
Narrative of Memories of Marilyn Felt Forsyth 

My intention in making notations of my memories and recollections of events in my life shared with Marilyn are meant 

to be as much a therapeutic exercise for me as it is a means of sharing my narrative with other family members 

including the children and grandchildren of each one of us. 

The results of my exploring my memory and many images both visually and those collected in a digital format will not 

necessarily be in chronological order; rather it will be more like a brain dump. 

I Learn Something New About Marilynn 
Like each one of you, the reader of this narrative, there are certain events that occur the results of 

which effectively change the perception or the impression that one has in regards to another.  

This next memory is one such experience that I had. I would’ve been a Junior at BY High when, 

during the Christmas period of 1961, Maryland had requested that I drive her to make deliveries of 

one or two Christmas presents to her friends.   

I recall that I had borrowed dads Volkswagen and just east of University Avenue when I thought I could be rather clever 

in my providing a moment of terror in the minds of my dear sister Marilyn. It was dark during this pre-Christmas week. 

There was snow on the ground, the weather was calm and warm for the given period yet the outside temperature 

would’ve been near freezing.  

In reflecting back on this time I seem to remember that likely there would’ve been black ice on some of the roads. 

In a rather casual way, as we came to an intersection that was not marked in any way, I dropped the gear into second 

and popped the clutch then turned the steering well slightly to the right when to my surprise, and in abject fear because 

of the speed coupled with the effect of the dropping gear this little red pregnant rollerskate managed to do a complete 

360° turn!  

Because of the presenting speed of the vehicle and the evolution created by a really untalented and silly driver we 

continued on our journey in the same direction to which we had intended to be driving anyway!  Because I was so 

stunned with the effect of my intended cleverness I really needed to pull off the road and stop.  As we did so, I took a 

deep breath and at about the same time I heard the voice of Marilyn as she said,  to my surprise I might add, almost by 

the way of a request: “Can we do that again Paul”. 

To which I replied and not to bravely actually, “Not in my lifetime we won’t!” 

Thus because of this one experience even though Marilyn was quite young I learned something about her very nature. 

After that time I had seen her rather meek, mild and easily frightened. Now I was frightened because of my clumsiness 

and all she wanted to do was to repeat the experience. 

The Back Scratch 
Back before I have any recollection of the specific and particular event and habit, Grandma Harris can be credited for 

the rather intimate expressions of love and tenderness which gave way to the expression “tickling” or more descriptive 

as a “back scratch”. 

Grandma Harris explained to me that this intimacy was used by her to me to allow me to calm down and relax 

sufficiently that I could go to sleep at night.   

As John and I grew up and specifically, as I recall in a very cold house in Cedar City, (the location of which Yvonne knows 

and indeed has driven Lynne and me by on one such occasion when we were visiting she and Lamar) we occupied an 



unheated upstairs bedroom with a double bed for sleeping. To establish warmth,  we two little boys would almost jump 

into our jammies and then crawling into what felt like damp sheet began wrapping our arms around each other and 

scratching or tickling one another’s backs to put us to sleep. 

Perhaps that is why John is such a wonderful guy!  He had a big 

brother who would rock and tickle him to sleep at night. 

Marilyn wrote and I recall specifically how I and or John would pay 

Marilyn or trade something with her in order that we may get a 

tickle while sitting reading or watching television.  

As Marilyn recalls in one of her memory entries we even negotiated 

to pay her with large coins which we defined as being worth more 

than the small coins meaning that the large coin  was a Nickel and 

the small coin was a Dime. 

 

She probably was aware of this deception all the time knowing we have to seek her forgiveness at a future time (which I 

did seek by the way). 

The Forsyth’s Visit Paul & Lynne in Melbourne 1986 
One of the delightful experiences that Lynne and I 

value was a time that Marilyn Steve and the family 

journeyed to visit with us in Melbourne. It is always 

been our lot to travel to visit with the family in the 

United States so to have the Forsyth’s visit with us (as 

we would also experience with Jesse and Sam Allman 

later) was a real treasure. Amongst other pleasant 

and wonderful experiences with them one that sticks 

to mind between Paul and Marilyn is a very simple 

one that I call” ice cream”. 

We dished out the ice cream to share amongst  us 

one evening;  typical of me I placed my bowl of ice 

cream in the microwave in order to melt it down just 

a bit. Marilyn began to laugh and chuckle as she said in only the way that can come out of Marilyn’s mouth when she is 

having a  bit of a belly laugh:  

“Paul! That is what I do with my ice cream all the time”.  

Keep in mind that both Paul and Marilyn were much older now and Marilyn was just an emerging teenager when I first 

left the home on my mission and subsequently getting married and moving to Salt Lake City so we really hadn’t had 

much physical association for quite some time.  

We visited the beaches, enjoyed a traditional BBQ, took in the Healsville Sanctuary where the kids were exposed to 

some unique Australian wildlife and even learned some new Aussie words. 



                                                                     

 

Not Following Pam’s Directions For Marilynn Knew Better 
Both Marilyn and I suffered with the same handicap; that is, turn us around in the shower and we would get lost.  

