Tribute to an elegant Woman…How she helped to continue an enduring legacy, 05.11.14

Everyday thousands of babies are born into this world of happiness and sorrow. Some are to become
great lawyers, some doctors, farmers, salesmen, and even murders or thieves. Those babies will make
up all the walks of life when they grow up.
Of course not all of these people can become great and well known. There has to be the less important
man like the farmer, who works from early morning until late at night, trying to support his family and
bring his children up to be good citizens and God fearing men and women.
I am writing this biography on my father, Wilford Edward Hayden, not because he is a senator, the
governor, or a representative, but just a farmer, which not in the least matters to me because the world
needs good, honest farmers and fathers like him.
Grandfather and Grandmother Hayden came to Arizona from Missouri in the year of 1888. When they
moved to Scottsdale in 1892 there were only two other families living here. Scottsdale wasn’t much of a
town then. There were only cow trails and mesquite trees and more mesquite trees. Thus before any
farming could be done there was the big job of clearing the land. This took much time and hard work.
Wilford had four sisters and one brother. He was born March 29, 1898 being the fourth child.
For a number of years the family lived in two large tents with a brush shed between them. In this
leanway was their well. It rained more frequently; also there were no pumps to lower the water level.
Because of this the well was only eighteen feet deep.
Since the water in the well was so very cool, large jars of butter were stored down in the well. Then
once a week Mother Hayden took the butter to Phoenix with a horse and buggy to sell it.
One day when she started to leave for town the children (as usual) wanted to go with her. Now there
wasn’t room in the buggy to take all the children so it was decided that they would all stay at home. It
was agreed upon by the older children but when little Wilford got it in his head to go to town with his
Mother he wasn’t going to give up at a mere, “No”.
When Mother Hayden was about half-way to Phoenix she heard two childish sneezes. Stopping the
horses she looked under the seat. There lay Wilford as quiet as you please. It was then too late to go
back, but that trick didn’t happen very many more times.
When the boys were small and hadn’t started to school yet it was hard for them to find something to do
that would be fun and still wouldn’t get them into trouble. Most of the time, like Wilford, the children
were satisfied just to find something that would be fun at the time and suffer the consequences later.
One Saturday night after all the children had taken their bathes and Mother Hayden had curled the girl’s
hair, they were sitting behind the large range letting their beautiful long curls dry. While watching the
process Wilford had a bright idea! First he went to his mother’s sewing box. There he got a large pair of

scissors. Then back to his sisters he went. No one paid any attention to him as he crept behind the
stove. Once he was there he grabbed a hold of his youngest sister’s hair and started cutting. She
thought it great sport to see her curls fall to the floor. When he had cut her hair good and proper he
started on the next sister that was handy. This sister was older and didn’t want her hair cut. When she
let out a scream that would make one think she was being scalped, and she almost was, her Mother
came running to the rescue.
When Wilford was five he started to school. School then was held where Coronado School is now. Part
of the one room school house still stands behind the Baptist Church, over fifty years old!
It was really a sight to see all six of the Hayden children riding to school one behind the other on the
same horse!!
From the year Wilford was in the second grade and on all of the Hayden children attended the Tempe
Schools. Papa Hayden had bought them a buggy so that they made the trip quite comfortably. The
horse was left tied at a friend’s house, during school, on this side of the river. Most of the time then the
river was up so that the children had to walk to railroad bridge, since there was no bridge for buggies
and wagons at that time. It was not until 1920 that a bridge was built. Whenever a train came along,
while they were still on the bridge they would have to get down below the crossties and wait until the
train had passed over.
All boys dream of being something special when they grow up. Wilford wanted to be a cowboy.
Although it hadn’t occurred to him he was as much of a cowboy as he could ever be when he grew up.
He had been around cattle all of his life and learned to ride almost as soon as he learned to walk.
Where there are dairy cows there are always fences to be repaired or built, cattle to be moved or horses
to be doctored. Thus he became a skilled roper at an early age.
Just after a gang of cowboys came from the desert after a spring round-up they were having a beer
party at a neighbor’s house. One of the boys saw Wilford standing around wide-eyed and asked him if
he would like some beer. Of course Wilford said, “Yes.” After one swallow he went crying to his father
telling him that a cowboy tried to wash his mouth out with soap.
A few years later Wilford, Papa Hayden and some cowboys were moving cattle. When a cowboy offered
him a chew of tobacco he readily took it, put it in his mouth and started chewing it, afraid he would be
called a sissy if he didn’t. Someone then told his father. Papa Hayden rode back to Wilford and asked
him if he was chewing tobacco. Taking a big swallow he answered, “No, sir.” He was very very sick from
the tobacco afterward but if cowboys chewed tobacco it was tobacco for him, too!!
One thing the children at school enjoyed very much was for Chaplin Scott, the founder of Scottsdale, to
tell them stories of when he fought during the Civil War. Mr. Scott was a grand fellow. He liked to talk
about the many battles he was in and all the narrow escapes that he had. When he would finish telling
one of his yarns the children would start teasing him about the scars being on his back and the rear of

