ANNA ABBY BRUESCH


I was born March 8, 1886 at Silver City, Grant County, New Mexico, to Johann Jacob Bruesch and Hannah Belle Johnston.  I was the 5th of 13 children.  My parents came to New Mexico from Dallas, Texas, two older brothers died there.  I was quite young when we moved out on a cattle ranch eight miles from Silver City and just one mile from Central where we lived until I was 15 years old.

Part of our house (2 rooms) was built of adobe (unburned brick), the other 4 rooms had been built of lumber.  There was a long porch extending along two sides, with shade trees in front of the house.  There were two windmills on the place, one near the house and one by the corrals—each pumped water into a reservoir, one was used to water the stock, the other one for our garden and small orchard.  We had fun playing in the one by the house.  The hills were so pretty in the spring—four-o-clocks and little pink flowers grew everywhere.  There was a big cedar tree not too far away that we played under and gathered mistletoe from.  In the fall we went about a mile down to White Water Creek and gathered black walnuts by the sack full and wild grapes for jelly.  We spread the walnuts in the attic to dry and had nuts until the next fall.


I was rightfully called a “tomboy”.  There was one older brother and five younger than I was, so I had no choice but to play the games they did.  We climbed the big old cedar tree, roamed the hills, hunted for arrowheads, rode donkeys and horses.  We had no radio or TV in those days for entertainment.  We went barefoot all summer, and the cacti were a sore trial.  I think that’s why I have such a good “understanding”.  (I wore a size 9 shoe).


Dad had a large burro called “Ike” that would carry salt to the cattle range and packs when Dad and the boys went hunting.


We walked a mile to the two-room schoolhouse in Central.  There was a high board fence around the playground and some big cottonwood trees for shade.  There was grade l through 6 with two teachers.  My first teacher was Mrs. Decker.  Some of my report cards are still around.  White, Mexican and two Negro children attended the school.  The Mexicans we knew were clean, ambitious, and very good neighbors.  I especially remember “George Washington”, a Negro boy that shot pebbles at our legs with a flipper.  My school days ended with the 6th grade.


When I was old enough to go to the 4th of July celebrations and dances sometimes at the neighboring ranches—groups of us would go on horses (our only mode of travel).  I always went with my older sister Mary, and her boy friend.  We each had our own horse and saddle.


By the time I was 15 year old our oldest sister, Mary, was married and lived nearby with her husband and three children.  As soon as school closed in May, the folks decided to travel to Oregon to make a new home.  Dad had sold the ranch and cattle, outfitted two wagons and teams and we left.  I was sad leaving Mary and her family.


Dad drove one team, and I was elected to drive the other one, which I was happy to do.  I always loved horses, and still do.  Jake and Will rode their ponies and it was a real lark for we children, singing and calling out to one another, always seeing something new, and camping every night was fun.  The weather was usually warm—I don’t remember any bad storms.


When we came to the Datil Mountains we had to camp for several days because the baby, 15 month old Georgia, became very ill.  Luckily we camped near a cattle ranch where we were able to get milk and eggs.  Will rode back a long way to a trading post to get medicine, which helped the baby and we were able to travel on.


We didn’t meet many travelers, seemed like we had the road all to ourselves until we got to the Navajo reservation.  The Indians were so curious and followed us for miles on their ponies.  When we camped at Winslow, a gentleman came to our camp to inquire where we were going.  He had a daughter-in-law that was anxious to visit her family in Hatch town, and asked if she could travel along with us, and could one of the boys drive her team, which Jake (13 year old) did.  They left before we did and we didn’t see them again until we reached Hatch town a month later.


A short distance from Winslow we came to a forked road and Dad didn’t know which to take.  A man driving a mule team came along and directed us onto the road he said led to Hatch town and Panguitch—but instead went to the Navajo reservation.  The farther we went the deeper the sand got.  The horses were so tired we had to camp early, then discovered the water in the stream was alkaline and made the horses sick.  Dad had bought some bales of hay at Winslow and when he opened them they were moldy, so the feed didn’t help any.  Dad decided that before all the horses got down, he had better find help, so he unloaded one wagon of everything and hooked up the best team and sent Will on.  He traveled until he came to Tuba City, a small Indian village, loaded up hay and came back.

By doubling teams we were able to pull one wagon ahead and then go back for the other.  I got on a saddle horse carrying the doubletrees back to the other wagon.  The noise of the doubletrees frightened the horse and I was bucked off.  My foot slipped through the stirrup and I was dragged a considerable distance, the horse bucking and kicking.  I was lucky, had only a sprained finger.  Mother suffered more thinking I would be killed.


