clothes had to be rubbed on a washboard until clean.
I helped Grandfather milk fourteen to twenty cows each morning
before I went to school. My cousin, Jay and I rode horseback ﬁve miles
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to School. When I got home after school, I
helped milk the cows, feed and set the chickens and turkeys so they would hatch little
ones. I helped raise and feed ten pet lambs,
at a time, with a bottle of milk and nipple.
I pulled weeds and picked up apples off the
ground to feed the pigs.
I remember the day I was baptized.
Grandmother told me to take a bath and to
put on all these white clothes, dress, bloomers
and long stockings and to take a change of
Gertrude on “Old Sis” - age 12
clothes. We all got into our horse and buggy
and left for the Seely Ranch, picking up my cousin Jay, cousin David, Aunt Louise, Aunt Mary and a
friend Robert Peterson along the way. The Seeley’s had a huge pond surrounded by trees and bushes. A
large round pole had been laid in the middle of the pond for us to walk on and Elwin Seeley was waiting
there to baptize us. I was the ﬁrst one called. I was so scared, especially when I saw snakes swimming
in the water, but somehow I was baptized. Jay was next and then David. When it was Robert’s turn,
he was running away, they had to go and catch him. Afterwards Grandmother and Grandfather took
us back home and we had root beer, cake and cookies.
My cousins, Klea Pugsley, Seletta Morris and Beryl Kunzler would often come to Grandmother
and Grandfathers home and we enjoyed playing together. We like to dress our baby kittens in doll
dresses, bonnets, shoes and stockings.
Christmas time was always very special. Uncle Antone always got a Christmas tree so tall it
touched the ceiling. It was decorated with homemade walnut shell halves that we colored gold, green
and red; we strung and clipped popcorn, tinsel and candles of all colors on the tree. On Christmas Eve,
the family would all come home. The tree would be lit. Santa would appear ringing his sleigh bells,
running around and around the house looking into the windows. We had a hard time coaxing him to
come inside. He would sit down and in his big bag he would reach in and pull out a present with a
name on it. We had to sit on his lap and tell him if we had been good or bad. Sometimes we would
cry if we had not been so good. He would made us promise to be better. We each got a present. The
girls would get homemade rag dolls and stockings. The boys would get a mouth organ, marbles or a
pocketknife. Then we would sing Christmas carols and tell stories. Before we went to bed, we all hung
up our stockings. In the morning, we would ﬁnd them ﬁlled to the top with candy, nuts and fruits.
When I was about 11 years old I learned that Grandmother and Grandfather were not my Mother
and Father. I was shocked and upset. I just did not understand how it could be. My Grandparents
patiently and lovingly explained everything to me, how they took me and cared for me when my
Mother was ill right after she had just given birth
to my brother and had moved far away. They had
always meant to tell me, but there never seemed
to be the right time and I was so attached to them.
In my heart, Grandfather and Grandmother would
always be my Mother and Father. I continued to
live with them until I was 21 years old and got
married.
One of my first jobs was taking care
of all the geraniums. There were four double
Jay & Philip Pugsley,Gertrude Cobia, Adarin Callahan,
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of pink, red and white. Each leaf had to be cleaned with a damp cloth – it was hard work – to this day
geraniums are not my favorite ﬂower.
Each summer, my Mother brought my brothers and sisters; Myrtle, Jacob, Loree, Carl, Charles,
LeGrand, Abe and LeRoy to Grandmother and Grandfather’s to visit and we always had wonderful
times together. Jacob, Abe and LeGrand all sadly died as children.
I went to grade school in Rosette and junior high in Park Valley. I went and stayed with my
parents in Riverdale, Utah for two years and attended Weber High School, graduating in 1930. During
that time, I really got to know and love my Mother, Father, brothers and sisters. My sister, Loree and
I became very close. We did everything together and had so much fun. We were even in the same
grades at school. We were so alike the teachers sometimes got us mixed up.
My life was a good one with religious training as my grandparents were very active in church
work. Grandmother Louise was Relief Society
President and she gave me the beautiful grape water
set the Relief Society gave her when she retired as
their president, which I treasure. They were pillars
of the community and everyone loved them.
Uncle Harold taught me how to drive the
Model T. The roads were just dirt, rain or snow
could make them treacherous. Many times we
would get stuck in the mud and snow, sometimes
we even ran off the road into the barrow pit. We
would have to go for help and be pulled out by a
team of horses.
L to R: Gertrude Cobia, Evelyn Pugsley, Tina Morris,
Louise Kunzler, Eloise and Louise Pugsley
All our shoes and clothes were ordered
through Sears and Roebuck or Montgomery Ward Catalogues.
Once a month, there was dancing and a picture show in the Park Valley Church Recreation
Hall. The dance band was a piano, violin and accordion. The show was a moving picture with written
words ﬂashed on the screen for us to read. The boys would get so excited they would yell out when
the outlaws were getting shot, “get em, get em”
The age of 21 was a wonderful milestone in my life because I married my sweetheart, Charles
Fehlman. I knew of the Fehlman family of Kelton and even went to Charles’ farewell dance when he
went on his Swiss and German Mission in 1929-1931.
