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From grocery store employ-
ee, soda jerk, working in the oil
fields,BorderPatrolman, toDis-
trict Director Immigration and
Naturalization Service, St.
GeorgeresidentThomasFlenni-
ken has hadmany adventures in
his long life.

Born in 1914, he celebrates
his 100th birthday on April 10.

“I’ve looked forward to this
day for several years. It is a real
milestone in my life,” admitted
Flenniken.

Born in Vowells Mill, near
Shreveport, La., Flenniken said
that oneofhismother’s brothers
lived to be 103.

“Notmany people inmy fam-
ily lived tobe100. I’ma little sur-
prised that Imade it this far, and
I’m gratified,” he said. “I owe it
to good health habits and keep-
ing well through living the LDS
Word of Wisdom.”

His daughter, Daisy, of La
Palma, Calif., added, “My dad
has always said he wanted to be
104. It looks like he might make
it.”

Theeldestof fivechildren,he
has also seenmany changes spi-
ral around him, such as living in

a house with no electricity and
no indoor plumbing until he was
13 years old.

“My father and I built a little
house and put electricity in it.
Up to that time, we used kero-
sene lamps, had a wood-burning
kitchen stove to cook on, plus a
wood-burning fireplace,” he
said.

Several pivotal points in his
lifehappenedatanearlyage.He
hadhisfirstcarride inaModelT
Ford at the age of 7. His family
moved three times while he was
in the first grade due to his fa-
ther’s searches for employment
in the oil fields.

“My first job was at age 10
selling newspapers. It was hard
to keep a steady job not only be-
cause work was scarce but also
due to our moving. We finally
settled in Arkansas where I
went to school,” he said.

One of his most memorable
years, in the 12th grade, was
driving the school bus. After
high school, he bummed around
the country with his friends. On
one occasion, they drove from
Arkansas to Salt Lake “just to
see it.”

In a two-year period, he
worked various jobs. He was a
store clerk at Safeway, a drug

store soda jerk, worked on an
uncle’s farm picking cotton and
peas one fall, and he was a night
watchman for an oil company.

In 1932, he attended Louisi-
ana Polytechnic taking general
courses and three semesters of
French, which paid off later in
his life.

He married Erma Meadows
in1936.Hesecuredemployment
in Snowhill, Ark., as an oil field
worker. In June 1937, their
daughter Daisy was born.

When she was 16, a disaster
happened in their lives. A large
container of flaming gasoline
was accidentally spilled on him.
“I was burned from the waist
up,” recalled Flenniken. “My
boss’ wife spread lard on the
burned areas. As the doctor
cleanedoff the lard,with itcame
the burned skin. It was painful
and done without painkillers.”

He was in the hospital for
more than a month. Scars still
remind him of that day.

After returning to work, he
worked 10-hour days at 30 cents
anhour,equaling$10aweek.Not
only did he support his wife and
daughter but also his wife’s two
brothers and two sisters who
lived with them. Then Flenni-
ken’s son Bud was born in 1938.

Flenniken went to Salem, Ill.,
in 1940 to look for better work.
He worked as a clerk in a dry
goods store working 12-hour
days for $12 a week.

Since he had taken shorthand
and typing in high school, and
was secretary to the yearbook
editor, he changed jobs to work
foranoil tankcompanydoingof-
fice work and then managed its
office affairs for $90 a month.

Fiveyearsprior to these jobs,
continually looking for steady
work, Flenniken applied to be a
border patrolman on the Mexi-
canborder afternoticing the job
posting in the post office. He
took the test, scored 90 on it —
and was not hired.

“I wanted something better
than the typeof jobs Iwasdoing,
so when I saw the notice again, I
applied again, took the test and
made 90 again,” said Flenniken.
“This timeIwashired. I couldn’t
believe it when they told me I
was chosen. It was the first
steady job I had.”

On Sept.1, 1942, he became a
borderpatrolman in theU.S. Im-
migration Department of Jus-
tice. It was a major move to es-
tablish his family to live in No-
gales, Ariz.

“Mymost interesting experi-

ence when my Dad entered the
Border Patrol was when I start-
ed school in Amado, Ariz., be-
tween Nogales and Tucson,”
Daisy said. “I went to school in a
one-room school. One teacher
taught grades one through eight
mostly toMexican childrenwho
lived in the area. I got lots of at-
tention and it was a good start
for me.”

It was also a different sort of
employment for Flenniken to
adjust to, having to wear a uni-
form, carry a gun, know how to
shoot it, ride a horse and speak
Spanish.HeattendedtheBorder
Patrol Academy in El Paso, Tex-
as, for sixweeks.He learned the
rudiments of the Border Patrol
history, their statutes that had to
be enforced and theSpanish lan-
guage.

“I had never ridden a horse
until I hadhorse patrol,” he said.
“I had to learn to ride on the
spot.”

After two years in the Patrol,
heenlisted in theU.S.Armydur-
ing World War II. Prior to going
to this assignment, he attended
the University of Minnesota to
learn German.

“I thought they would send
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When it comes to the regular
routine at our house, I do my
best to keep TV time for my
4-year-old daughter, Lydia, to a
minimum. There are so many
more worthwhile things we
could be doing; plus, I’ve never
been one who enjoys the sound
of the TV simply as back-
ground noise.

With that said, however,
there are a few kid-friendly
programs she is allowed to
watch on occasion. One of
which I am a particular fan of
lately: “Daniel Tiger’s Neigh-
borhood.”

For those of you not in the
throes of the PBS Kids stage of
life, you may not be familiar
with “Daniel Tiger,” but you
have likely heard of a popular
show from the 1970s and ‘80s
by the name of “Mister Rogers’

Neighborhood.”
I’m not sure how all the

legalities of this work or who
bought the rights to what, but
“Daniel Tiger” is essentially a
cartoon version of the Neigh-
borhood of Make Believe from
“Mr. Rogers,” complete with a
comfortable cardigan and
change of shoes for the title
character of the show.

Lydia was first introduced to
this program at my in-laws’
house. To be honest, I’ve never
actually watched an entire
episode myself, though I have
caught snatches here and
there. However, shortly after
tuning in to “Daniel Tiger”
during her weekly day at
Grandma’s, Lydia started shar-
ing some rather interesting bits
of wisdom.

One of the earliest, and still

one of my favorites, emerged
when she was relatively new to
the potty training stage. Out of
nowhere she would stand up
fromwhatever she was doing
and sing the following:

“If you have to go potty,
stop! And go right away. Flush
and wash and be on your way.”

She even dramatically
thrust her hand to the front —
MoTown style —when she said
the word, “stop!” before scam-
pering into the bathroom.

She informedme that she

learned this little tune from
“Daniel Tiger.”

Another time, at dinner, my
husband and I were encourag-
ing her to eat whatever vegeta-
ble was being served that night.
As she looked at the item on
her plate, she sang another
little ditty to herself:

“You gotta try new foods
‘cause it might taste good.”

Again, brilliant. And effec-
tive. The only time I don’t like
this particular piece of advice
is when Lydia turns it around
on me, like when she asks me to
eat some strange concoction
that she has created by mixing
items found on her dinner
plate, but that is a column topic
for a later date.

I’ve since taken note of
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