Jarvis Johnson was the grandson of Francillo’s sister, Polly Durfee Roberts.  Francillo and Jarvis served together in the Mormon Battallion and this history includes information about Francillo. Jarvis moved to Beaver Dam before his death, presumably so that his young family could be near family members  (JCD).

A HISTORY OF JARVIS JOHNSON

This is an incomplete history of a great man.  Jarvis Johnson, the youngest member of company C of the Mormon Batalion; the father of my darling mother; my grandfather.

His father was Peter Johnson, his mother – Lusinie Roberts.  They were married November 24, 1824, at Bristol, Addison Co., Vermont.  They made their home at a small settlement in Addison Co. called Lincoln.   There on July, 1829 Jarvis was born.  We know Jarvis had one brother named Lemon, who came west with the pioneers, but if there were more brothers and sisters I have yet to find them.  I have faith that I will, also, that I will be able to find the history of this family between the time of the birth of Jarvis and when we find him, a bit beyond sixteen years of age, at Councel bluffs mustered in to the Mormon Batalion.

Those who knew him heard him say that he had to stretch as high as he could so that he would be tall enough to go.  At maturity he stood six feet.  Why this boy of tender age wished to go with the Batalion is not known, what is known is that he had a great love for a man Francello Durffy whom he called Uncle Frank.  I’m not sure this man was really his uncle, but mother said she was almost sure he was.  It was this man he followed in to the Mormon Batalion, in fact he followed him more or less all of his life.  Grandfather was a man with the capacity of great love, and just such a love he must have had for this man, Francello Durffy.

On June 19, 1846 Captain James Allen was issued an order to proceed to the Mormon camp and there raise four or five companies of volunteers to be mustered in to the service of the U.S.A.  On June 26, he made known his mission to the church councel.  He then went to Councel Bluffs in company with Brigham Young, here on July 1, it was determined the Batalion should be raised.  In two weeks time, on July 16, 1846 the men were enrolled and mustered in.


President Brigham Young promised to look out for the wants of the families of those men enlisted.  Thus on July 18 they bade farewell to wives, families and sweethearts and left on the march to Ft. Levenworth.  In August they resumed marching for Santa Fe a distance of 700 miles.  At Santa Fe 88 men were invalided by hardships, exposier and hunger.  These men were sent back to Pueblo for the winter where all families that had started with, had been left.  Later 55 more men, who were not fit to fight, were also sent back and the remainder of the troops set forth for San Diego a distance of 1100 miles.


Before embarking on this long march the men had been set apart by Brigham Young for different jobs in looking out for their needs.  Jarvis and Uncle Frank, along with others, were set apart as scouts for meat and other foods that might be along the way.  Jarvis told his children many stories about this time but the one he remembered best was this bear story.


One day as he and Uncle Frank were scouting and were weary from a long hard day.  They came face to face with a great grizzly bear.  Having but one bullet each in their guns, and knowing it could mean death for both if they shot and missed, and too weary to run, they sent a silent prayer to their Father in Heaven, and both fired killing the bear.  What has made this a most faith promoting story to us, his grandchildren, is that strange as it may seem, but a proven fact, when they dressed the bear both bulletts were found in the heart.  A double prayer answered in such a way as to give to man a knowledge that God was with them when they needed Him most.


Most of the way from Santa Fe to San Diego lay through pathless desert.  At a very few points, along the way could they find enough food for man or beast, and some time even water failed.  Wells sank into the floor of the desert and no rain fell.  At one time they traveled 100 miles without water.


Grandfather told the story of that time when they had no water for so long.   During the night a quick rain fell filling the tracks left by Buffalo that had passed that way.  The men fell down and drank the water, when they had finished they found the tracks were full of wigglers.


To tell more of their suffering would make a story within it’s self, but I would like to quote from the words President Wilford Woodruff spoke in 1888.  “Our government called upon us to raise a battalion of 500 men to go to Mexico to fight this battle for our country.  This draft was ten times greater according to population of the mormon camp than was made up in any other portion of our nation.  Whether our government expected we would comply with the request or not, is not for me to say but I think I am safe in saying that plan was laid by certain parties, for our destruction if we had not complied.  The members of this battalion started upon their pilgrimage cheerfully, understanding that they occupied the place of a ram caught in the thicket and were making a sacrifice for the salvation of Israel.


This song was written on the march by Livi W. Hancock.  It tells the piteous story.

Desert Route

While here beneath the sultry sky




  
     Our famished mules and cattle die.





Scarce aught but skin and bone remain






     To feed poor soldiers on the plain.





