
​REXBURG​​—​​Our City, Our Story​
​Vol 2​

​A Newsletter that Celebrates Memories of Rexburg​
​This newsletter is sponsored by the Rexburg-Madison County Historical​
​Society and is published to promote and preserve the history of Rexburg,​
​Idaho. To continue to receive future volumes of our newsletter or to submit​

​stories to this newsletter, send your email response to: newsletter@rexburghistoricalsociety.org​

​What is​​“REXBURG—Our City, Our Story”​​This newsletter​​celebrates Rexburg’s historic past, its​
​buildings, its celebrations, its festivals, its sports, its culture, its people, and​​YOU​​—your memories and​
​experiences. It is published monthly and sent out to those who request a copy by subscribing to our email​
​list.​

​The Theme for this Volume is “Porter Park”​

​Section 1: Arthur Porter Park​​—A Brief History​

​Submitted by Randy Porter​

​In 1929, newly elected mayor, Arthur Porter, attended​
​a church meeting and overheard a conversation​
​between some Relief Society leaders.  They spoke​
​about the “disgusting condition” of a large property​
​south of Main Street on 2​​nd​ ​West.  The property was​
​known as the Public Square.  Set aside in 1883​
​(founding of Rexburg), it was occupied by early​
​settlers waiting to move to permanent locations.​
​Eventually, it became home to a racetrack, ball field,​
​bandstand, and bowery, as well as a gathering place for​

​public and family events.  However, by 1929, weeds, wind-blown trash, and nuisance trees had overrun the​
​square.  Mayor Porter saw two opportunities: ample property for a city park and a means to put men on​
​government “relief” to work.​

​Officials took steps to formally acquire the land. The Ricks family of Rexburg helped secure the​
​needed deed to transfer the land to the City. Meanwhile, Mayor Porter began visiting parks in Salt Lake City​
​and elsewhere.  Learning from what he saw and applying his background in plant science, he designed a​
​landscape plan to improve the area.  He traded advertising in his newspaper with several nurseries in​
​exchange for trees and other plants.  The State of Idaho nursery donated more.​

​Utah Power and Light (now Rocky Mountain Power) provided a necessary survey and later installed​
​lights.  Ken Webster of Rexburg contracted to level the land and take down the existing trees.  He was​
​injured when one of these fell on his equipment, causing him to walk with a limp for the remainder of his​
​life.  A community-minded man, Alf Carlson (Carlson Avenue is named after him), was a plumber.  He not​
​only installed the original sprinkler system but also built playground equipment, donating time and material.​

​1​



​Workers on “relief” planted lawns and trees.  They built restrooms, tennis courts, and a massive​
​fireplace.  A circular wading pool and fountain surrounded by a cobblestone wall became the centerpiece.​
​(Though the pool is buried now, the old cobblestones are still visible.)​

​Not everyone saw the value in the improvements needed.  Some decried the idea, considering it an​
​unnecessary luxury during a time of economic hardship.  A few called the project “Porter’s Folly.”​
​Nevertheless, Mayor Porter persevered, donating his time, experience, and efforts to the cause while​
​attending to the other responsibilities and duties of a city mayor, family man, businessman, and church​
​leader.​

​In 1952​​, at the urging of the women’s Civic​​Club, the Rexburg City Council adopted and proclaimed​
​a resolution naming the treasured landmark “Arthur Porter Park.”  He was surprised and a little embarrassed​
​but greatly appreciated the recognition.​

​Also in 1952​​, the Rexburg Chamber of Commerce raised $5,000 to buy a carousel in Ogden, Utah.​
​Jesse Welker handled the transaction.  Volunteers Terrell Arnold, Jerald Holly, Gordon Smith, Claude​
​Christensen, and John Atkinson drove two large trucks to Ogden.  They dismantled the carousel and hauled​
​it back to the park.  The men numbered the pieces to make reassembly easier in time for the annual July 4​​th​

​celebration.  The Jaycees operated the carousel for a decade or more, and later the C.V. Anderson family​
​operated it.​

​The Lions Club installed lights on the playing fields and tennis courts.  They held an annual​
​breakfast and fundraiser each summer for forty years.  Thousands feasted on pancakes, bacon, and​
​scrambled eggs.  Frank Webster and later Ralph Huskinson emceed these events.  Club presidents during​
​this time included Roy Summers, Charles Beesley, and Reed Bell.  The Madison Bobcats and Ricks College​
​(now Brigham Young University–Idaho) Vikings played their home football and baseball games at the park.​
​Countless little leaguers learned to play baseball.​

​In 1959​​, the Lions Club launched a fundraising campaign​​to build a swimming pool.  After many​
​years and countless swimming lessons, a splash park for youngsters replaced the pool.​