After four or five days spent in the desert we reached Tuba City, and how thankful we were!  The horses were put in an alfalfa field and there we rested for a week, had Indian visitors every day and fresh vegetables, milk and apricots.  How we did enjoy them!


The ride down the grade to the Colorado River was exciting and frightening around the high cliffs on the narrow road where we could look down so far to the river.  Dad fired his rifle to attract the attention of the ferry people.  They came right over and took us all across safely. (Lee’s Ferry)  Then we had the Buckskin Mountains to climb and that was really tough on the horses.  Dad double-teamed again, and we camped on top in a pretty grove.  Will had ridden on ahead and with his six shooter had killed a small deer.


There was a joyous reunion when we reached Hatch town.  Jake had been well taken care of, so all was well.  The Mormon family had been real good to him and he has never forgotten them and corresponded with some of the boys for years.  We went on to Panguitch and camped there for several days near the Evans family, which was mostly girls.  Now we were meeting Mormon families and found them very friendly and helpful.  I’ll never forget the good butter, cheese and vegetables we were able to buy.


We traveled over level country and mountains without any more trouble.  The first and only mirage we ever saw was across the flats before we reached Kelton.  It looked like a city spread out before us.  We later learned that Kelton was our nearest railroad station.  We reached Raft River in September and while camped there, Bishop King and Will Eames came by, advised Dad he had better stay in Almo until spring, because the high passes we would have to cross would be covered with snow.  We found an old deserted farm close to the mountain owned by a Mr. Graham, where we could spend the winter.  We had no idea what winter meant—but we soon found out—snow and blizzards and cold!  How we kids wished we were back home!  The old log house was in awful shape and the yard overgrown with weeds, the orchard hadn’t been trimmed for years.  I don’t remember where we got the furniture we had to have—stove, table and chairs and beds—I suppose from Albion as I think that was the nearest town.  Dad bought cows, so we had milk, cream and butter.  We survived and in the spring everybody had to work and we soon had the place looking some better.  Dad decided to buy it, he liked the mountains and the snow reminded him of his Switzerland.


There was an old orchard and some rhubarb on the place, and the following summer we had a nice garden.  Mama didn’t rest until she had a raspberry patch.


Life was so different than living on a cattle ranch, we had never seen farming equipment, sleights, etc.  Dad and the boys and other help got out logs and built a better house and sheds.  The winters were always cold—with snow and blizzards.  We enjoyed sleigh rides in the old bobsled and parties and dances occasionally.


When I was 17 years old I went to Albion to work in the hotel for Mrs. Koseman, washing dishes and helping in the kitchen.  I worked all day for $3.00 a week.  That didn’t last long, Mother got sick and I was needed at home.


I met Lorenzo Durfee the following summer when he exchanged work with Dad during haying.  Renz had just returned from his second mission.  I didn’t care much for him and dodged him whenever I could.  I suppose because the boys teased me all the time.  I’d get on my horse and go to visit Melissa Johnston (sister to Eva Sheridan).  Her family lived by Castle Rock (what is called the Belnap place now).  Melissa married Charles Montgomery of Yost, Utah.  Lorenzo went to the Vipont Mines to work—hauling freight, and started writing to me.  When he came home occasionally we went to dances.  Finally on May 1, 1905 Judge Harper married us at Albion.  I was later baptized and we were sealed in the Salt Lake Temple.  We lived in a two-room log house on the hill by Aunt Alice Rice.  Elbert and Kenneth were born here.  Later the house was moved to town and Brother John Richards helped to build on a large dining room, kitchen, and three bedrooms upstairs.  The house now had five bedrooms.  Rulon, Doris, LaRae and Leland were born here.  Aileen and Naomi were born in the little log cabin where we lived each summer on the ranch, directly north of the Bruesch home.  Dad later sold this property to John Richards.


Almo was Stake headquarters for a few years, so our extra rooms were put to good use.  So many people came to stay with us for Priesthood meetings and Conference-- many times 20 or 25 people for meals and many to sleep over night.  The Toyn, Paskett, and Blanthorn couples from Grouse Creek were frequent visitors.  Renz had the yard full of teams to feed--there were no cars in those days.  I enjoyed having the basketball boys from Grouse Creek and some from Utah that always stayed with us.  Those boys would pitch right in and help.


At one conference, Amy Brown Lyman, the General Secretary of the Relief Society visited with us.  I was Stake Relief Society Secretary then.  She picked a bouquet of our sweet peas and said they were the tallest and prettiest she had ever seen.  She had dinner at our home.


A group of girls from Yost used to come to Almo for dances.  They would stay at our home.  Renz was generous to a fault—brought big crowds home to stay all night.  I remember one night we had to sit up all night, all the beds were filled with guests.  Renz was Bishop of the Almo Ward during this time.  At one time two schoolteachers rented two of the upstairs rooms, Effie Chadwick and Miss Van.  Another couple that stayed at our home often was the Kroenkes’ from Yost.