Charles wrote me a few letters and in one of them he
said, that he heard I was going to be married and was
disappointed. He thought I was going to wait for him.
Well, I thought right then that might be a real good
idea and I waited for him. When he returned from his
mission we did fall in love and were married the next
spring in the Logan Temple on March 30, 1934. It was
the happiest day of my life. Charles was everything I
had ever dreamed of. We had a big wedding dance at
the Park Valley Hall and everyone came. It was the
beginning of our wonderful life together.
Charles’ family was wonderful and they welcomed
me with open arms. His father, Gustave, his mother,
Josephine and his brothers, Fred, William (Bill), Almy
(Buck), LaMont, Jess and his sister, Ann. They were
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very well liked and always had a house full of family and friends. Sometimes after dinner, they would
roll up the carpet and Gustave would play the accordion and Ann the piano. It was beautiful music
and we would sing and dance and have a really good time. Our ﬁrst home in Kelton was only two
rooms, but we thought it was a mansion. We had ﬁve children in Kelton; Gustave (Gussie), Arnold
(Gene), Jeanette, Ramon and Charlene. The good Lord sent us such precious little spirits for our care
and love. We only had our ﬁrstborn Gussie for a short time. Just one hour lacking two years old, our
Heavenly Father called him home. He passed away
with a ruptured appendix. It was very hard for us to
part with the little blessed soul. If it had not been
for Gene, our 7-month old baby, the Gospel, all our
dear family and friends we could not have handled his
passing. Grandmother Louise Kunzler and Charles’
mother and father were heartbroken; they loved him
like he was their very own child.
In 1942, the Kelton Ranch was sold and
we moved to a beautiful dairy farm in Buhl, Idaho.
Charles and I were always active in the church. He
was ﬁrst Counselor in the Mutual, Ward Clerk, and
ward teacher. I taught Primary, Sunday school and
was a visiting teacher. While in Buhl we were blessed
with two more children Patricia Ann and Dennis
Back L to R: Gene, Jeanette, Ramon, Charlene
Kay.
Sitting: Gertrude, Paula, Charles, Patricia, Dennis
Charles and his Dad, Gustave sold their dairy
farm in Buhl and moved to a farm and ranch in Richﬁeld, Idaho. It was a lovely place we had wonderful neighbors. When you are working in the church,
you just always meet the best of people. While in Richﬁeld we were blessed with another darling baby
girl after waiting almost 6 years, Paula Cherie.
In 1954 we moved to Logan, Utah where we settled. A beautiful town with everything, the
Logan Temple, Utah State University and LDS churches on every corner. We loved it. We were blessed
once more with our last miracle baby, a girl, Joyce Klea.
Charles worked as a partner for Otto Wolfe and Sons, painting contractors, for 17 years before
he retired.

Gertrude & Charles - 50th Wedding Anniversary
Back L-R: Patricia, J oyce, Paula, Dennis, Ramon, Gene, Jeanette, Charlene
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We were members of the 6th Ward and later the 16th. Charles served as a High Priest, and home
teacher. I worked as lst Counselor in the Relief Society, visiting teacher and belonged to the Singing
Mothers and Ward choir. One of my favorite callings was as a Sunbeams teacher in the Primary. Paula
and Joyce were 3 and 4 and in my class, they helped me present the lessons, we had so much fun.
As for our lives, we have had much joy and happiness along with our sorrows. We always
wanted to spend a year on a mission, but unfortunately that never came to be. We love the Gospel and
have always tried to follow the teachings of Jesus, our Savior.
Charles died on May 22 1987 in Logan, Utah. He was buried in the Park Valley Cemetery on
May 27, 1987.
Gertrude continued living in their lovely home in Logan until she was unable to care for herself.
She became a resident of the Terrace Grove Assisted Living Center in Logan. She celebrated her 90th
birthday in grand style. The Logan Herald Journal newspaper reported the following: Prior to the
delivery of the colossal bouquet, Trudy Fehlman was celebrating her 90th birthday with a nap. But
the sudden arrival of 90 ﬁesta roses was enough to get her out of bed. And onto the dance ﬂoor. A
resident of Terrace Grove Assisted Living Center, Fehlman received the seven-and-a-half-dozen roses
from her daughter Pat and grandson Tyler, who live near Memphis, Tenn. Initially, the ﬂowers were an
anonymous surprise. Because the arrangement was so large, it took some serious searching before the
card which reads: “Happy 90th! Love you forever, Pat and Tyler” was discovered. . . . .
Shortly after the arrival of the ﬂowers, Fehlman and her fellow residents were treated to a
performance by the Oldies & Goodies Harmonica Band. Upon hearing that it was Fehlman’s birthday,
the band sang “Happy Birthday” to her, then one of the performers left the band behind and requested
a dance with the birthday grandmother. She was the “belle of the ball” . . . . Noting that the ﬂowers
won’t last too long in her warm room, Fehlman says she plans to enjoy them for the rest of her birhday,
then she’ll share them with the other citizens of Terrace Grove. . . .
Six months later Gertrude, “Trudy” as she was often called, died on December 3, 2002 in Logan,
and was buried next to her sweetheart in the Park Valley Cemetery on December 7, 2002.
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