​In 2017​​, the Beehive Credit Union, led by its president​​Shane Berger, sponsored and donated a​
​pavilion for entertainers to perform.​

​In 2020​​, under Mayor Jerry Merrill's direction, red​​maples replaced the iconic weeping birch trees​
​lining South Second West using donated funds.  Donors included Blue Cross of Idaho, Val and Alice​
​Hemming, Stephen and Cari Zollinger, Rocky Mountain Power, Arthur and Elaine Porter, Randall and​
​Trudy Porter, David Porter Family, Beehive Federal Credit Union, Gary and Tricia Archibald, Matterhorn​
​Properties, Mountain America Credit Union, Artesian Sprinklers, Idaho Central Credit Union, Mary​
​Baranowsky Harris, Robert Morrell, Jessie Cammack, Mayor Jerry and Marianne Merrill.​

​Today​​, tired travelers can rest in the shade.  Families​​gather for picnics.  Class reunions meet.​
​Businesses host summer parties for their employees.  Children ride bikes.  Kids hunt Easter eggs.  University​
​students sail Frisbees, sunbathe, hang hammocks, and play tennis.  Residents and visitors walk the peaceful​
​pathways–many of them pushing baby strollers.​
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​Section 2: Porter Park over the Years​
​Then​
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​Now​
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​Section 3: Stories and Experiences​

​Everybody has enjoyed activities in Porter Park. Today it is the center for city events like “Encounter​
​Rexburg” to introduce university students to Rexburg’s thriving business community,  “Celebrate Youth,” an​
​event held in the park with many vendors giving out free goodies to trick school-age youth to looking​
​forward to going back to school, and “4th of July” activities in the park to squeeze a little more excitement​
​into one’s holiday after watching the 4th of July Parade and before the rodeo begins.​

​Porter Park has a splash park for the kiddies. It has a gigantic bucket of water that tips without warning on​
​unsuspecting children who squeal in delight at the deluge of cascading water. It has a Merry-Go-Round​
​Carousel that beckons old and young alike to ride the wooden horses as they leap up and down in their​
​prancing circle. It has a large eating pavilion for family groups and an entertainment pavilion donated by​
​Beehive Federal Credit Union. It has green spaces for picnics, shady trees for romance, and a large playing​
​field for frisbee golf and touch football.​

​The city took pride in Porter Park. This Journal entry in 1929 in the town newspaper reports:​
​Rexburg Journal​​, August 30, 1929.  (Regarding Porter​​Park)​
​City Park is being cleaned.  Dead trees cut down and piled for use by tourists.  (Tourists in those days​
​were encouraged to camp in the city park and use the wood placed there for their convenience.)​
​Ditches were cleaned and the whole park watered.  Receptacles were placed for cans and refuse left​
​by tourists and signs were put up directing those who picnic there to keep the place clean.  Drivers of​
​cars were asked to drive around and not through the park.  Several circuses performed there this​
​summer created considerable litter, but a sufficient sum was collected from them in addition to the​
​license to pay for the cleanup.​

​But Porter Park has changed over the years. Here are some memories of those who knew Porter Park in their​
​early days.​

​From Barbara Weber Harlan:​
​My memories are from the 1950s. There was a circular structure about 3 feet in height made of​
​cement and rocks. When I played there it was filled with sand. I believe it was originally used as a​
​wading pool. My siblings and I played there all the time. With the park as our own yard, we had​
​plenty of outdoor play growing up.   We loved climbing certain trees that were close to the play​
​equipment. Many family reunions were held there.​

​Sometime in the 1950s, a beautiful carousel was added on the northwest corner of the park.Then in​
​the early 1960s, a swimming pool was built which was a huge addition. The high school football​
​games added to my massive memories of that park. Porter Park was a huge part of the community​
​and so many activities were held there.​

​From Joshua Ladle:​
​Most afternoons, our family went down to the swimming pool at Porter Park during the summer. We​
​played “shark” in the shallow end with my dad. He would swim underwater and grab at our legs…​
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​we never wanted to play that game after we saw “Jaws.” We learned to swim and dive in the deep​
​end. I’m surprised that we didn’t become “raisins” after being in the water so much.​

​To warm up, we draped our bodies on the deck chairs. We bathed in the sun–what little there was of​
​it in Rexburg. It was after the era of CopperTone sun-tan lotion so now we had to wear sun screen​
​lotion. Our mother was like a pitbull with the requirement that we “covered” up. It was a great way​
​to spend our summers.​

​From Scott Dixon:​
​I remember somebody set off cherry bombs in the toilets in the park. The restrooms were in a rock​
​building close to the playing field. The whole city was upset at the vandalism but the scoundrels​
​were never caught. (Note: The statute of limitations for this event has expired. If any of you who are​
​reading this newsletter was involved, now it is okay to speak up!)​

