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ERNEST AND PEARL BEUTLER FAMILY
CHILDREN BORN (1939 – 1955) AND RAISED IN DAYTON, FRANKLIN COUNTY, IDAHO
COMPILED BY IONE BEUTLER FOWKES, 2009
WITH ADDITIONS BY SIBLINGS
MARK, LLOYD, RUTH ANN, MY TWIN IVAN, MELVIN, LOIS, WESLEY, GARTH

ERNEST & PEARL BEUTLER FAMILY – 1956
(L to R) Melvin 9, Ruth Ann 14, Garth 1, Mamma, Lloyd 16
Wesley 5, Daddy, Mark 17, Ione & Ivan 12, Lois 7

ERNEST F. BEUTLER FAMILY FARM, 1963
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ERNEST & PEARL BEUTER FAMILY – 1959
(l to R) Top Row: Mark 20, Ruth Ann 17, Ivan & Ione 15, Lloyd 19, Melvin 12
Bottom Row: Lois 10, Garth 4, Ernest & Pearl, Wesley 8
DAYTON FARM BEGINNINGS, 1927
(Ernest) The fall of 1926 cousins Felix Feller and Arthur Moser came to see if I would like to work with them topping
sugar beets. We worked about a month in the fields of Linrose, Idaho. While there I learned of farms being sold in the
Dayton, Idaho, area and told my father. I was now a young man and did a man's work.
It was Indian summer—beautiful sunny weather in December 1926 after we were all through with the sugar beet harvest
in Linrose—when a Logan real estate man came to North Logan with Jim McNeal, Father's friend, and talked about farms
for sale in Dayton, Idaho. Jim McNeal had previously worked in the country and knew the various soil types in the area.
When we showed a little interest they made an appointment to take us up and show us the farms. After looking at several
farms my brother, Walter, and I purchased the Jim Cragun farm with lighter, sandy loam soil of 112 acres, 60 acres with a
share of water per acre, 17 acres dry farm and 35 acres waste land with an open machine shed and a lean-to chicken coop
built on the south end. The price was $7,000. Father borrowed $1,000. We paid $700 as a down payment on the farm and
we used the $300 that winter to buy a team of horses, a two-section harrow and a four-inch rubber-tired wagon.
Walter, age 24½, and I, age 23, moved onto the Dayton Farm 21 March 1927 with three horses, a wagon, two sections of
harrow, and a hand plough. I had purchased a $55 pickup before we bought the farm. Walter loaded some furniture on the
pickup and drove it up and I drove up the wagon. (When we went home to visit in North Logan we drove the pickup and
sometimes the connecting rod bearings got loose, so we'd stop and take up the slack in the bearings so it wouldn't clatter
too much and go on our way.) Walter and Loverill were married 26 May 1927 and Father gave Walter a cow and her
father gave her a cow. After we got moved, I brought up a heifer I had previously purchased. Later we raised pigs and
chickens. Walter and Loverill lived in the chicken coop. They scrubbed it, fixed it up and wall papered it. I put up a tent in
the open shed and slept there until the two-room home that Walter and I built was completed the next summer. That first
winter I wore my only two pair of overalls and got along fine during the day but even with socks on at night it was hard to
keep warm. Later, that first winter when all the farm harvesting work was finished, Walter milked and cared for the cows
and his father-in-law, John Kemp, a Utah State Senator, hired me to work for him in Logan. He had about 2,000 chickens.
I lived at my home in North Logan.
We had three hail storms that first year. When we first moved to Dayton the ground was run down and a lot of farmers
were losing out. They borrowed from the bank and had to pay so much each crop year. The bank foreclosed on many. The
bank president was not honest. I was at the bank to make a payment and he said we hadn't paid the last year. He asked for
a receipt and I told him he hadn't given me a receipt, but had recorded it in the book. “Let's see the book!” He said, “No,
it's not here in the book.” I'd seen Walter's and my name in the book and insisted that he turn back, and there they were. I
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then insisted on a receipt! When Heber J. Grant dedicated the addition to the church house 15 November 1930, he blessed
the land and after that Dayton farms began to flourish. But 1934 was a drought year and we only got four ton to the acre
on our sugar beets so Walter cared for the farm and I went to Strawberry and Logan Canyons for logs for lumber to build
Walter and Loverill’s large new home.
I met my future wife, Pearl, through my sister, Irene, Christmas 1932. After two years of courtship, we were engaged to
be married, but her Bishop called her to serve a mission. “What shall I do,” she asked? I said, “You go and I'll go, too, if
our sugar beet crop turns out good.” Our beet crop production was the highest it's ever been before or since—24 ton to the
acre! She received her call from President Heber J. Grant to the Northern States Mission. Three months later, I received
my call to the same mission and left for the Mission Home in Salt Lake City 3 December 1935. Pearl served in Iowa and
Illinois for 18 months; I served in Ohio and Wisconsin for two years under Mission President Bryant S. Hinckley, (father
of President Gordon B. Hinckley). Pearl taught elementary school for another year in Hyrum, Utah, after she returned.
Pearl and I were married 16 June 1938 in the Logan Utah Temple and lived in Walter and Loverill’s little two-room home
with an outside entrance basement with a little “Monkey” stove to heat up laundry water. While on my mission Walt’s
large new home was built.
(Pearl) My mother, a sister and I scrubbed the little home, wall-papered and painted, put linoleum in the kitchen, a
Congoleum rug in the bedroom and new curtains and blinds at the windows. We had an end table to put a radio on, a
“White” sewing machine, a new coal stove, a new kitchen table with four chairs and a bedroom set. We were comfortable
and happy. We had cold running water in the house, no hot water tank, no bathroom, no refrigerator; but we did have
electric lights and a coal stove that I had to clean every morning the year round before I made a fire. If I didn’t, the fire
wouldn’t burn. Money was scarce; times were hard; we raised a garden, fattened a steer and bottled the meat. We had
plenty of milk and cream and always made our own butter. We had no telephone bill to pay, but could use the telephone
over at the railroad depot in an emergency. Water was 90¢ a month. We had to buy coal and used some wood.
While Ernest was in the mission field, Walter purchased a used 21 horsepower Allis-Chalmers model B tractor for $135.