his donkey. They would ask him if it wasn’t because when the firing began Chaplin and his mule turned
and ran?! He was a good sport and would laugh with them about it.
Under Tempe Elementary School lived a family of skunks. In fact it was a large family of skunks. One
day while a group of boys were talking; wishing very much school was out, someone happened to think
of the skunks and said, “Why not set traps under the school and catch the skunks? Maybe the odor will
be so bad we won’t have to come to school!” It was agreed upon. That night traps were set under the
building. At first they thought someone might have discovered the traps because nothing happened.
Then a few days later when they came to school the odor was so bad that school was dismissed for the
day. At least Wilford and his friends got one day of the vacation they wanted. Most of this time was
spent in thinking of facing the principal the following day.
Milking cows was a part of Wilford’s life as far back as he can remember. When he was still just a child
he was always at the barn, when milking time came, to help with the milking. He has always liked
milking and likes to be around cows. The best of care has always been taken of the Hayden’s dairy herd.
For if cows are not properly cared for they will not produce adequately.
When Wilford was fifteen he entered the State Milking Contest for the fastest milker. He won first
place. The next year he placed first again.
In the year of 1913 the Hayden House was built. When Papa Hayden had the carpenters come out to
build the house he was only planning to have two rooms built and then later on he planned to build a
really nice house. By then all six children had been born. Mother Hayden decided if she didn’t get her
house built then she never would. It would always be put off till there was more time. She knew there
would never be time to have it done more properly and that an unplanned house was better than none.
When the carpenters were nearly finished with one room Mother Hayden had coaxed Papa Hayden into
building another. When the house was finally finished there were three bedrooms. The house was one
of the nicest and best built in the valley at that time. Wilford and his family now live in the same house
except that another bedroom has been added. The house is located on Hayden Road, which was named
for Papa Hayden.
By 1915 Papa Hayden, Wilford and his brother had built up one of the finest Holstein dairy herds, one
hundred five cows, in the state. They had raised most of their cows from calves and knew just how
much milk each cow gave and what kind of milker she was.
They had to get up at three o’clock every morning, come rain or shine and milk those cows. The cows
were all milked by hand because there were no milking machines yet. After the cows were milked, pails
washed, and cows fed, the boys had to get ready for school.
At that time milk sold for only ten cents per pound of butter fat; while now it sells for as much as one
dollar fifty cents per pound of butter fat.