​From Doug Ladle:​​Sports at Porter Park​
​Thursday-Night Lights at Porter Par​​k​
​It was a memory I’ll never forget. Norm Holman and Val Dalling were the football coaches when I​
​was on the Madison High School junior varsity team. We played our games at Porter Park on​
​Thursday nights under the lights. I was the second-string fullback, behind Lee Sutton who was​
​bigger and tougher!​

​Our backfield ran the “T” formation. Each backfield member was numbered: the quarterback was #1,​
​the right halfback: #2, the fullback: #3, and left halfback: #4. If the quarterback called “24 right,” the​
​play would go as follows: The fullback would fake a handoff through the 2-hole between center and​
​guard. The right half back (#2) got the handoff and lunged through the 4-hole between the tackle and​
​end on the right side of the line. The other half back (#4) would swing around wide for a fake​
​pitchout. The plays were simple but worked… usually. We still lost a few games along the way.​

​On this particular night at Porter Park, we were probably winning the game because I was playing​
​fullback, not Lee. My dad was in the stands–something unusual for him because he often had to​
​work late at our upholstery business.​

​The night air was frosty and there might have even been a bit of “steam” coming out of our nostrils!​
​Our mouth guards would get chilly between plays while we held them in our hand in the huddle. Our​
​quarterback, Gerry Daniel, called the play: “32 Left!”​

​Oh my gosh! I would get the ball! I was to go through the #2 hole made by the center and left guard.​
​All of a sudden, the night chill was no longer cold.​

​The play went as called. I got the handoff from Gerry. Surprisingly, there was a hole created by the​
​center and tackle. I streaked through it (Ho Ho…our memories can be so deceptive–I probably just​
​lumbered through the hole!) Suddenly there was an open field ahead of me. At the far end of the​
​field, I could see the goalposts and green grass in between!  I was on my way to the endzone.​
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​This was my one and only touchdown in all my years playing football. And on that night, all I can​
​remember is hearing my father… yell as loud as he could… at the far end of the stands…​​“RUN,​
​DOUG, RUN!”​ ​Thursday-night lights at Porter Park​​were never so bright!​

​Home Run Derby​
​It was the era of the home-run kings Yogi Berra, Mickey Mantle, Roger Maris, and Willy Mays.​
​Babe Ruth was the hero of our fathers. These guys were our heroes.​

​As fourteen year-olds, we watched all the games on our black-and-white TVs. Then the sports​
​network created a new audience grabber: Home Run Derby. The muscle men of baseball would​
​swing for the fences, and we ate it up. We watched so much that we began to memorize their style.​

​We mimicked their mannerisms when we played our own games of baseball. Tap the plate with your​
​bat. Tap your cleats with your bat. Dig your shoes into the dirt of the batters-box. Glare at the pitcher​
​as if you had no fear. We were now the REAL home run kings.​

​It was the week of the all-star games in Rexburg and a fence had been set up around the ball field at​
​Porter Park. In regular games, if you hit the ball over the fence it was a home run. Easy, huh!​
​On a Sunday afternoon when there were no games, we headed to the ball diamond to play our own​
​version of “Home Run Derby.” There were five of us. We took turns as the pitcher and the others​
​took turns “swinging for the fence.”​

​Whack! The first guy got lucky and hit it out of the ballpark.​

​Another player was up and another “Whack” just like the first. Like the Prince of Pride, he pranced​
​around the bases.​

​That left only three of us who had not yet earned the title “King of Swat” as they called Babe Ruth.​
​And then, “Whack!” Another one went over the fence. That left just two of us.​

​Over and over the two of us hit balls that came close but never cleared the fence. Sweat rolled down​
​our foreheads and our baseball muscles began to ache.​

​Finally, the sun was about to set and the light was fading. The others had had enough. “Move out to​
​pitcher’s mound!” they yelled.​

​So we did. It was humiliating but our best chance at success. We swung away like our lives depended​
​on hitting a home run!​

​And then. “Whack!” A home run! By the other guy!​

​I never hit a home run that day! For the rest of my career in baseball, I was really good at hitting​
​singles and doubles, maybe even a triple now and then. But I never joined the ranks of Mickey​
​Mantle or Roger Maris. I was the “King of the Pitcher’s Mound!”​
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​Section 4: Rexburg Hero​
​Lowell G Biddulph​

​This nomination of a Rexburg Hero was submitted by Stephen Biddulph, Lowell’s​
​son. His story ties together several dimensions of Rexburg: Porter Park, how​
​they used to play basketball, and an era of sports many people remember.​