Otherwise, they did their farm work with horses. They farmed 60 acres of irrigated land and 35 acres of dry land. Ernest
had a knack for driving horses and had great respect for his workhorse teams.
1944 was an eventful year! Our twins were born, totaling five children and we desperately needed a larger home. After a
lot of effort and looking, Ernest learned that Jack and Mike Archibald’s farm that bordered our farm to the south was
being sold. Ernest talked to Jack about buying the farm. Jack had already bargained to sell to Shirley Mitchell so Ernest
talked to Mitchell and offered him $500 more for the deal. Mitchell accepted and we bought the farm. Ernest and Walter
put all the land together; divided it in half and each took half of the expense. Walter stayed on the original farm to the
north and Ernest took the farm on the south. The land on this farm had a two-story house with a small cellar. There were
two large rooms downstairs and two upstairs. A stairway went upstairs from the one room and down to a basement fruit
room (cellar). We dug a hole for a basement and due to a shortage of lumber because of WWII we moved our little house
over on the foundation for our large kitchen. We added a hallway, bathroom, and laundry room. From the hallway, stairs
went up and down. We did not get moved over until Fall 1945. Two things I was grateful for—our electric stove and
furnace that was fueled with oil and soon we purchased a refrigerator. These conveniences I've always appreciated.
--------------------------------------------------------------------(Ione) The Ernest and Pearl Beutler family consisted of six sons and three daughters. Our dairy farm was one mile due
east from the church house, through the fields that is. The railroad tracks were out the lane and across the road from our
home. The road was known as “Beutler Boulevard.” Uncle Walter and Aunt Loverill Beutler’s family of eight children
lived on the farm to the north and ours was to the south. We lived on a dairy farm growing alfalfa, grain and as the cash
crop, sugar beets plus chickens for their eggs which we sold to the Utah Poultry Association in Preston until it cost more
to feed them than we received for the eggs, but that was okay by us kids as we hated cleaning each egg. Daddy and Uncle
Walt’s cow herds were Guernsey, high in butterfat. (Other dairies in Dayton were mostly the black and white Holstein
cows.) The morning and evening milking schedule for the cows did not vary. (Mark) Dad and Uncle Walter were of Swiss
descent and were perfectionists in their farming—straight rows, no weeds in the fields, nor the corner of the fields nor on
the ditch banks and the fence lines were tight and orderly. We thinned our own sugar beets. I (Ione) started thinning sugar
beets when I was eight years old in 1952. That first year I thinned one-half acre and was paid $6.00. We were paid for
thinning and topping, but not hoeing. I hoed weeds out of the beets the year before I thinned which would have been at
seven years of age. The girls hoed most of the beets because the boys were hauling hay and later grain. We got three crops
of hay which we baled in round bales (not big ones like they have today. Most farms in Dayton had square bales.)
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These drawings from the “HISTORY OF THE WALTER BEUTLER FAMILY 1927-1969”
are used by permission from cousin Henry Beutler, December 1994

(Ivan) After the backbreaking job of thinning sugar beets, I always looked forward to haying!

Ernest Beutler on hay wagon
with Jackson Fork

Daddy and Wesley in
front of Jackson Fork

Ivan on Derrick Tractor, 1965

BEUTLER ROUND BALE HAYSTACKS

Melvin, Garth, Wesley - 1965

Ione with sons, Raymond & Douglas and brother,
Garth on combine harvesting wheat - 1970
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These drawings from the “HISTORY OF THE WALTER BEUTLER FAMILY 1927-1969”
are used by permission from cousin Henry Beutler, December 1994

ERNEST F. BEUTLER’S PRIZE GUERNSEY COW DAIRY HERD, LATE 1960’S
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PICKING BEANS at 2½ Cents a Pound— (Ione) Ruth Ann, Ione, Melvin, Lois, and Wesley picked pole beans (green
string beans) during August. (Wesley) We’d pick the beans into white cotton sacks; when full, we’d tie the top closed and
carry them to the top of the field to be weighed and recorded. (Ione continues) Ivan never picked beans, but helped with
the grain harvest. We picked for Lorna Phillips, Eldon Shepherd, Rita Kirkbride, a little for Thurman Griffith, Nash in
Linrose and sometimes in town, Preston, in between Lorna Phillip’s pickings. People in town got behind and needed to
get that bean picking off the vines and couldn’t get the good workers so they’d bring a pickup truck over to Dayton for our
transportation. We met up on the highway and railroad corner at 5 o’clock in the morning and boy was it cold in the back
of the truck at that hour. Nadine Phillips and I were top pickers in the field (just over 400 pounds in one-day). Lois claims
her highest bean picking was 500 pounds. They were ready to finish up and she said she couldn’t weigh in yet. She went
back in the field and two or three came to help her so she could get her 500 pounds! Her goal was to pick as many as Ione
and Nadine Phillips. Wesley was a good picker, faster than Lois; Melvin was fast also. None of us fooled around; we
worked hard in the fields.
(Ivan) Each summer we boys would try to find some time to spend a day and night up in Dayton Basin. One trip we
(Mark, Lloyd, Melvin, Beutler cousins Henry and Sheldon and I) took up to Dayton Basin was with the little B-tractor
with the wheelbarrow fixed on the back of the tractor with our supplies. On the way up we drove over a rattlesnake and
Lloyd got the rattles. At camp Lloyd was frying bacon in an old frying pan Mamma let us take with a handle that was not
tight and turned, which it did when Lloyd tried to pick the pan up and hot bacon grease burned his hand with third degree
burns! Later, I was standing there close to the fire trying to get warm and my leg felt very warm and when I looked down
I saw that my pant leg was on fire and I hollered out! Mark grabbed me and threw me in the creek. He wrapped a cloth
around my leg. We were going home the next morning and I was anxious to tell about my burn and that I’d caught a fish!
When Mamma took the bandage off my burn, off came the skin with it, but Lloyd’s burn was much worse
than mine! I have a burn scar on my ankle to this day!
HARVEST VACATION – 2 WEEKS IN OCTOBER— (Ione) We worked in the SUGAR BEETS “thinning” (with a
short-handled hoe),”hoeing” (using a longhandled hoe to hoe out the weeds), and
“topping” (harvesting) beets. (Mark) Yield
was generally between 16 and 20 tons per
acre. I always enjoyed the sugar beet topping
because we had quite a crew of people
working together, making work interesting.
