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/ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΣ нлмт 

 

5ŜŀǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ DǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ 

 hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ŬƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŬƭŜǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ    

ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛǊŜŎǘ ƭƛƴŜ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ        

ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŀƴǘǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǝƻƴǎΦ  Lƴ 

ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǧƭŜ ōƻƻƪΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ  hƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ          

ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇΣ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ όǎƻƳŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜύΦ   

 ²Ŝ ǘŀƪŜ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜƴƛŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ŀƎŜ ƛǎ ƎƛƊƛƴƎ  

ǳǎΦ  hǳǊ ŦƻǊŜŦŀǘƘŜǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ мурлΩǎ ƪƴŜǿ ƴƻ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅΣ 

ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅΣ ƳƻǘƻǊǎΣ ŀǇǇƭƛŀƴŎŜǎΣ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ŜȄǇŜǊǝǎŜΣ ŜǘŎΦ  !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ !ŘŀƳ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ 9ǾŜΣ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƻƎŜƴƛǘƻǊǎ ŘƛŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǿŀȅ όƻƊŜƴ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǿŀȅΗύΦ 

 ²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜŘŀȅ L 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΣ ƛƴǎŜǊǘ ǇƘƻǘƻǎΣ ǎƘƛƊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭƛƪƛƴƎΣ ǇƛŎƪ ŎƻƭƻǊ ǎŎƘŜƳŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǳƭǝƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǇǊƛƴǘ ŀ ǇǊƻŦŜǎπ

ǎƛƻƴŀƭ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘ ŀǘ 

ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿǊƛǧŜƴ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ 

ŀǎ ƴŜǿǎƭŜǧŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ ōƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǝƻƴǎΦ  bƻǿ L 

ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ 

     [ƻǾŜΣ  

 
hƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǎƘŜŜǘǎΣ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ .9t{ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊΣ .Ґ.ŀǇǝǎƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ 
/ƘǊƛǎǘΤ 9Ґ9ƴŘƻǿŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƎƛƊǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ [5{ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΤ tҐ{ŜŀƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ tŀǊŜƴǘǎΤ {Ґ{ŜŀƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŜǘŜǊπ
ƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ {ǇƻǳǎŜΦ  ϝ {ǘŀǊǊŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǝƭƭ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦ  !ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻƻƪ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ 
ŀǘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅǎŜŀǊŎƘΦƻǊƎ ƻǊ !ƴŎŜǎǘǊȅΦŎƻƳΦ  CŀƳƛƭȅ {ŜŀǊŎƘ ƛǎ ŦǊŜŜ ƻŦ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ - !ƴŎŜǎǘǊȅΣ ŀ ƳƻŘŜǎǘ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎƘƛǇ ŦŜŜΦ 
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For our children and grandchildren 

 

Tomlinson and Pettijohn 

 
                   Direct ancestors who have served our country in the cause of freedom  

                  over the past 250+ years: 
 

                         The Tomlinson Line 

PFC David C. Tomlinson, Military Police, Ft. Campbell Kentucky 1956. 

Pvt. Oden M. Tomlinson, U. S. Marines, Hawaii, 1931. 

Daniel Tomlinson, killed 1862 at the Battle of Perryville, Indiana. Civil War.  He had recently immigrated 

from Doddington, Cambridge county, England, and left his wife with a family of young children to raise 

on a widowôs pension. 

Ebenezer Couch II was a Lieutenant in the Redding, Connecticut Militia  when General Washington put out 
the call for a Continental Army.  He marshaled the troops and they joined as a unit.  (Redding is about 40 
miles north of New York City.)  His father, Ebenezer Couch I, being one of the most influential and wealthy 
men in Redding, paid for their new uniforms and took care of their families the first winter of the Revolution-
ary War.  He served in the Continental Army throughout the war, being involved in the battles of New York, 
Trenton, and Saratoga and was probably with Washington when he crossed the Delaware River from Penn-
sylvania into New Jersey for the Battle of Trenton.  Because of his effort in the Saratoga campaign, he was 
given a land grant where he eventually moved his family and is buried, at Milton, Saratoga, New York about 
90 miles due north of New York City, near the Hudson River, and on the west side of  the river from Pough-
keepsie 

The Pettijohn Line 

 
Corporal Ross J. Pettijohn, World War I served in France.  We have a detailed account of my fatherôs ex-
periences there in 1917-1918.  My brothers Ross, Dyer, Bob and Vic served in WW II and/or Vietnam. 

2nd Lieut. Dyer Burgess Pettijohn, Civil Warðmy grandfather.  Age 23, mustered in Oct 25 1861 to 1st-

Company of Minnesota Sharpshooters.  Captured during the Battle of Gettysburg 3 July 1864 and im-
prisoned at Libby Prison, Richmond, Virginia, later to Columbia, South Carolina until close of the war.   

Pvt. William Pettijohn III, served in Captain William Haymondôs Company, Virginia Militia at Pickettôs Ford 
near Morgantown, Virginia (now WV). in the Revolutionary War.  Later in 1785-86, he sat in the Virginia 
Assembly. 