Wilford spent many a Sunday afternoon on a church picnic. Families then had many parties and picnics
or some other family gathering for entertainment. Everyone who went to church attended the
Scottsdale Community Church, held at Coronado School.
For a number of years late in the summer an old tramp would come walking down the road. He always
stopped at the Hayden’s. Mama Hayden would pack him a lunch before he was on his way.
It was one evening late in the spring while Wilford, a neighbor, and his brother were out in the corrals
milking, when down the road the tramp came. The boys decided to play a very dirty trick on him. They
got their cows in a circle. When the tramp got near enough, the boys let go and sprayed him good with
milk. The poor old tramp ran down the road as fast as he could go. He never came back again.
Wilford enjoyed teasing an old Indian man, named Charlie, who worked on the place. Indian Charlie had
long stringy hair that looked as if it had never been combed. He dressed as most of the Indians dressed
then, wearing only a G-string and sandals.
Charlie’s wife did the Hayden family’s washing. She seemed to be able to take anything. One week she
did the washing expecting a baby. The next week she washed with the papoose on her back.
Wilford first started farming on his own when he was seventeen. He rented five acres of land from his
father and planted it in corn. He made enough money to buy a new Ford car for three hundred ninety
five dollars. At that time very little cotton was raised in Arizona. Mostly barley, oats, corn, grain and
alfalfa were grown.
When Wilford was nineteen he rented four hundred acres of land. It was at this time that he made one
of the worst mistakes of his life. He found while majoring in Agriculture in College and farming for
himself that farming was a very profitable occupation. He quit college with only one semester to
complete before graduating. Many times since he has regretted his actions.
After a number of year of farming for himself he went to work with the American Egyptian Cotton
Growers Association as a field man. His job was to check the cotton fields around Phoenix and see that
no cotton was sold to bootleggers. After eighteen months he quit the job being the second highest paid
man in the company.
Prices had gone up on everything. After having his Ford car for four years he traded it in on a new Buick
getting five hundred dollars for it on the trade in.
In 1923 Wilford was one of several men who introduced Short Staple Cotton into Salt River Valley for the
first time. At that time he borrowed One thousand dollars from Mr. J Rosenzweig, local Phoenix jeweler
and friend to buy an interest in the first Short Staple Cotton Gin, The R. E Blake Cotton Company.
The next four years he worked for the Anderson Clayton Cotton Compay.

When he came back to the farm he raised hogs along with other things. He bought twenty two brood
sows. The first litter produced two hundred twenty pigs. Some of these were sold for a premium price
of nine cents per pound compared with nineteen cents per pound today.
In 1929 he went back to the dairy business with thirty three head of cows which he purchased at one
hundred seventy five dollars per head. Six months later they could have been bought for half that price.
The milk was sold for thirteen cents per pound of butter fat.
Wilford bought a cute little Ford roadster the following year. It was in this little car, after milking, most
every evening that you would see him heading toward a certain young ladies home. After two years of
friendship, love and romance Wilford decided to make the biggest venture of his life. He took this young
lady, Thelma Cox, for his wife. To this union have been born seven children.
It was not unitl 1936 that he paid off the last of his and Papa Hayden’s debts from the 1920 crash!
The Hayden family suffered deeply at the loss of their dearly loved wife and mother in January of 1937.
The town, church and community all missed her spiritual guidance.
The year of 1948 was an eventful year. Wilford’s health broke down in the spring and his last child was
born that fall. This year he also lost his father. Papa Hayden did a great part in his small way to help to
build this great West to what it is today.
There was much excitement in 1949 when the new American Egyptian variety of cotton was first planted
commercially. As usual Wilford was among the first producers of this new variety. There may have
been other Pima 32 as fine as Wilford’s but his was the largest patch and attracted the most attention.
The eyes of old-time American – Egyptian growers bugged out a foot when they stopped and counted
the bolls on plants seven to eight feet tall, every one loaded with fruit from top to bottom. Of course
they were small bolls; still a field of better than a bale from each of sixty two acres was not too bad!!
Back in 1933 Wilford took thirty eight bales of the old Pima from forty one acres adjoining and that
cotton was nothing to compare with his Pima 32.
The first four bales of the cotton ginned went to the American Thread Company in a special shipment
for extensive tests.
Wilford had some fantastic offers for his seed. The seed was in great demand.
Wilford and Thelma are active members of the Scottsdale Methodist Church. They are trying hard, by
the help of God, to rear their children to be Christians. (1)

Hayden Family portrait (circa _______) From left to right: Karen Hayden Williams, Roberta Jean Hayden
Boyett, Thelma Hayden, Sandra Hayden Leslie, Wilford E Hayden, Beverly Hayden Pierce, Cynthia
Hayden LeRoy. In the back: Everette Hayden, Paul Hayden.

Hayden Farms Receive Conservation Award

Board members of the Buckeye Roosevelt NRCD were on hand to congratulate the Haydens on their
award. Pictured above, left to right, are Dick Napolitano, Corky Narramore, Wilford Hayden, Thelma
Hayden, Paul Hayden, Robert Parker and San Molitor.