​Lowell G. Biddulph first came to Rexburg the summer of 1928, after graduating​
​from BYU, where he had been a 3-sport athlete in football, basketball, and track.​
​He had been hired by Ezra Stucki to teach and coach at Madison High School.​
​The 1928-29 season was the first year that Madison High had been a 4-year​
​institution. Up until then the upper-classmen attended Ricks College for their​

​junior and senior years.​

​Lowell started from scratch in 1928, building a football and basketball team, while teaching a full​
​load of biology and physical education classes. He coached all sports without any assistants, helpers, and​
​few facilities. There was no track, no swimming pool, and no tennis courts.​​The field they used for football​
​practice was a vacant field of rocks and weeds [Porter Park].​​By 1929-30, Madison sported their first​
​football team of 21 players. That first year they won 2 games, tied 2 games, and lost 3 games. Three years​
​later, 1932, Madison won the District Championship. During his eight years of coaching football at​
​Madison, Lowell’s teams won 5 District Championships and one Southeastern Idaho Championship. There​
​were no state football tournaments at that time.​

​The first year 1928-29 in basketball, Madison won the District Championship and won the​
​Sportsmanship trophy in the state championship game.​​In those days there was a center jump after every​
​basket. Fast-paced, transition ball it was not!​​A​​team that was clever in passing could hold the ball for​
​long periods of time, a technique called “stalling.” It meant extremely low scores. For instance, Madison​
​beat Idaho Falls 17 to 8. Boring! They beat St. Anthony 56 to 3.​

​In Lowell's second year (1929-30) Madison won the State Championship and went on to Chicago to​
​participate in the National Championship. To get there Madison beat arch-rival Sugar Salem High School 27​
​to 19.​

​Lowell coached and taught at Madison for nine years, during which​
​time he fell in love with and married Ruth Hobson, whose parents​
​both taught at Ricks College. In 1937, Lowell left Rexburg with the​
​intent of entering medical school at the University of Utah, but the​
​death of their first daughter, Barbara, changed their goals and​
​ambitions. Hyrum Manwaring, President of Ricks College, offered​
​Lowell the position of coach of all sports and Dean of Men,​
​beginning the fall of 1939, to replace Clyde Packer who had​
​announced his retirement after coaching at Ricks for 22 years.​
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​Lowell accepted the offer, giving up his long-time dream of medical school. He coached football,​
​basketball, track, baseball, tennis, and swimming, as well as teaching all the physical education classes and a​
​geology class. He eventually organized a geology department at Ricks and an intramural program. Lowell​
​became Dean of Students in 1951, and then became Director of the Physical Education, Health, Recreation,​
​and Athletics Department. The department had grown from one coach in 1939, to twenty-two instructors and​
​coaches, including Charles “Tiny” Grant, Berkley “Brick” Parkinson, Don Rydalch, Glenn Dalling, and Val​
​Dalling. In 1982, Brick, Lowell, and Glenn were inducted into the Ricks College Hall of Fame, along with​
​five others, most notably Marion G. Romney, Clyde Packer, Conley Watts, and Preston Brimhall. Lowell​
​retired from administrative duties in 1972, and fully retired, along with his wife, Ruth, after the 1973 school​
​year. He passed away in March 1985, and is buried in his home town of Provo, Utah.​

​Where do we go from here with this Newsletter?​

​1)​ ​If you enjoyed reading this newsletter,​​subscribe​​to future editions​​by responding to this email​
​or sending an email to: newsletter@rexburghistoricalsociety.org.​

​2)​ ​Do you have a​​memory or story a​​bout Rexburg? Please​​send​​it to us​​to build the content of future​
​newsletters. Also, who do you want to nominate as a​​“Rexburg Hero?”​​Send your submissions via​
​email to the email address of the society: newsletter@rexburghistoricalsociety.org Your peers, your​
​families, your neighbours, and our new Rexburg residents will want to hear your stories!​
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​3)​ ​Please​​s​​hare​​this newsletter and future newsletters with your FAMILY.​​Share these stories at​
​family reunions. Forward the newsletter to your children and grandchildren. That way, the stories of​
​Rexburg and of your life will be carried down to future generations.​

​4)​ ​Please​​forward​​this newsletter to former classmates, neighbours, and friends who lived in​
​and who have memories of Rexburg​​. If you know who​​presided over your recent high school class​
​reunion, ask him or her to send this newsletter out to your classmates via email. Give them a chance​
​to contribute, to giggle, to remember, and to keep the stories of Rexburg alive.​

​5)​ ​To access past newsletters,​​please click here.​

​Our Goal​​: The Rexburg-Madison County Historical Society​
​hopes to have over​​500​​subscribers​​by December 2026. To​
​make that happen, please subscribe to​​“REXBURG–Our City,​
​Our Story.”​​Each month we’ll report on how close we are​
​coming to that goal!​
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