Pvt. Samuel Billups, War of 1812, listed on master roll of Capt. Matthias McCowanôs Co. from Mononga-
lia, now Preston Co., Virginia; in service at Norfolk, 1814.  Source:  Wiley History of Preston County, pp 292
-293 WV Heritage Encyclopedia. 
Lt. Col. Edward Billups, born 1735.  Revolutionary Patriot of Lunenberg/Montgomery county, West       
Virginia. It is on his name that Granny Annie was able to become a member of the Daughters of American 
Revolution (DAR). 
Jacob C. Rainwater, Civil War.  Company A-51 of Missouri Cavalry 
Capt. John Sloan  Revolutionary Patriot, received orders to report with 13 men to Ramsourôs Mill in Lincoln 
county, Virginia on Sunday morning June 18, 1780.  He joined other troops from the Catawba Valley.  The 
Tories outnumbered them three to one, but a retreat would encourage the Tories, so they marched through 
the night, hoping to surprise the Tories at daybreak.  At the end of fierce fighting, some with swords, about 
70 were lost by the Patriots, including Capt. John Sloan.  A simple marker designates the graves where 
they fell in the Battle of Ramsourôs Mill June 20, 1780.  Six Whig captains, including John were buried at the 
site.  His son, John Sloan Jr., had a daughter named Jane who married Abraham Pettijohn, my great-
grandfather 
John Robert WilliamsonðRevolutionary Patriot 

wŜǾƻƭǳǝƻƴŀǊȅ 
²ŀǊ 
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 Dave Tomlinsonôs 1934 birth in the Idaho Falls hospital was an extremely unusual and perilous procedure, he 
being breach (seat first instead of head first),.  So it was a miracle that both he and his mother survived.  His parents 
lived in Menan, Idaho at the time, and it was during the Great Depression of 1929ð1939.  They were so poor, his 
mother told me they would go to the local butcher who would give them bones to boil for soup.  His Dad finally found a 
job on the railroad, and when Dave was eight years old the family moved to Salt Lake City where Oden bought a home 
just a few blocks from temple square.  Dave, Betty and Nancy attended schools there and when he was a Junior at 
East High School, his parents decided to move to Nampa, Idaho where Oden could work a day job on the railroad.  By 
then, he was an engineer and hated working nights and having to sleep in the daytime.   
 So Dave graduated from Nampa High, after having his leg broken in a football game in 1953.  It was in a caste 
all the way up to his hip, and he learned to hop up and down the stairs at school on one foot.  After I met him, my   
mother said she remembered seeing this young man hobbling around the streets of Nampa on crutches, with his entire 
leg in a caste.  His favorite activity in his teenage years was puttering with old cars, learning about engines, brakes, etc. 
 I, Ann Pettijohn grew up in Melba, a little town 12 miles south of Nampa and attended all eight grades in a four
-room schoolhouse with two grades to each room.  My first teacher was Miss Vashti McKimmy, an old maid teacher 
who had known my parents since they first went there.  Our house was just a half block away from both the grade 
school and Melba high school, so I never had to ride buses like the kids out in the country.  Vic and I were the ñlittle 
kidsò in our family of seven and I remember my three older brothers Ross, Dyer and Robert going away to World War II 
and how worried my parents were about their welfare.  What a relief when the war was over, and all three came home 
safely.  My two sisters Dorothy and Martha helped mother take care of me and Vic, and they have been here for me, all 
my life.  In high school, my love for journalism and writing manifested itself in my various themes and papers, rewarded 
with A+ grades. 
 Dave and I met in the spring of 1954 in my home town of Melba, Idaho shortly after I graduated from High 
School.  I then passed the Idaho State competency tests and got a job as a clerk-typist at the Fish & Game Department 
where I worked for a year, saving every penny to go to BYU in Provo where Martha and Dorothy lived.  We dated off 
and on for the next two years.  When I was two months into my sophomore year at BYU, we were engaged in October 
of 1956, and married two months later on December 18th in the Logan, Utah temple where his motherôs parents 
Charles and Anna Vogel had been married many years before. 
 Within a month of our wedding, Dave was drafted into the U. S. Army, and left for basic training at Ft. Ord, Cali-
fornia.  He was assigned to the Military Police division of the Army, and next took training at Ft. Gordon, Georgia.  After 
graduating MP school, he was assigned to the 101st Army Airborne base at Ft. Campbell, Kentucky.  He came home to 
Idaho and we packed up our ô55 Ford with everything we owned and headed east, traveling through Colorado, Kansas, 
Missouri, Illinois, finally to Clarksville, Tennessee which was just across the border from Ft. Campbell.  We attended 
church at the small Clarksville branch.  Tami was born at the base hospital in October of 1956 and of course she was 
then the center of our lives.  Our military experience ended in 1959, and we came back to Nampa.  Faithful people, both 
military and locals in that little LDS branch, were an influence for good in our lives. 
 Dave had worked as a fireman on the railroad after high school, and continued for Union Pacific until he retired 
as a locomotive engineer in 1997.  In 1961 we bought our first house for $4,000.00 from my Dad, and added John, 
Shauna and Rod to the family while living in Melba.  Dave finally decided that he didnôt want to drive back and forth to 
Nampa indefinitely, so we sold/traded our little home that I grew up in for a two bedroom, one bath, newly built house 
with an unfinished basement on Smith Avenue near the Nampa LDS Stake Center on Canyon Street. 
 We were only there long enough to grow a nice lawn and finish the basement when Dave decided he didnôt like 
raising kids in town, and started shopping for an acreage.  In 1965 he found what he wanted on Uzzell Road (later 
North 39th), and for the next few years he farmed the 20 acres while transforming the two bedroom basement (with a 
peak roof) into a sprawling ranch-style home which he finished in the early 1970s.  Jenifer, Peggy, Ben and Torrey 
rounded out our family of eight children, and the stories and adventures they had could rival the Brady bunch any day 
(an old 70ôs family TV show).   There werenôt many neighbor kids nearby so they mostly entertained themselves. 
 Dave milked a few cows and over the years we had pigs, turkeys, peacocks, geese, cats, dogs, ponies and chinchillas.  
Irrigating day was always on Monday, so our feeble attempts at Family Home Evening werenôt very       successful.  Every week I 
would bake eight loaves of bread and every night, the kids would gather around the big oval oak table for our evening meal, which 
was usually a weekly merry-go-round of spaghetti, beef stew, pizza (homemade), beans and ham, chicken & noodles, etc.  The next 
week, we would start all over.  We had a big white Chevy suburban in which we hauled everything from sheetrock for the house to 
pigs, calves, canned goods, and (every autumn) eight 100 pound sacks of potatoes which we stored in the cellar/pump house.  Our 
kids were raised on potatoes cooked in every wayðfried, baked, mashed, French fried, etc.  The suburban took us on many fun 
trips, camping in the mountains, sometimes with the Young family who lived nearby and had ten kids.  
 We finally sold off eighteen of our twenty acres, but even two acres took a lot of work to maintain.  By the 1980ôs, the oldest 
kids were beginning to marry and move away, and suddenly in 1981 we were grandparents!   Rachel Squires was born when we 
were in Hawaii with John, coming home from his mission to Thailand. 
  In 1985, I opened my little doll shop which had been a guest house (before that, a calf shed).  I taught porcelain doll mak-
ing and had two kilns in the barn where I fired the porcelain heads and bodies.  By 1990, we were thinking about our future retire-
ment so I sadly sold everything I could and closed my shop, after having met and made friends with many nice ladies.  After that, 
more grandchildren came along and we were kept busy with family events and single kids still coming and going.  In 1997, we sold 
everything and bought our dream retirement home on Hillcrest Way in Nampa.  And you know the rest of the storyé. 
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Each ancestor is a colorful thread 