On one  visit to Marilyn and Steve’s home in Virginia, I accompanied Marilyn on her daily visit to her health club. She 

explained to me that she had been given a Christmas gift of the latest GPS tracking system that would give her 

directions using the voice of  whom the kids had named Pam.   

We duly got in the car and punched the right buttons and Pam began to give us directions 

to get to the commercial gymnasium. As we were approaching the shopping center area 

Pam gave specific directions to change lanes and be prepared to turn right in 50 yards to 

which Marilyn responded that she felt that ‘Pam’ as wrong and we should really be going 

left. For me it made no difference whatsoever for I had no idea where we were so I suggest 

that she just may want to follow your own intuition.  

Sadly she followed my advice and followed her intuition the consequences of which left us 

driving all over the place for the next 10 minutes trying to find ou way back to the location the Pam had originally 

directed us to head toward – “50 yards and turn right”. 



Cougareat Surprize 
 On one of my visits to Utah from Australia I determined that Marilyn was working as a cashier at BYU at the 

Cougareatat. I had made arrangements to not let Mother advise Marilyn when I would be arriving. Keep in mind, 

Marilyn was still living at home and I seem to think yet I’m not absolutely sure, that she was dating Steve at this time.     

I selected, I suppose, a hamburger and a drink, and then stood dutifully in 

line to make payment of that which I had selected. Marilyn was the 

cashier.  

She was busy observing the food on the tray so she could add up the sum 

that was required from the customer and thus had not looked up to see who was next in line. She simply began to add 

up the items on my tray,  enter the amount in the cash register when I very calmly said: “Hi Marilyn”. 

I suppose that my voice and my physical presence was so stunning that it gave Marilyn a moment of pause and then 

with great excitement she began to mumble my name and expressed to those 

standing behind me that she couldn’t serve them any longer and that they would 

have to go to the other line. 

I have always wondered what those in the line may have thought. Was I someone 

to be feared? Was I someone who was dangerous and caused the checkout clerk 

to panic? Whatever the thoughts might be we will never know. I felt so 

complemented because Marilyn was so excited that she just simply wanted to 

grab me and walk over to a table. 

This is exactly what she did. We sat down at one of the tables - my food totally 

forgotten - she reached across the table, took my hands and we sat together talking excitedly about nothing I suppose.  I 

do remember my hamburger got rather 

cold. 

During this period, I had noticed a 

woman hovering around looking at me 

and looking at Marilyn. I didn’t  actually 

give much thought to her movements 

the but in hindsight I wondered if she 

was kind of like a roaming mother to 

keep track of her little ducklings.   

Ultimately she approached the table and 

Marilyn noticed her standing there. As I 

was introduced as her brother from 

Australia it was clear a sense of relief 

washed over this guardian angle’s face.   

 

I suppose, and I can only guess,  this dear lady was making sure some other guy was not going to take Steve’s place. 

Green Monster From The Provo Hills 
As a young teenager I had two motivations for my personal enjoyment:  one, was to have my own telephone in my 

room and two, was to have my own radio so I could listen to music whenever I wished. The latter I built from parts I 

collected from older radio sets of those I had scrounged from the rubbish tip and the former I simply got a big “no” from 

our parents.  



With the building of the radio I had the opportunity now to play some of my little tricks.  Somehow I thought the 

conversations between Marilynn and her girl friends would be interesting – dumb me but I was yet to find out.   

How did I you ask?  Well, I suggested if they wished, I could set up a radio speaker in their bedroom and for that offer, 

the girls were thrilled.  Just perhaps, they thought, Paul has changed his ways. 

Ya right!   

Yes I did get the radio set up in the room so that they could listen to the same radio station I was listening to. But, 

unknown to them and everybody else I set the speaker up in such a way that by simply pressing a switch in my room 

that very same speaker became a microphone.  

Boy was I disappointed!  Girl conversation was boring. Very boring. 

Ah, I new plan floated in my brain. If I plan things right, I could use a microphone and speak as if I were a radio presenter 

or disc jockey as they were known in those days, and see about playing some games. So, at some point I stated:  

“We hate to interrupt this broadcast but we need to bring you an incredibly important announcement. There is a green 

monster in the Provo Hills and it is moving  down into the valley in 

particular 700 N. The only way to escape the green monster is to hide 

under your bed.” 

One problem.  

There was no “under the bed” in the girls room. Drawers were built 

underneath the bed.  

From here I can only assume what happened as reported by 

Marilyn’s girlfriend’s mother later. It seems this little girl noticed 

outside the window that the postman was walking down the street 

and she ran outside explaining  to the postman that he needed to 

hide under the bed because the green monster was coming out of 

the hills. And since there was no bed in the Felt’s house, he could 

come across the street with her and hide underneath her mom and dad’s  bed. 

Hand in hand this little girl and puzzled letter carrier walk in on a started mother. 

Marilyn did not get into trouble but I did. 

Paul Felt Jr., Hobart, Tasmania 20 June 2015 

 