Our first real trouble came when Elbert was 12 years old.  He had inflammatory rheumatism, was bedfast for weeks, and suffered so much.  He has suffered most of his life with it.


Our family consumed lots of food.  I baked eight loaves of bread and a pan of rolls besides corn bread, pies and doughnuts every week.  The family ate what was set on the table and no complaints.  Food was plentiful but money was scarce.  I churned six or eight pounds of butter at a time.  We always had plenty of milk, cream, chickens and eggs.  I raised turkeys for a time.  We had a smokehouse where Renz cured hams and bacon, also an icehouse.  We went to Brigham City every fall for peaches, tomatoes, etc., a three-day trip in the white top buggy.  We raised raspberries, strawberries, and lots of apples.  Renz took a load of wheat to Oakley, Idaho to the flour mill every fall, and brought back enough flour and cracked wheat for cereal to last a year.  We milked 10 or more cows and always had a good garden.  We all liked our good ice cream and we usually had a freezer full every Sunday.  The schoolteachers were frequent visitors for dinner.


We sold the town house and bought Grandpa Henry Dennison Durfee’s ranch.  There we lived in what had been the granary and a log room built on.  The last four children were born there.  I never had a doctor when my babies were born.  Sister Annie Green, a little English mid-wife, took care of me and many other mothers in Almo, Elba, and Yost.  The only time we had a doctor in the house was when Rulon was dragged by a wild horse and was nearly killed.  He had a bad eye injury and broken bones.


As the children finished grade school, they had to go either to Albion or Rupert, Idaho for high school.  Elbert went to Ogden for two years and lived with his Grandpa and Grandma Bruesch.  Then Elbert, Kenneth and Rulon went to Albion and batched.  I took food and wood to them in the old white-top buggy.  In January 1929 Elbert left for a mission for the L.D.S. Church to the Western States (Nebraska).  I drove school wagon for two years to help with expenses.


Renz and the boys started building a new house.  They had it nearly up to the square when Renz was injured while getting out logs in 1933.  He was never well after that and passed away March 23 1935 of cancer.  We still had seven children at home.  Elbert took over the ranch and the children and I moved to Albion so the girls could go to the Normal school.  I took in four Normal School students at $10.00 per month each.  We stayed there two years, then moved to Malta for one year.  By this time a school bus began taking the students from Almo and Elba to the Malta High School, so we moved back to Almo to the little new house Elbert had built for us.  We lived there until Leland and Louis had graduated and had joined the Navy.  The Second World War was on then with Japan.

In November 1942 eleven-year-old Boyd became ill.  The doctor said he had streptococci poisoning of the heart.  In three days he was gone, 18 Nov 1942.  Of all the trials I had, this was the hardest to bear.


Bernus, Jay and I went to Gooding, Idaho to live with Doris while her husband, Gene, was in the military service.  Bernus graduated from high school and was married that summer, so Jay and I went to Heyburn, Idaho where we lived until he graduated from high school.  Kenneth had built a nice trailer house for us to live in.  We left there and returned to Gooding where we both had work and lived together until Jay was married and went to Rexburg, Idaho to college.  By this time I had Social Security—a small sum, but enough.  I went to Rexburg and tended Scott for Jay and Sharma one year.  The next year Delilah stayed with me and went to Ricks College.


I lived for several years with Naomi and Wallace, and then with LaRae.  I had a bad heart attack while at LaRae’s, and was in the Holy Cross Hospital for three weeks.  I then stayed with Naomi and Wally until I recovered.  I am so grateful to my family for the financial aid and the good care I received all that time.


My family had been so good to me—but I wanted to be on my own, so the family bought a comfortable trailer house and parked it at Louis and Barbara’s home.  I lived there three years until I accidentally broke my leg.  I recovered after six months spent in the hospital and in my trailer with Louis and Barbara to care for me.  Naomi and LaRae also helped.  I will be forever grateful to Louis and Barbara and my girls for the good care they gave me.


Now, thanks to my children I’m living in a nice new apartment and have everything I could wish for.  The children all keep in touch and visit often.  I have fairly good health, for which I’m thankful and can care for myself.  I just passed my 87th birthday.


Due to failing health, I had to give up my nice apartment.  I lived for a time with Aileen and Lyman.  They went out of their way to make me comfortable, and were especially good to me.  Doris and Gene made room for me in their home.  Both of them and their family have been so good to me all this time.

Anna Abby Bruesch Durfee died on February 3, 1978 in Bountiful, Utah.  She left behind a great legacy of strength and virtue.  Her many descendants love and honor her memory.
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