MEMORIES OF RALPH E. WHITNEY

Written by his children


My earliest memories of my father, Ralph Emanuel Whitney, go back to about 1927 or 1927 when we lived in Goodsprings, Nevada and/or Jean, Nevada.


I remember mostly, as a child of four, five and six, that I had no anxieties nor felt insecure.  These feelings were undoubtedly connected to and were the direct result of having been born of goodly parents.  Dad was always home when not working or on some other necessary family related business.


Paradise Valley Ranch holds most of my boyhood and teenage memories.  Though we had no electrical power nor indoor plumbing, life on the ranch, as far as I'm concerned, was a "bowl of cherries".


Dad always allowed us ample freedom for work, play and also for exploration by foot or on horseback; yet, he held us accountable.  Dad trusted us implicitly.


Whenever we quarreled, unless it was serious, he rarely interfered, but let the quarrel wear itself out.


Somehow I knew that Dad enjoyed being a Dad.  He was a typical Western man.  We knew that he loved us beyond doubt for he assured us of his love by action rather than by mere expression.


One evening it was my turn to go to the neighbors to bring home milk (as our cow was dry), Sam Watson, the neighbor's son (about my age) walked part way home with me and offered me a chew of tobacco and I succumbed to temptation.  In the process of trying out my first chew, I swallowed some of the tobacco juice.  When I arrived back at our ranch I was white as a sheet and vomiting.  Dad asked what was the matter and I immediately confessed.  In his wisdom and discernment he allowed how I felt to be the proper punishment and cancelled a cottonwood switching.


On many occasions, when it came to field work, I was less than ambitious and didn't always get my assigned work completed.  Dad never came down hard on this weakness, but seemed to understand it was a product of my age.


I remember when we were considering the purchase of a car to replace the 1936 Chevrolet pick-up.  Several of us had driver's licenses by then and we needed a car for the church attendance and dating.  One day, at a used car lot, we spotted a 1939 Dodge 4-door sedan which was almost new.  I was so eager for us to own the car that I volunteered to help pay for it.  As I remember, I contributed very little or perhaps not at all.  Dad never ever reminded me that I did not keep my part of the bargain, though I spent much time behind the wheel of that 1939 Dodge.


I could relate many more incidents where I partially or completely failed on my part of the bargain, but Dad seemed to realize it was part of my growing up experience and never held it against me.


Dad always treated Mom with respect and consideration.  He never abused her in any way, yet he was unquestionably the head of the home.


Now that I'm an older man and as I observe so many dysfunctional families, I appreciate even more the atmosphere of love, trust and total security that was provided for me and my brothers and sisters.  Fully accepting his role and responsibility as head of our home, Dad was always available whenever he was needed.


As I search through my memories about Dad and how he raised us there are many other instances I could relate.  We were always welcome back home when we visited with our own families.


To summarize; my memories of Dad give me good feelings of growing up in a family similar to the television series of the Waltons.


Dad was always the head of the home and took this responsibility with wisdom, kindness, discernment and unspoken love.

Howard G. Whitney

As I look back on Dad's life, I am amazed that he knew how to do so many things.  He was an expert in mining techniques including sorting ore for shipment.  He spent part of his life as a cowboy and knew how to preserve meat without refrigeration.  He was an excellent farmer and knew how to grow quality melons and vegetables of many varieties, as well as alfalfa hay.  He could fix almost anything if he had enough bailing wire.  He knew about cement and other building skills and once built a house from scrap lumber.  He was also a good cook and for a few years owned and managed a full sized cafe successfully.  He was quick in figuring out problems especially if they involved math.  I'm sure this list is not complete.


Dad was always a positive influence in my life, always there, always stable, always working and always striving to improve things for the family.  I'm sure I took him for granted, knowing he would always be there for us; and he was.  I know Dad had deep feelings for each member of the family, but he seldom showed any outward emotions; I can't ever remember him saying, "I love you".- yet there was never any doubt in my mind that I was loved by him.


He was fair with everyone and I never detected any partiality toward any member of the family.  I remember one time when I was getting the worst of a quarrel with my older brothers, Dad was apparently watching out the window and came out and put his arm around my shoulders and talked to me about the situation.  He said nothing to the other boys, but them seeing him giving me support was lesson enough.


Another thing I always appreciated about Dad was the respectful way her treated our friends when they came to visit.  He always made them feel relaxed and at home.  Dad had a good sense of humor with a keen dry wit, and had a lot of improbable stories he told.  He got a twinkle in his eye when he was about to do or say something clever.


Dad had a great respect and love for Mom; he trusted her to do anything she felt like she could do, and he was supportive of her.  One of his favorite complememts to her about her cooking, was about getting the shotgun ready when she was about to take the rolls out of the oven. (So he could shoot them down when they floated to the ceiling.)  He especially liked to make that comment when we had company for dinner.


The things Dad did and said and the close relationship he had with Mom, gave me a secure feeling, even though as a family, we were generally short on material things.  Dad's honesty was a legend; he always went out of his way to be fair in his business dealings and with friends.


I feel blessed to have had such a good example for me to try to follow in my life.

Bert N. Whitney

As I reflect back on my father's life the words that describe him best are kind, loving, honest, hard working, caring.