In cooperation with the National Association of Conservation Districts, the United States Department of
Agriculture, and the Goodyear Tire and Rubber Co., the Buckeye-Roosevelt Natural Resource
Conservation District helped to underscore the importance of caring for the natural resources by
designating Hayden Farms near Buckeye as a “Take Pride in America Conservation Farm.” The Haydens
received a roadside sign that was posted on their 1175 acre farm in the Roosevelt Irrigation District.

Corky Narramore, Buckeye-Roosevelt NRCD Chairman, explained, “It was a very difficult decision to
make. We have so many farmers in the district that have a good conservation ethic, but we (the board)
felt that Hayden Farms stands out with their soil and water stewardship philosophy.”
The TPIA Conservation Farm Award is a nation-wide program that honors select farms featuring
comprehensive conservation plans addressing water conservation plans addressing water conservation,
soil erosion, water quality, wildlife habitat, animal wastes and other related concerns. Families
operating the honored sites are presented with a roadside sign to showcase their achievements. There
are approximately 3000 local conservation districts nation-wide and all are eligible to participate in the
program.
Hayden Farms, owned and operated by Thelma, Paul and Wilford Hayden, are Arizona natives and have
been farming in the Buckeye Valley since 1959. The Hayden family has a farming history in Maricopa
County that goes back 105 years.
The Haydens protect their soil and maintain productivity by adhering to a crop rotation of grain and
cotton. Previous to every cotton crop, fields are given application of barnyard manure to provide
organic matter and better soil tilth to the land. Their irrigation system consists of small, frequent
applications to increase the irrigation efficiency and conserve water. Concrete lined ditches are used on
all their fields and all fields have been leveled to grade.
A ceremony held at the farm featured Don Gohmert, State Conservationist of the Soil Conservation
Service, as a keynote speaker. Gohmert spoke about the importance of such programs and the
necessity of recognizing outstanding conservation farms.
Following the ceremony on the farm, the Buckeye-Roosevelt NRCD sponsored a steak fry at the
residence of Corky and Wanda Narramore.

TAKING PRIDE –Wilford Hayden, left, and brother Paul Hayden, right, stand beside their mother, Thelma
Hayden. The Hayden Farm was recently presented the “Take Pride In America Conservation Award.”

RECEIVING A PLAQUE – Wilford and Paul Hayden are presented a plaque by representatives of the area
and state SCS office. Pictured above, left to right, Joe Knisley, area conservationist with SCS, Don
Gohmert, state conservationist with SCS, Corky Narramore, chairman of the Buckeye-Roosevelt NRCD,
Wilford and Paul Hayden, and Steve Smarik, District SCS Conservationist.
Also included in this newspaper was a notification of my grandmother Thelma Hayden’s 80th birthday
celebration.

Thelma Hayden celebrated her 80th birthday at a party held at her home on Saturday, July 20th. Macayos
catered the patio party, with decorations provided by her daughters and graddaughters.
Attending the party from Buckeye were: Paul and Pat Hayden, Wilford, Karen, High, Byron and Kimberly
Hayden, Christopher Accomazzo, Chuck Bauer, Dan and Wendi Bauer, Jim and Beverly Pierce, Cheryl
Pierce, Tom Schweikart, Sandra and Kiley Sanders, Kathy and Taylor Dupont, Mikel Ray Evans, Kelli, Roy,
Hayden, Phillip and Mariah Aja, Cynthia and Kenny LeRoy, Donna and Daniel McCormick and Maria
Georgescu.
Guests from out of town were: Roberta, Brian and Hayden Boyett, Katrina and Brett Wallen [sic],
Karen, Amy and Karianne Williams, Everett, Phyllis and Lori Hayden, Brooke Towner, Ron, Tracy and
Autumn Hayden, Janet Hayden, Jerry, Sandy, Brittany, Ryan and Stephanie Hayden, Paula Jo and Mark
Baillie, Cody and Cody Hayden Pierce, Kristine, Christopher and Ryan Palmisano, Don and Hattie Mae
Cox, Mary McCormick, and Vernadell McEnroe.
This list includes her eight children, 20 of her 27 grand-children and 10 of her 13 great grandchildren.
(2)

Wow, what a great lady and what a great family. This is my impression after posting this information. I
am psyched to share with you more of this great family legacy. I am proud it is my family that I am
sharing with you.
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