Uncle Walt’s family and Joe Hansen’s family
would come down and Les Jensen in earlier
years. (Ione) I doubt that Joe Hansen was any
more well off than our family, but we thought
he was kind of rich because he’d stop at the
one little Dayton store on the way down to top
beets to buy penny candy and sometimes soda
Our mechanical “MARBEET SUGAR BEET HARVESTER,” mid-50’s
pop and he would share it with us. (Mark
continues) Delwyn Hansen was my age and we worked hard, but had a good time. There were always practical jokes
while we were loading beets and the older kids were laughing and talking. It was a break from school and an enjoyable
time even though it was hard physical work and at times cold and muddy.
We had an early winter in 1955, my junior year of high school, and some fields of sugar beets were frozen in the ground,
then it snowed! It wasn’t until December that we had a thaw! I had been playing some high school basketball, but was
never as good in basketball as my younger brothers and was not on the main team. That ended my basketball playing. I
believe both Lloyd and I stayed out of school to help those few weeks of late harvest. Uncle Walt had said “Ernest, your
beets will yield better than mine, let’s harvest yours first.” We borrowed a small Caterpillar track mounted crawler tractor
from our neighbor, Virgil Archibald. (Lloyd) I remember it to be Bill Binggeli’s crawler tractor, a Cat Twenty-two. (Mark
continues) It was used to pull our WD tractor and beet topper up and down the rows because of the muddy conditions.
Dad had a truck and Uncle Walter still had sugar beet wagons which were pulled out of the fields with the Caterpillar.
That was a cold, miserable few weeks. Dad did get all of his beets out; Uncle Walt still had about five acres that he was
unable to harvest before winter set in again. At this time Dad probably raised about 30 acres of beets. The reason that they
didn’t get their beets out on time was because first before topping theirs, they had gone up and topped beets for Uncle
Goff Schwartz and others with the topper. This put them late harvesting their own fields. There were also other farmers
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who had their beets frozen in that year. Sugar beet harvest did not begin before October because the frost increased the
sugar content. Sugar factories weren’t open until they were satisfied with the sugar content of the beets through testing.
(Mark) When in high school in the mid-1950’s a mechanical sugar beet topper was purchased and I was seldom needed
for beet topping. My beet vacation was spent working for other farmers. (Lois) I never did top sugar beets because we got
the topper, but I did ride behind the topper. The first topper threw a lot of beets over the beet box so Uncle Walt rigged a
long board behind the topper with a screen so we could sit on the board and with our beet knife pick up and throw in the
screen the beets the topper missed. Every beet was precious. If too many beets were left at once we would have to walk
behind to make sure we got them all. Wesley, Garth and I spent many hours “following the topper.” (Mark continues) I
did some beet topping at first and then later began “bucking potatoes,” which is hand loading the sacks of potatoes that
the pickers have bagged onto trucks and unloading them in potato pits where they were stored until sorted and sold.
(Ione) During October school was officially out for two weeks known as “Beet Vacation” and after the mechanical sugar
beet topper came and sugar beets were not topped by hand, most of us worked picking up potatoes and then it was called
“Harvest Vacation.” During my junior year (Oct 1960) Nadine Phillips and I were “potato picking partners” for Albert
and Jack Moser and Tom Joe. We were paid 6¢ for each sack of potatoes, (two buckets per gunny sack, each partner
picking up a bucket, then one would hold the gunny sack open and the other would dump both buckets. We’d trade off the
dumping of the buckets and the holding of the sacks.) Since we worked as partners it would be 3¢ each per sack. We
made more money than anybody else in the whole high school, even more than our history teacher, Coach Doug I. Hunt,
who was paid by the hour bucking potatoes. (Nadine Phillips who worked so fast in the fields with me died of multiple
sclerosis in 1993, a month before her 50th birthday after suffering many years and losing the use of her limbs. (Lois) I
picked beans and I picked up potatoes with Wesley. After Ione and Nadine Phillips left, we were the fastest in the field. I
think our top was picking up 400 sacks in one day (200 at 6 cents each or $12.00 each). We worked for Albert Moser and
a lot for Kendall Balls.
A Sugar Beet Story— DAD’S FOOT INJURY, 12 September 1960 (Ivan) I had just started my junior year in high
school, Fall 1960, at the age of 16 and had spent an exciting day with the students of West Side High School on
Rattlesnake Mountain applying limestone to make the “W S” on the mountain. The school bus delivered us home as usual
at the end of the school day. We kids came home expecting everything to be as usual, but little did we know that we were
in for a big change. As we rounded the corner to enter the house back door, I noticed that our green Chevy farm truck was
parked with the door opened in the turn-around in front of the barn. That was odd because Dad never left doors opened or
machinery in the middle of the turn-about. I thought he was not parked, but on his way somewhere and expected to see
him inside the house. However, he was not in the house and neither was Mom. There was not a note on the table, so I
went out to see if Dad was in the barnyard. As I passed the garage, I saw Dad’s shoe sitting there ripped wide open with a
pool of blood in it. I went to the truck and there was more blood on the running board and on the floor of the cab. Now I
was in a panic!
We called the hospital to learn that Dad had been helping with cleanup on the new Dayton Ward church house. They had
been hauling debris from the building site in preparation for landscaping. It was the last load and Dad was at the dump.
Beginning to unload, he had engaged the pump to lift and dump the load. Then he stepped out of the truck as the bed was
lifting. The truck seemed appropriately located, so he turned to step up into the truck. Just then he felt a sharp pain in his
foot and his first thought was that someone had accidentally shot him in the foot. Actually, what had happened was that
the power-take-off shaft from the engine to the hydraulic pump had detached at the universal joint, and had swung around
and struck Dad’s foot. He looked to his foot and saw his shoe was torn open and nearly ripped off. He got in the truck and
drove home, got Mom and headed to the hospital. That’s where we found them when I was summoned to the hospital.
