LIFE OF RILEY

Riley Draper lived somewhere up behind the church. I never knew exactly where, but I always felt that it was in the vicinity of the Fraughtons (Ansilene, Donna and Edward). Riley epitomized Mark Twain's classic character, Huckleberry Finn. He had bright red hair, huge freckles, a sparkle in his eye, and a mischievous manner. I had never seen anyone quite like him until I met Steve Colledge after we moved to Orem. Riley, as I recall, played a trombone in the band. The trombone, that long, skinny, tubular, extensible musical apparatus fit Riley's physiognomy and psyche perfectly.

One Sunday rambunctious Riley made a belated appearance, through the back door, at Sunday School. (The people from up on the hill always came in that door, while the majority entered by the front.) The Saints were in the middle of song practice. Those were the good old days when we learned a new hymn each month in song practice, listened to two and one-half minute talks, and even partook of the Sacrament in Sunday School. Our colossal chorister, the enthusiastic and energetic, Maureen Loertscher, gourmet cook and affecianado of life's finer things, was just leading us into the second stanza of our hymn-of-the-month as Riley made his entrance. With one giant swoop of her arm, she caught Riley flush on the nose sending him flying in the direction of Bishop Durrant, Dave (Maureen's husband and First Counselor in the Bishopric), and the Sunday School Superintendency headed by Roy Pentico, the only ward member equal in size to Maureen.

Poor Riley! Poor Maureen! Poor Bishop Durrant, that kind skinny little man whose hair was always swept back in pompadour, rushed over to lend aid to the prostrate red-head. Fortunately, no damage was done and Huck Finn (oops!) Riley Draper arose and took his accustomed place in the congregation. Through it all, Maureen and the assembled multitude scarcely missed a beat.