How hard to starve and wear us out

  



     Upon this sandy desert route.





We sometime, now for lack of bread





     Are less than quarter rations fed.





And soon except for want of meat





     Naught else than broke down rules to eat.





Now half starved oxen, over drilled





     Too weak to draw, for beef are dilled.





And gnawing hunger, prompting men




     
     To eat small entrails and the skin.


In the middle of Oct. 1847 Jarvis Johnson, along with other members of the battalion, who had been discharged in California not long before, entered the Salt Lake Valley, After two or three days rest he, along with thrity one other members of the battalion and a few from the Mormon camp left to return to the Missouri river.  This was the 16th day of Oct. 1847.  In this company was also Francello Durffy who wished to go back so that he could bring his family back to Salt Lake Valley.


When Jarvis arrived in Missouri he married his childhood sweetheart, Ester Ann Jackson.  He received a land grant from the government and farmed for a few years.  Jarvis and Esther had 5 children.  As the years passed Jarvis longed to return to join the Saints in Utah, so he sold everything he had and started, with his wife and children for Utah.  The year was 1859.  On the plains sickness came and Esther died leaving Jarvis with 5 small children.

His children by Esther were:

      Name                                             Born



Married




Mary Charlotte
               
 Dec. 14, 1850

                   Rais B. Cahoon

Malissa Caroline
              Feb. 19, 1853
            

      Alexander Hunsaker

Lusina


              Apr.  5, 1855

                   Denmark Jensen

William Lenman
              Jan. 27, 1857                                    Kate Wickham

John H.
                           
 Jan. 29, 1859
                                Sephena Hansen


After Jarvis arrived in Salt Lake City, Brigham Young sent him to Brigham City to help with building there as he was a fine carpenter and cabinet maker.  He found a place for his children to live and went to work.


One day he went to the home of a young widow to buy milk for his little ones.  The young woman’s name was Sarah Jane Angell Tolman.  She was the daughter of Truman O. Angell and Polly Johnson, and the widow of Benjamen Hurrett Tolman.  After Jarvis left, so her children tell, she said to them.  “There is the man I am going to marry, for I saw him in a dream”.  Jarvis went often for milk and to see Sarah Jane, they learned to love and respect each other very much.  They were married in 1861 for this life.  I say this life because not long after they were married they went to the Temple and grandfather stood as proxy for Benjamen Tolman while Sarah Jane and her three children were sealed to him for all eternity.  Then Sarah Jane stood as proxy for Esther Ann and she and their five children were sealed to grandfather for all eternity.


There was born to this marriage of Jarvis and Sarah Jane 7 children.  

        Name                                        Born                           Married

     Martha Ann

   
Aug.    , 1862
            Orson Burrell

     Race Alphalus                       
Oct.  4,  1865                 Charlette Whitworth

     Alonzo A.                            
Dec. 17, 1866
             Eva Booth

     Alice A.                                 Dec. 17, 1866                 George Seamons

     





            Harry Mifflin

                                                                              (She raised his 7 children)

     Farvis Tolman (? Jarvis)
Dec.   1, 1868                Died at Birth

     Sarah Jane                              Mar. 21, 1869                Died at 14 years

     Peter                                       Mar. 21, 1869                Died at 6 months






   
At the birth of this last set of twins Sarah Jane died leaving Jarvis again with a family of little ones.  From the Tolman history I found that grandfather was a kind and loving father to her children and Sarah Jane a fine and loving mother to his.


Jarvis, during the years of this marriage helped his father-in-law some on the Salt Lake Temple. I’ve heard my grandmother say that he made thousands of wooden pegs that went into the building of the great Tabernacle.


He was influential in the building of Brigham City.  Many homes and barns there were built by his hands or planes.  When we were children Uncle Harry Mifflin would take us, along with Aunt Alice and mother, for a ride in his old white top out along the road from Brigham to Honyville.  Mother and Aunt Alice would point out the barns that grandfather had built.  I remember how proud they were of him and the things that he had accomplished in his life.


To build with, grandfather used wooden pegs and wooden mallets. Not too many years ago a young man pulled down an old barn on his land and in the wall he found a wooden mallit with the name Jarvis J. burned into the handle.  He knew one of grandfather’s sons and gave it to him.  It was a prized possession.

Jarvis and Martin L. Ensign set up a cabinet shop in Brigham City and worked together for many years.  They made caskets for the dead, fancy ones for those that wished and could afford to pay and plain pine for those who were poor.  Jarvis and Martin became very dear friends, and each promised the other that if he lived longer than the other he would make the casket for the other to be buried in.  Grandfather died first but Brother Ensign was so ill at the time that he could not make the casket, but he did buy a nice casket and send it to my grandmother to have grandfather buried in.