At the hospital, Mom told me that they were preparing to leave for the Logan Hospital, so I received instructions from
Dad who spoke in an unusual low faint-toned voice, “Ivan, tomorrow morning at 3:30 a.m. our last water turn starts. Put
the water on the harvested barley field with the young alfalfa below the top beet patch by the three large willow trees, then
when you’re ready to receive the water switch to irrigating the sugar beets. It’s our last water turn for the season, so don’t
over water. Keep moving across the beet patch; it will go quickly. The milk cows, Rose and Millie, need to be
inseminated. You’ll need to keep your eye on Brindle as well. She should soon come in heat. I don’t think I’ll be home
for the coming beet harvest so it will be up to you and Melvin to work with Walt and Sheldon to get the sugar beets
harvested.” I had walked into the hospital anxious, and now I was walking out heavily laden with the responsibility to run
the farm. I knew we would never be able to replace Dad, but I felt confident that Melvin, 13, and I could get the essential
work accomplished with the help of Uncle Walter and cousin Sheldon.
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The next day I took the water turn irrigating beets all day; Melvin did the morning milking. I could see the distant image
of my schoolmates completing the “W S” on the side of Rattlesnake Mountain. Each day before school, Melvin and I
would arise at 5:00 a.m. to get the milking started. At 6:45 a.m. Melvin would leave me to finish up in the barn and
quickly eat the breakfast Mom had prepared; then he’d join Paul Bingham in a cross-country jog and workout for track. In
the evening I would stay at school for football practice and Melvin would do the milking with the help of Wesley, age 9.
Soon it was time to harvest the sugar beets. I helped Uncle Walt and Sheldon hookup and prepare the beet topper. I was
so grateful that Uncle Walt was there to give leadership for the harvest. We started topping the end rows on the beet patch
west of the canal between our home and Uncle Walt’s. I took the first truckload to the sugar beet factory in Whitney since
they were not yet quite ready to receive them at the Dayton railroad beet dump. When I returned, the beet topper was idle.
Sheldon and Uncle Walter were not there. I assumed they’d gone early to dinner so I went to dinner as well. Before I had
finished dinner, Sheldon came with the bad news that Uncle Walt was at the hospital and was being moved to Salt Lake. I
thought he was kidding! Finally Sheldon convinced me that the impossible had happened! It would be Sheldon, Melvin
and me, who would harvest this year’s sugar beet crop. It turned out that Uncle Walt had been cleaning the pick-up wheel
on our Marbeet Topper with the pick on the end of his beet knife. Contrary to his customary prudence for safety, Uncle
Walt had left the wrist strap on his knife around his wrist making it impossible to let go when the knife got caught
between a couple of the pick-up teeth. As the tractor rolled forward it pulled his hand into the two rotating disc blades and
cut between his index and middle fingers up nearly to his wrist. Now Uncle Walt, Dad (Ernest), and Uncle Goff Schwartz
(who had helped with the harvest of our beets for the last several years) were all in hospital beds in Salt Lake City. Uncle
Goff was in the Veterans hospital for a long awaited double hernia repair. (The first hernia had gone well, but the second
one nearly took his life; he eventually survived it and lived some 35 or so more years.) Dad did not stay at the Logan
hospital, but was sent directly to Salt Lake. Now Uncle Walt was at that same hospital as Dad for surgery with awful hand
pain. Since all of the grown-ups were in Salt Lake hospitals and our immediate older siblings, Mark, Lloyd, and Henry
were on missions, it was all up to Sheldon 16, Melvin 13½, and me (Ivan) 16½ to harvest our entire sugar beet crops!
We succeeded in completing Uncle Walt and Dad’s sugar beet harvest! Melvin and I would start milking early. About
6:30 or so I would leave Melvin to finish chores; I would eat breakfast and go get the topper started. Wesley, 9, would
follow the topper to pick-up stray beets, and Sheldon would usually get his chores completed and start hauling or “spill
me off” to haul before the last outfit was loaded. We were still using the old beet wagons as backup between truckloads
and tire repairs seemed frequent. I remember going over to O.K. Tire in Preston. Earl Kirkbride treated us very well and
tried to move our work to the front of the line. “These boys are doing men’s work and need a break,” he would tell the
other customers if they seemed amenable. I felt of worth and was encouraged by Brother Kirkbride. We were only boys,
but by our fathers we had been taught to do the work of men. Well that is, we did the work, but forgot about keeping good
records, and Dad returned in the spring to a dairy herd of cows coming with calves, but it was anybody’s guess just when
the cows would actually freshen. With the exception of such details, we had done quite a work!
At the hospital, Dr. Hess told Dad the bones on the top of his foot above the arch were not only broken, but also a large
section of them had been cut out and were missing. He indicated that this would require a bone graft and then later, a skin
graft, but Dad asked if the bone would not grow back in and heal of its own accord. Dr. Hess indicated that it had never
done so in his experience or to his knowledge to someone of Dad’s age and that a bone graph would simply be necessary.
Then he learned about the faith of a simple farmer, one of the Lord’s “mighty men” who labored with his might for the
welfare of his growing family. Dad said, “You are a high priest and so am I. We know that miracles do happen, and no
bone graft will be necessary!” Dr. Hess said he believed in miracles, but they’d wait and see, since they would need to
string up the toes and wire them out in their normal position while the wound to the foot was healing. Then they could go
back for bone grafting. When the wound was healed in the spring, the shadow in the x-ray revealed that the space was
actually filling in with bone. The doctor learned that from the mouth of this humble farmer came words that were not idle!
1. MARK JOHNSON BEUTLER LIFE SKETCH (Born 14 May 1939)
As I approach my 70th birthday, May 2009, I feel life has been good to me. Joyce and I often state
how blessed we are. We love and enjoy our children, our grandchildren and our home. It is our
family that brings us joy. We joy in their happiness and sorrow at choices not in keeping with gospel
principles.
I was born on Mother’s Day, Sunday, 14 May 1939. I am the oldest of nine children (5 brothers & 3 sisters). I was born at
home on a farm in Dayton, Idaho, in a small two-room home where I lived the first six years of my life. An adjacent farm
was purchased and when six years old we moved to the two-story house on that farm which was being remodeled and
enlarged. This was the house which we loved and called “home” and in which we children grew to maturity. I echo the
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sentiments of Nephi, “I was born of goodly parents;” parents, who taught us by example, were completely honest in their
dealings with others and worked hard to provide for their family. The gospel of Jesus Christ was taught and lived in our
home. As a small boy I enjoyed the often repeated stories from an illustrated children’s Bible and other stories told by
mother as she did her ironing. We were taught to pray. Regular church attendance was expected. Weekly family nights
were held which included a gospel message, stories or games, and a special dessert. Priesthood blessings were given in
our home and I and all family members felt the power of healing from these blessings.
