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Going to Marsh Basin
Told By Hyrum S. Lewis
The year 1875 is perhaps the most memorable year in my life because of the experiences we encountered. While these experiences might seem like a dream or the hallucinations of a deranged mind, they are absolutely true. In February father [James Stapleton Lewis] decided to seek holdings in the frontier; so with his son Alva and grandson Jimmie, he traveled farther West, wending his way through snow, over mountains, much of the time without even a trail. After many days they landed in Marsh Basin; this they considered a Utopia, a haven of bliss.

Snow Slide and Subsequent Dream
In a short time father and Jimmie returned leaving Alva to get logs and build a cabin to be ready for our return. On March 24th brother Isaac, who was working in the mountains was killed in a snow slide. Weeks went on and his body was not found, some days as many as two hundred men were trying to locate him. I was still six years old, and every day I walked with father the length of the slide, and how I wished that I might be the one that could find the body of my brother, Isaac. Alva was still in Marsh Basin with no means of communication, no letter or word.

One night Alva dreamed that Isaac had been killed in a snow slide, in his dream he saw the location and also discovered the body. So impressed was he that at daybreak he was on his way. He had a horse that he rode part of the time and with almost no rest he pushed on to Corinne, then 120 miles. There he found his dream was true and a few days later in the early morning he found the body which had been buried in the snow six weeks.

We were now anxious to get to our haven of rest and peace, but another disappointment was ours. The horses had wandered away and search seemed in vain, but after a long time they were found. Then a long hard journey was begun. For several days we were in sight of the snow slide which had taken Isaac's life and in imagination we could see his widow and four small children.

On June first we arrived in Marsh Basin. At that time it was most inviting with green grass in abundance, streams of sparkling water, everlasting hills surrounding us with plenty of timber and it was nearby that later man was to organize and execute the laws on the spirit of "what-so-ever ye would that man should do unto you, do the same unto him."

Neighbors, well they were few and far between. When asked how did we live, I don't know. We planted a garden, father's words were, "never had the labor of his hands been more remunerative in bringing an abundance than in this place.

Our health was good, appetites hearty. We built a log room about 16 feet by 16 feet. This was our home. Earth floors and earth roof, a fireplace and as for furniture, there was none. 

An Unusual Sharing With Neighbors
Mother had a shelf on the wall which was used for a cupboard, china closet and other things. Early in the fall a committee of one came to our home informing us of the death of a little child. There was not enough lumber in one place to make a little casket and he wanted to know what we could contribute. Without hesitation or reservation this shelf's contents were placed on the dirt floor, no paper or anything to place under them, and the shelf given to serve as a lid for that little casket. A grave was dug in the wilds, and a pole about twenty feet was raised a short distance from the grave that it might be found.

A few of us gathered and the sorrow was intense. I was there with bared head and feet, not altogether because it was sacred ground, but because I didn't have those useful articles. As we stood around this grave the only service was the reading of the prayer of the Galilean by father. This was the first death and burial in Marsh Basin.

Starting point: Brigham City, Utah

Snow slide: Ten miles north

Persons in the Company: father [James Stapleton Lewis]; mother [Mary Swenson Lewis]; Rachel, my sister; Hyrum S., writer of this sketch; Alva, my older brother; his wife and the following children: James, Williams, Wilford; Wolford, my brother.

Camping grounds and stopping places: Bear River, Malad River, Point Look Out, Blind Springs, Dillies Ranch, Curlew, Deep Creek, Pilot Springs (here Alva and his family left us and went to Nevada), Devil's Drive, Round Mountain, Kelso, Clear Creek, Raft River, Cassia Creek, and Marsh Basin.
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