After the death of Sarah Jane, Jarvis was at a loss as what to do about someone to care for his children.  A lady by the name of Mrs. White told him of a young English girl she knew, who had done nursing and housework for quite a few people, that she thought he could get to take care of his little ones.


He went to see this young 15 year old girl.  Her name was Mary Jane Ainsworth.  Mary Jane had came from England not many years before with her mother Mary Huff Ainsworth and her two brothers Joseph and James.  Mary Janes mother had died and the brothers were out on their own, so Mary Jane was on her own with no one of her own and living and working for one family and then another.  When this offer came she was glad to have a place she could stay for some time.


One year after Mary Jane came to work for him, when she was 16 years old and Jarvis was 41 years, they were married in the old endowment house Jan 17, 1870.  I have wondered many times how my grandmother Mary Jane at the tender age of 16 could have married a man so many years older than she, and with a family as large as this.  The reason, I think, or told in these words from her old mouth.  “He was the kindest, most gentle man I have ever known.  To be near him and to know him was to love him”.  I have heard her say this many times.


Mary Jane was born to Joseph Ainsworth and Mary Huff in Staffordshire England July 4, 1854.  Married Jarvis Johnson Jan. 17, 1870.  To them were born 10 wonderful children.

     Name                                                  Born                                                  Married                                                  
Mary Emereta
                             Feb.   6, 1871



Leonard W. Standing

Sarah Adelaide                              Jan.   18, 1875



Wilford Stevenson

Jarvis



  Sept. 27, 1876



Effie Busnenbark

Joseph Seymour                            Nov. 28,  1880



Katie Yates
 

Cynthia Delelah


  Feb. 20,  1884 



Harry Goodsell


Hazel Emmer                                Jan.  30,  1886                                        Alma Knapp

Myrtle Ainsworth

  Feb.   2, 1891                                         Sarah E. Cooms

Wallace Ainsworth                        Oct. 11, 1892



Died Age 20

Ruby Ainsworth

   Mar.  8, 1896



David B. Jones


When Mary Jane and Jarvis had been married about 12 years they sold everything they had and with Francello Durffy Jr., son of his Uncle Frank, and two other men, homesteaded and settled in the small valley of Bever Dam.  This was in the year 1881.  They had many hardships but were (un)wavering in their faith and love for the Church.  Beaver Dam became a ward in 1896 with Francello Durffy Jr. as the first Bishop.  From then on the little community was on its own and grew.


Jarvis and his young wife went to the Logan Temple many times and a great many endowments were done for their dead.


Jarvis was a large man, sandy of hair and beard.  Gentle and kind, and he had a great sense of humor.  To show this humor his children recall this story on Mary Jane.  He said that when he first married Mary Jane she cooked dry beans which had the usual effect.  So in fun he told her she should have taken the poppers out of them.  The next time she cooked beans he caught her trying to pick the little pink sprouts out of the cooked beans.  He asked her what she was doing and she told him she was taking the poppers out.  Every time grandfather told this story his children would length (laugh?) that grandmother would blush and act as if she were angry.


They celebrated the 50th year pioneer jubilee grandfather was one of these great pioneers who were honored.  He was given a beautiful cane with a golden handle and a medal of honor.  Grandmother wore this medal on a chain around her neck until the day she died.


Mother used to tell us when we were children that when grandmother would leave the farm and go to Logan for a day or two, that grandfather would let her sleep with him.  She told us how safe she felt when she was in the big bed with him.  The howling of the coyotes held no fear for her then.  I’m sure that grandfather was a great source of security to his family and also his friends.


Grandfather died of Bright’s Disease Jan. 28, 1898, and was buried at Brigham City.  Mary Jane was left with a young family.  Before he left her he gave her a blessing promising her that she would never want for the necessities of life and do it so well that he would be proud to call her his in the life to come.  That blessing came true in every way.  She never wanted for the necessities of life and her family was one of love, kindness and tenderness.  Their accomplishments are many and in many fields.


His family has been all their lives an honor to these parents and they have been a reflection of them both.  In gentleness, love, faithfulness to the Church, country and to their God.


Let us who are grandsons and daughters of these wonderful grandparents do honor to the parents that they made it possible for us to have.    Let’s try to retain the gentleness of heart, the love of family and of fellow men, the joy of life, and faith to Church and God, that our fathers and mothers were endowed so abundantly with.  Thank our God every day for the joy of our inheritance.  

Written by Esta Webb Brown
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