At the age of six I began attending school. I had two particularly special life-long friends, my first cousin Bob Schwartz
and Delwyn Hansen. Together we attended church, scouts, elementary and high school, worked, dated, and were college
roommates. As I got older, time for study at home was limited, livestock needed feeding, cows needed milking, crops
needed harvesting and fields needed to be prepared for planting, all of which I preferred to school work.
As I grew through childhood, I enjoyed associations with my cousins. Playing night games on summer evenings and
sleighing down the canal bank in winter times with Uncle Walt’s children were always fun. I enjoyed skiing behind the
tractor with my brothers and after milking and cleaning the concrete slab in front of the barn, there was time for a
basketball game with younger brothers before going in for the evening. Spending time and an occasional sleepover at
Bob Schwartz’s house was also special. I looked forward to Ward Relief Society bazaars and to movies shown in the
recreation hall during winter evenings. I enjoyed scout outings with friends. I always looked forward to Christmas, my
favorite time of the year. As I grew older I enjoyed hunting and fishing with my brothers and/or friends, although these
activities were limited because of the workload on the farm which I enjoyed for the most part. I also enjoyed playing high
school basketball and football and appreciated good teammates. I received the outstanding football player award in my
junior year of high school and graduated in 1957.
May of 1959 following two years of Civil Engineering at Utah State I was called as a missionary for 2½ years to the
Swiss-Austrian Mission from where my Beutler Swiss ancestors came. I was thrilled to be going to their home country of
Switzerland. Upon arriving in Basel, Switzerland I spent the night in the mission home, then was put on a train to Linz,
Austria, the following morning. A few months later this mission was split into the Swiss and Austrian Missions; I
remained in Austria never working among the Swiss. I had good missionary companions and was pleased to see the
change and happiness brought into the lives of those converted to the gospel of Jesus Christ. I am thankful for the
opportunity of serving as a missionary and testify that the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints restored through the
Prophet Joseph Smith is true.
I completed my Mission, returning home in early January 1962. To avoid being drafted into the armed forces (Cuban
Missile Crisis), I enrolled in the semester just starting at BYU in Provo rather than taking a chance at being drafted while
waiting for the start of Spring Quarter at USU. Jack Joe, a close boyhood friend also attending BYU, had recently returned
from a mission to Hawaii asked me to come to his work to meet Joyce Sanders, a southern girl from North Carolina, also
working at the BYU Book Store. My life with Joyce, whom I love and appreciate, began with our marriage 14 September
1962 in the Logan Utah Temple. On 17 October 1963 Mark Alan, our first of seven sons and one daughter, was born.
Those following were: Adam, Wayne, Keith (deceased as a baby), Neil, Heidi, Seth and John.
April 1965 following graduation from USU with a Bachelor of Science degree in Civil Engineering began what would
become an almost 42 year career with the Bureau of Reclamation. I was pleased with a beginning annual salary of $5,990.
After completing my Engineer-in-Training Program, rotating through the various Branches in the Central Utah Projects,
Provo Office, I was assigned to the Drainage Branch. Work consisted of obtaining soil structure and permeability in the
field and designing drainage systems for agricultural lands. December 1967 I transferred to Pueblo, Colorado, and began
work on the Frying Pan-Arkansas Project having been promoted to a GS-11, Hydraulic Engineer. While in Pueblo we
purchased our first home and I served as 2nd Counselor in the Pueblo Ward Bishopric. Our stay in Pueblo was short-lived
due to funding restraints and my position was one of three declared surplus to the needs of the project.
I began work 31 August 1969 in Grand Island, Nebraska, on the proposed Nebraska Mid-State Project. Although this
irrigation project was never constructed I gained valuable engineering experience and knowledge performing preliminary
plans for the project. The Grand Island Office was well-managed and I enjoyed fellow employees all of whom
demonstrated good work ethics. While in Grand Island, I served several years in the LDS Church District Presidency, then
served a year as the LDS Grand Island Branch President.
On 23 May 1976 I again began work in the Provo, Utah, Office where I would remain until retiring from federal service 3
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January 2007. We purchased a house on four acres in Mapleton, Utah, which became home to us and our children. For 4½
years I worked on the Duchesne River portion of the Colorado River Water Quality Program and I was happy to then be
transferred to the Operations and Maintenance Branch. I purchased a used RV trailer which allowed me to participate in
the initial filling of Red Fleet, Currant Creek, Enlarged Strawberry (Soldier Creek Dam), Upper Still Water, and
Jordanelle Reservoirs. While working in this Branch I had many other assignments pertaining to the operation and
maintenance of Reclamation dams, reservoirs, canals, pipelines and aqueducts throughout Utah and the Green River
drainage portion of Wyoming.
At the age of 52 I experienced shortness of breath during physical exertion followed by minor chest discomfort. An
angiogram showed blockage of the main artery approaching the heart. An unsuccessful angioplasty followed by a second
angioplasty a few months later caused scar tissue making matters worse. I feel my life was extended by successful triple
bypass surgery in May of 1991.
In December 2001 I applied for and was selected as a Project Team Leader in the Provo Area Office and was promoted to
a GS-12 Engineering position. The water quality studies that I became so tired of 25 years before were the basis for
construction of projects I would now oversee. These projects replaced several hundred miles of open irrigation canals and
laterals with pipelines. Mapleton 4th Ward church callings have been many. I have served as ward membership clerk for
the past three Bishops. I am now retired and have built homes for two of my sons with their help.
2. LLOYD JOHNSON BEUTLER (Born 2 August 1940)
My name is Lloyd Johnson Beutler. I was born on Friday, August 2, 1940; the second child and
second son of Ernest Felix Beutler and Mary Pearl Johnson Beutler. I have one older and four
younger brothers and three younger sisters.