My father was always kind to me.  I cannot ever remember him spanking me and I know that I was no angel.  My best memories of him are when we lived on the ranch in Paradise Valley.  I loved to go with him and help him when he worked in the garden.  He raised all kinds of melons and vegetables that you wouldn't think would grow in that dry desert.  He would let me ride our horse "Brownie" while he cultivated.


My Dad and Mom were always close to their children.  They participated in all kinds of games we played.  Dad would always help us with our homework.  I had a hard time with thought problems in arithmetic.  He would explain the problem so I could understand it and help me figure it out.


My Dad and Mom took us on many trips to Lake Mead, Mt. Charleston and other places. The trip I remember the most was when I was 13 or 14 years old.  We packed up and went like the pioneers to the Black Mountains out behind our ranch.  We took the wagon and team of horses and spent 2 or 3 days out there.  Our parents were such fun. They got down to our level and made life enjoyable.


Whenever my Dad wanted to surprise my Mom with a gift he would have me pick it out for her. One year he wanted to buy her a coat for Christmas.  I went with him to pick it out and she really liked it.  My Mom and I liked the same things.  For their 25th wedding anniversary he wanted to get her the diamond engagement ring he had never been able to get.  (He had the money to buy her one when they became engaged but because of her father's untimely death in August 1920, he gave the money to her mother).  He had me pick out a ring she would like and she treasured it until the day she died.  I have the ring in my possession and I do treasure the memory.


My twin sister, Laverne and I finished high school in January 1945 and moved into town as we were both working.  I worked for Bank of Nevada on 1st and Fremont as a bookkeeper and she worked a Ronzone's Department Store on Fremont as a bookkeeper.  We stayed with our cousin, Relda Leavitt.  We then moved to a rooming house in back of Earl's and rented a room.  We then rented an apartment on 4th St. just 1/2 block off of Fremont St.  Laverne got married 11-1-45 and so I moved back home to the ranch.  I rode the school bus to town each morning and my dear sweet Daddy waited for me every night to get off work to ride home.  He worked for State Highway Department and was off at 4:00 p.m.  We had to run our ledgers and balance before we left the bank and sometimes I didn't get away until 5:30 or 6:30 p.m. My darling Dad never once complained about having to wait so long.  He was always happy and cheerful.


My Dad sang to us a lot and taught us many songs.  He had a really nice voice.  The song I liked to best was "The Preacher and the Bear".


After Clay and I were married we were very close to Dad and Mom.  We went on many trips with them and had many pleasant memories.  They nearly always spent Christmas with us as we had the least amount of children.


Some of the happiest days of my father's life were when he and mother were called to work in the St. George temple.  December 1960 they moved to St. George.  When we took Cindy to be sealed to us in February 1962 it was a thrill for me to see him working there and so happy.


Clay and I and Cindy went on many fishing trips with my Dad and Mom.  In August 1965 Cindy and I went to St. George to spend the weekend.  Dad wanted to go fishing so mom asked me if I would take him.  She was worn out from caring for him and wanted to spend the day alone.  I took him to New Castle Reservoir.  I think that was his last fishing trip.  On the way back we took the back way down through New Harmony and back to St. George.


I remember on Halloween when Cindy was four (1965) Dad and Mom came down from St. George to spend a couple of days with me as Clay was gone deer hunting.  We took their pickup and went to Good Springs and around the back to explore a mine.  We stopped by the Yellow Pine Mine (Dad worked here when they lived in Good Springs) and it had been covered up.  There was a pipe sticking up out of the ground and when the wind blew it sounded like a ghost howling.  I think that was the last time he was able to come to Vegas due to his failing health.


I thank the lord for my wonderful, loving, caring parents.  Now that they are gone I miss them very much and will rejoice when the day comes that I can be with them again.

Lorraine Nelson

As I write down a few things I remember about Daddy, I realize there are so many happy memories that it would take a book to write them all.  I always thought I was Daddy's favorite.  He treated me so well and seemed like he did so many extra things for me.  About for years ago, I was telling my brothers and sisters that I thought I was his favorite and found out that each of them thought they were his favorites.  It takes a speacial person to make seven children think they are the favorite and the others not know.


I always knew Daddy was the authority.  When he said no, you did not ask again or go ask Mom.  However, there were not too many times he said no.  He taught me very valuable lessons that I still use.  Daddy worked hard all his life but always had time for his family.   Dad and Mom took us to the mountains, the lake and many other places.  When Daddy worked at the talc mine in California, Mom would take us out there on weekends sometimes.  In 1992, Bert Clay, Lorraine, Dan and I took a trip back there.  Of course, it was not the same but it did bring back many pleasant memories.


I also remember when I was 10 or 11, Daddy and Uncle Bert were on the house preparing to cut limbs off the Cottonwood trees that hung over the house so that when the wind blew, they would not fall on the house, Daddy asked me to go get the sky hook.  I looked all over for it and even had Keith helping me look for it too.  I finally asked Mom where it was.  She told me there was no such thing as a sky hook.  Daddy and Uncle Bert were laughing as they watched me look.  Daddy had a really good sense of humor.


I had really wonderful parents.  I am thankful for them, all the memories I have and the good times I had as I was growing up.  All of us brothers and sisters still enjoy getting together and having a good time.

Elsie Banks
