Life Story of James Elmer Ewell
written by daughter Rose Marie Ewell, March 19, 1992


Dad was born on May 15, 1916 in Genola Utah. He was named after his mother's brother, Orson Elmer Taylor. He was the 6th of 14 children. There are eight boys and six girls.
He grew up in Genola and was taught the value of hard work. His father had a farm that he worked on, and they also would go after wood and polls up Santaquin canyon. It was on one of those trips with his brother Thomas that he cut his leg on the side of his right knee with his ax wihen it glanced off of a log. It went rihgt down to the bone. It was almost dark and the roads were too bad to try ato come out of the canyon so they had to stay there all night. They bandaged it the best they could with dish towels and anything else they could find. By morning it had bled through everything. His future brother-in-law and future father-in-law helped Thomas get him into the wagon to take him home. They never had a car so his father get their neighbor to take him to Payson to the hospital. He about bled to death and he had also hlost the joint water out of his knee. When he got better, the doctor told his mother that when you loose the joint water, you are usually left with a stiff joint. He told her that it was something other than waht he had done for him that caused his joint not to be still. My dad said he is sure it was an answer to prayers...especially his mother's prayers. This happened the summer before he started high school. He went on to be a great athlete in High School. He played all of the different sports and was the best in all of them.
He said one of his experiences with the power of prayer was when he and his dad were up in the canyon and the tongue of their wagon broke. His dad told him taht he would have to go down into town and get some tools so they could get the old tongue off and put on a new one. He got a ride down the mountain, but he would have to walk back. His dad found a tree that he carved a new tongue out of while my dad went after the tools. When Dad got the tools they needed, he started back up the canyon. His shoes were so worn that as he walked, the rocks in the road were pushing the nails in his shoes up into his feet. He thought of taking them off, but he knew he wouldn't be able to stand walking on the rocks either. He said he never prayed so hard in his life for some help when along came a car going up the canyon for no reason and they gave him a ride. He and his dad got the new tongue put on the wagon and got past the narrows of the canyon just as it got pitch dark. They had to let their horses go, and they took them down out of the canyon. That wagon tongue lasted for years (until Dad had a run-away with his horses).
He loved his brother Thomas who was two years older. They played together and worked together. One time they both had the mumps. Dad was hardly sick at all but Uncle Thomas was very sick. He begged Dad to stay in bed with him so he wouldn't be alone, so Dad did. This is when they learned all of their Boy Scout signals. This came in handy years later when Dad was the scoutmaster.
The first time he noticed Mom, she was at a dance with another boy. He said he decided right then that she was going to be his girl. They went to a lot of Shirley Temple movies. They were married in the Salt Lake Temple on August 26, 1936.
Before they were married, he worked in a Rock Quarry in Genola. He asked for two days off so they could get married, which they granted, but when he went back, he had no job. He worked at the Diversion Dam in Spanish Fork after that. This was a very lonely and scary place for my Mom. They moved to Payson from there. He worked as a carpenter on the building of Geneva steel, for Utah Power and Light, then the family went into business together (a sawmill in the summer, and hauling coal in the winter). He then got his contracting license. He worked at it in Utah, then Phoenix, Arizona for three months, back to Utah, then in 1951 they moved to Las Vegas. He loved construction work and could build a house from beginning to end. He was a hard worker. He would plaster all day long, then he would usually have a side job going after he came home and ate dinner. He built a lot of homes. He taught his sons all about building and the contractor. When he told Larry about it, Larry was all excited about the prospect of earning some money and Dad said. "I didn't say anything about you getting paid. I just want you to learn to work."
He has always been a loving husband and father. Everytime he came home from anyplace, the first thing he would do is find Mom and give her a kiss. He never raised his voice to us. Dad doesn't have a temper. He has a great sense of humor and is fun to be around. I love his laugh!
Dad had always had a lot of faith and has always been close to the Church. He was a scout master for many, many years. This was one of his favorite positions. He was also MIA secretary, Sunday School superintendent, 1st and 2nd Counselors in the Bishopric, Counselor in the HIgh Priest Quorum, Hight Priest Group leader, Elder's Quourm secretary and of course, a Home Teacher. He has always been a faithful Home Teacher...visiting 100% of his families every month unless something came up that was beyond his control. Dad and Mom went on a Stake mission together and sent both of their sons on full time missions.
He has always been a great example to his children, grandchildren and great grandchildren. He has always honored his Priesthood and has shown great faith throughout his life. He has always been faithful in carrying out all of his church duties.
Dad and Mom were always very unselfish with their love an thier time. They took us on many family vacations and to Lake Mead a lot to go water skiiing. We had a lot of fun as a family. They have always enjoyed doing things with their children and grandchildren.