I am not certain whether my earliest memories of mortality are real memories or if they are memories of things told to me
later in life by word and picture. I had a happy childhood, the company of brothers and sisters, lots of cousins, farm
animals, and tractors and equipment. Among my earliest memories are going to the barnyard with Dad. I remember the
cows and calves, cats, dogs, and chickens. It seems that Dad would take Mark and me outside with him frequently. I
remember being walked over by a cow, which didn’t hurt me but scared me. I remember riding the Allis-Chalmers B
tractor to the field with Dad sitting on the wide seat while Dad went to change the water. I thought that if I had a chance I
could drive this tractor and go exploring.
For the first several years of my life we lived across the lane from Uncle Walter Beutler, so my life was full of cousins.
Six of Uncle Walter and Aunt Loverill’s eight children, five daughters and one son were older than me, and two sons were
younger. I can truthfully say I never remember having an argument or fight with any of these cousins, even though we
lived so close to them. They were a great influence for good to us and much of my success in life can be traced to their
stellar example. The girls were often our babysitters and Laurn, ten years my elder, was always held up as an example of
how we should behave. We worked side by side with Uncle Walt’s family and often in the summer evenings we played
games of “Hide and Seek, Run Sheep Run, and Kick the Can” with them. We also went swimming with them down at the
canal bridge three or four times a week during the July and August heat. Henry, who was six months younger than me
and a year later starting school, was one of my best friends all of my life, and in later years, Sheldon, four years younger,
has also been a great friend. In addition to Uncle Walt’s family, who were always our next door neighbors, we enjoyed the
Uncle Goff Schwartz cousins, (Aunt Irene Schwartz was Dad’s sister) who lived in Dayton three miles from us.
I attended school from grades 1 thru 6 at Dayton Grade School. All of my teachers were local people who knew our
family. Grades 7 and 8 were at the Junior High end of the West Side High School building in Dayton. I graduated from
West Side High in 1958 having had a good education. School was easy for me and I enjoyed all of my years in school.
Our schools were small enough and the teachers so dedicated that you could be in the band, play on the football team, etc.
just by showing up. During my senior year I was senior class president, as well as president of the LDS Seminary.
On Sunday following high school graduation I boarded the train to Weiser, Idaho, nearly 400 miles away to attend
Western National School of Heavy Equipment Operation, which was a boarding school. Following completion of this
schooling, I worked as a heavy equipment operator, equipment mechanic, and over the road truck driver for several years
while I was studying accounting in college. This was something I really enjoyed, and I still do enjoy being around the
equipment and mechanical things.
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In 1960 I was called to the Northern California Mission. At that time this mission covered all of California from
Sacramento north into the south part of Oregon and from the northern California coast east to Elko, Nevada. I was
released from my mission early because of health concerns and did not return to complete same.
At this point let me express my gratitude for good parents. We were raised in a home where we were taught by precept
and example. Family prayer and Family Night (now called Family Home Evening) were practiced without fail. Our
parents taught us gospel principles. Then we saw them serve faithfully and well. In the wintertime when there was not the
pressure of irrigation turns and crops to tend, temple attendance was always at the top of every week’s list of things to
accomplish, for both Mom and Dad. Dad often went several times each week. We didn’t see or hear bickering or
complaining in our home, rather we saw love and dedication to truth and correct principles.
In 1961 I married my high school sweetheart, Kandis Coburn, in the Logan Temple. That was the luckiest day of my
whole life. We have now been married for 47 years and have been blessed with six sons and two daughters, as well as 20
grandchildren. Our children are Curtis, Steven, Karen, Bryan, Brent, Julie, and twins—Matthew and Michael.
At the end of 1962 I quit construction work and truck driving, with its travel, odd hours, and uncertain work schedules
often dictated by the weather, to become an accountant (except for an occasional trip here or there). I have heard it said,
and I believe it to be true, “Find something you like to do for your life’s employment and you will never have to work a
day in your life.” I have been so blessed. During my career I have worked for some good employers. For example, I was
employed for 25 years as the Financial Controller and Chief Financial Officer at Jetway Equipment. In addition to
managing the accounting function at the manufacturing facility in Ogden, I traveled extensively throughout the United
States and to the far corners of the world, and made a living to support a wonderful family.
Membership and activity in the LDS Church has been an integral part of my life. I have served in many callings including
Bishop and a counselor in the stake presidency and am currently serving as stake patriarch and a temple ordinance worker
in the Ogden Temple. I hope along the way I have also been a good friend and neighbor and a noble husband and father.
I have been blessed and healed many times in my life by Priesthood blessings and have also had the privilege of blessing
others in like manner. I want all who read this short life sketch to know that my testimony of the truthfulness of the gospel
of Jesus Christ as practiced by The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints is among my dearest possessions.
3. RUTH ANN BEUTLER JENSON GREGORY (Born 10 August 1942)
I grew up in Dayton, Idaho, and have many fond memories of my childhood years with my eight
brothers and sisters. My parents, Ernest Felix and Mary Pearl Johnson Beutler both served missions to
the Northern States. Their mission president was Bryant S. Hinckley, President Gordon B. Hinckley’s
father. We loved to hear stories of their missions. They loved the gospel and taught it to us in our home.
My first recollection of life in Dayton is the basement of the old Dayton church College Days, 1963
in a Sunday school class with Myrtle Eck and Edna Hulse as my teachers. I was probably four or five
years old and felt as traumatically insecure as the 18 month-old nursery children do in primary today.
But I distinctly remember the love I felt from these two dear sisters as they comforted me with games
and songs such as “Button, Button, Who Has the Button” and “Jesus Wants Me for a Sunbeam.” My
next memory is as a first grader in 1948 with eight grades in the yellow three-story brick Dayton Grade
School. I have fond memories of grade school. There was no electric bell; the principal came out and
2nd Grade, 1949
rang a large hand bell when it was time to go in from recess. Grade school was dismissed 1½ hours
early on Monday for Primary and the bus came to the school, picked us up and took us to the church house. After Primary
we ran over to the high school with our younger pre-school siblings and all got on the school bus to go home.