in the tapestry of our rich    

American history 

 

Zita Ann Pettijohn Tomlinson 

DNA Ethnicity test from Ancestry.com: 

35% Scandinavian (Denmark/Norway) 

27% Europe West 

20% Great Britain 

13% Iberian Peninsula 

3% Ireland 

2% Greece 

David Charles Tomlinson 

DNA Ethnicity test from Ancestry.com: 

67% Europe West 

16% Iberian Peninsula (Spain/Portugal) 

10 % Great Britain 

Concentrations:  

Early Settlers in New York. 

Mormon Pioneers in the mountain West. 
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Granny Climbed the Family Tree 

Author Unknown (but I could swear one of my kids wrote it) 

 
Thereôs been a change in Granny, weôve noticed as of late, 
Sheôs always reading history, or jotting down some date. 
Sheôs tracing back the family, we all have pedigrees. 
Grannyôs got a hobby, sheôs climbing Family Treesé 

 
Poor Grandpa does the cooking, and now, or so he states, 
He even has to wash the cups and the dinner plates. 
Well, Granny canôt be bothered, sheôs busy as a bee, 

Compiling genealogy for the Family Tree. 
 

She has no time to babysitðthe curtains are a fright. 
No buttons left on Grandpaôs shirt, the flower bedôs a sight. 

Sheôs given up her club work, and re-runs on TV. 
The only thing she does these days is climb the Family Tree. 

 
The mail is all for Grandma, it comes from near and far. 
Last week she got the proof she needs to join the DAR. 

A monumental projectðto that we all agree, 
A worthwhile avocation, to climb the Family Three. 

 

There were pioneers and patriots mixed with our kith and kin, 
Who blazed the paths of wilderness and fought through thick and thin. 
But none more staunch than Granny, whose eyes light up with glee,  

Each time she finds a missing branch for the family tree. 
 

To some itôs just a hobby, to Granny itôs much more. 
She learns the joys and heartaches of those who went before. 

They loved, they lost, they laughed, they weptðand now for you and me,  
They live again in spirit, around the Family Tree. 

 
At last sheôs nearly finished, and we are each exposed. 
Life will be the same again, this we all suppose. 

Granny will cook and sew, bake cookies happy as can be. 
Weôll have her back, just as before that doggone Family Tree! 
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.ȅ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ aŀǊǘƘŀ tŜǩƧƻƘƴ aƻǊǊƛǎŜ 