I am sure my grandchildren would really think that I lived in the “olden days.” I was in fifth grade in 1953 when I first
watched television (black and white only). Hart Music Store of Preston brought a television to the school so that we could
view the inauguration of the new president of the United States, Dwight D. Eisenhower. Our family got a TV in 1957. Of
course every house had to have an antenna on the roof and it made for a fun game in the car when our family traveled to
Salt Lake or Ogden to see who could count the most TV antennas. We didn’t have watches like children do today. I got
my first watch for my high school graduation present. When we were hoeing the sugar beets in the summer we watched
for the 11:30 a.m. Greyhound bus to go by and then we’d guess when an hour had passed so we could go home for dinner.
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One day when only my brother, Ivan, and I were hoeing sugar beets, Ivan began complaining how hungry he was, but I
insisted that it was not time to go home for dinner because we hadn’t seen the Greyhound bus. Finally we saw the bus so
we headed for home, but it was the 4:30 p.m. daily bus! Needless to say we were starved and hot! Also, we didn’t have
plastic water bottles; instead we all drank out of the same glass gallon jug wrapped with a wet gunny sack to keep the
water cool when working in the sugar beet field. But as I look back, those were the “good old days” and are wonderful
memories!
The 7th and 8th graders from Weston, Linrose and Dayton were bussed to the Clifton school. My favorite teacher was
LeRoy Archibald who taught us the parts of speech through diagramming sentences. That knowledge has been very
valuable to me throughout my life. At Westside high school, I enjoyed the Home Economics classes taught by Mrs.
LeArta Hammond. They were cooking and sewing classes taught only to the girls. Under her supervision, I tailor-made a
wool suit and won 2nd place in the “Idaho Make It with Wool Contest.” I was elected FHA president my senior year.
After high school I studied at Utah State University in Logan, Utah, and graduated with a Bachelor of Science Degree in
Food and Nutrition. At the end of my junior year, I received the “Home Economics William Danforth, I Dare You
Award.” Bill Jenson who served in the same mission as my brother, Ivan, looked me up at USU and he convinced me to
marry him instead of me doing a dietary internship in Seattle, Washington. We were married in 1964 and I completed a
Master’s Degree in Food and Nutrition while working as a teaching assistant with the Foods Department at USU. When
Bill graduated from USU we moved to Boston, Massachusetts, where he worked on a master’s degree. About a year later
upon receiving a letter from his parents that they were ready to sell the family farm, we moved back to Bear Lake Valley
where Bill taught high school at Soda Springs, Idaho, and dairy farmed.
In 1981 Bill suffered from a logging accident and passed away leaving me with eight children under 16 years of age and
expecting a baby! During the ensuing years I felt the tender mercies of the Lord and was able to raise my nine children on
that dairy farm. We had a heavy debt load but with the help of the Lord, my parents, brothers and sisters, friends and
neighbors throughout the Bear Lake Valley, I was able to raise my nine children and see each graduate from college and
eight serve missions for the church. We trusted completely in the Lord and we all worked very hard to make a living; but
it was a blessing for me to work side-by-side with my children and be “a stay-at-home-mom” and “a stay-on-the-farmmom” with my children. My siblings have written about life on the farm in Dayton and that it was hard work but it
prepared me for my newfound (never desired) occupation as a dairy farmer. I was named “Grassman of the Year” for Bear
Lake County in 1992 and honored when our dairy received the “1996 National Dairy Quality Award.”
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In the year 2000 my youngest child was a freshman at Ricks College and I was still dairying, now partners with one of my
sons, when I met Morris Gregory from Cub River Idaho, a widower with nine married children. I knew he was a good
man and when he asked me to marry him, I accepted. We were married in 2001. After 19½ years as a single mom, life
was dramatically changed for me. Morris and I served together as officiators in the Logan Temple for four years and then
received a mission call to the Singapore Mission. We served in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia. It was another opportunity to
experience again the tender mercies of a loving Heavenly Father. We are now serving again as temple officiators and are
enjoying life together. I loved the people of Dayton of my childhood and have special memories tucked away in my heart
of the good people who lived there!
4. IVAN FELIX BEUTLER (Born 4-4-44)
It was the morning of June 10, 1968 on a beautiful sunshine day and the fields and hillsides were
bursting forth with new growth encouraged by the spring showers. I don’t remember doing the usual
morning chores, only that I dressed in a state of high anticipation, hopped in my Mercury Comet and
drove a couple miles to the home of Eldon and June Bingham near the banks of the Bear River at the
bottom of “Preston Hill.” Just like the Beutler home, Bingham adults were scurrying about to dress in
their Sunday best. Lucy was ready and we were soon cruising down the highway on the east side of
the valley headed south for the Logan Temple. All along the way farmers were in their fields
working, but there wasn’t a soul in the Beutler and Bingham fields because Ivan Beutler and Lucy
Bingham were getting married!
Another busy morning had occurred just twenty-four years earlier at the small home where my twin sister and I were born.
Ernest Beutler had completed morning chores and was now at the sink shaving, but his mind wasn’t focused on his
whiskered face. Nor was he overcome with terror at having to dress and feed five children less than five years of age. That
was worry for another day; instead he was contemplating a more immediate concern. It was Sunday, May 7, 1944 in
Dayton, Idaho (population 49 or so) and the folks in town were still marveling about the birth of “Pearl and Ernest
Beutler’s twins!” Suddenly Dad’s mind was quickened as he exclaimed, “Let’s name them ‘Ivan and Ione!’”
I inherited a childhood home in the semi-arid desert of Dayton, Idaho. Between me and what would have otherwise been a
life of poverty stood my Father—son of an immigrant, steadfast in faith and industry, and my Mother—with love and
virtue enough that covered beyond our dwelling. There was also rain from heaven—not so much as to take away our
humble prayers, far too much afternoon wind, a modest yet elegant dairy herd, a couple of horses and dogs, at times too
many cats, more beet fields than is good for the human back, and enough alfalfa to build a glorious haystack.
I shall never forget the cherished associations of my uncles and aunts, cousins, boyhood friends, Primary, Sunday School
and seminary teachers, priesthood and scout leaders. At age 10 our Guide Patrol leader was Ida Phillips. She taught with
life stories and our eyes must have been the size of silver dollars on the day she related her experience of the previous day.
At her chicken coop gathering eggs she reached her hand past the curtain into the chicken nest. Expecting the cluck of a
hen, her ears smarted instead when a rattlesnake sounded its’ warning! She was brave! With pitch fork in hand she drove
the snake from the nest and slew it! For boys of tender age she was a hero; her goodness remains in my memory today.
On a Friday evening after school in the late fall (after beet and potato harvest) our scoutmaster drove us up Cub River
Canyon until the snow was too deep to go any further. We each heated a large rock in the fire, wrapped it in a sweatshirt,
placed it in the bottom of our sleeping bag for warm-keeping, and left for a moonlight hike. One unfortunate scout in our
number heated his rock too long. Upon retiring to bed he discovered that indeed his bag had not burst into open flames as
our scoutmaster had cautioned, but had smoldered his sweatshirt and the bottom foot and a half of his bag into ashes! We
all had lessons to learn. A fire building exercise had been planned and when it came time for each patrol to make their
fire, two scouts and I slipped into the darkness to the other side of the field. While the patrols were still setting their
wood, we quickly lit a very large fire. Just as we had anticipated, the entire troop came to see our fire. Meanwhile we
slipped around in the darkness and scattered their wood. We felt cool! That is until our scoutmaster called out in the
darkness “mockery of the scout oath” would not be taken lightly! In the end it was an important, but unpleasant lesson to
learn. Little did I know at that time that one day I would go to this scoutmaster and ask for his daughter’s hand in
marriage! Yes the scoutmaster was Eldon Bingham, Lucy’s father.
Perry Phillips was our explorer scout leader for about 3½ years. We were becoming more capable to organize and carry
out a scout program and the biggest undertaking was to plan and work to earn money (sell candy, thin and hoe sugar
beets, stack pea vines, etc) and travel to the Seattle World’s Fair. These were great experiences and my fondest memories
are of the association with Perry, the other leaders and the young men—36 of us ages 14 to 18 for much of that time.
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After Lucy and I married, I completed a master’s degree at Utah State University, then an advanced degree at Purdue.
Since then I have served on the faculty at Iowa State University, University of Missouri, and now at Brigham Young
University. It has been my privilege to teach young adults at each of these institutions. But I feel that perhaps my greater
influence has been with the Aaronic Priesthood youth at the five different wards I have served in, and now with the young
married couples of the BYU 99th Ward. My greatest joy has been to be a priesthood leader in my family, married to Lucy
and with her, raising our family of six children (five sons and one daughter) and 18 grandchildren. Reflecting on my
testimony with its roots in the good people of Dayton, Idaho, I see images of “God moving in His majesty and power!”
5. IONE BEUTLER FOWKES (Born 4-4-44, twin of Ivan)
I had a wonderful childhood being born and growing up in Dayton, Franklin County, Idaho. My
parents were excellent examples for us children. We all worked together very hard on our family
dairy farm of Dad’s prize Guernsey cows with sugar beets being the money crop. The Guernsey
cows made ours and Uncle Walter’s dairy farms unique as most farmers had the black and white
Holsteins. Daddy and Uncle Walter on the farm joining ours to the north shared a lot of their
machinery and work. As cousins, we were very close. In the winter we went sledding down the
“hollers” (hollows) of “Five Mile “Crick” (Creek) in the bottom of our fields and played ice hockey
on the dam. The Uncle Goff and Aunt Irene Beutler Schwartz family also lived in Dayton about
three miles from us on the west side highway toward Weston. These cousins were also good
friends. Rosanne was my age and we were good friends all through school and to this day.
There was a large group of 13-15 girls and 10-12 boys in Dayton that were Ivan and my age. Ivan and I were always close
friends. We were involved in summer 4-H with wonderful volunteer leaders from Dayton which culminated taking our
projects to the Franklin County fair at the end of the summer and two years of 4-H three-day camps at Bear Lake and up
Cub River. There were primary and mutual activities— earning “Individual awards,” girls’ camp, all girls’ dance festival,
traveling road shows and the stake “Promised Valley” production my junior summer. At school I was involved in many
activities—Ivan was student body vice-president and I was student body secretary our senior year. I studied and worked
hard to be a good student and graduated salutatorian of my class in May 1962.
I worked in the summer at USU as secretary for Professor D.C. Tingey in the agronomy department which was a great
opportunity. Ivan chose to attend BYU so I went also and met my husband and received my Associate degree May 1964.
I made a good decision when I married in the Logan Temple 6-4-64 to my eternal companion, Elliott Jay Fowkes, from a
ranch on the Bear River just to the north of Evanston, Wyoming. He was older than me as he had his bachelor’s degree in
science and math, had been drafted in the army for two years and served an LDS Mission in Brazil. As I received my
associate degree, he received his master’s degree. At the end of the summer we were on our way to Coalinga, Fresno
County, in the middle of California in the San Joaquin Valley—“the bread basket of the world” once the aqueduct was
built. Coalinga was also oil country. Jay became a professor in science and math at Coalinga Junior College now known
as West Hills College. Coalinga was a small branch so we had much opportunity to serve in the Church. Coalinga was in
three different stakes (Fresno East, 70 miles NE; Visalia, 68 miles east and Hanford, 50 miles east) over the years as the
church grew and more stakes were organized and we were very involved with all of it. Jay served as 1st counselor in
Coalinga Ward’s first bishopric and 1st counselor to Bishop Laurn Beutler, Uncle Walter’s oldest son, then Jay was called
as the third bishop just as the 2nd phase of our church building, the chapel, was built and was ready for dedication. During
this time Coalinga had a big 6.7 EARTHQUAKE on 2 May 1983. He became very much in demand as Bishop and as the
college geologist. We had no structural damage done to our home, (only cracks in walls, broken china, wall pictures, etc.),
but only two of the original 50 buildings downtown Coalinga were left standing when the rebuilding began. Jay and I
were invited all up and down the state the next two years as Bishop Fowkes or as Dr. Fowkes speaking and conducting
“Preparedness Seminars.” While a Bishop in 1982, Jay received his doctorate degree. He served as 1st counselor in the
Hanford Stake presidency for 9 years. I served as primary president 8 years, 2 years as Relief Society president and my
love was 17 years working with the 11 year-old Blazer scouts in Primary and advancement chairman of our troop
committee with our two oldest sons becoming the troops first Eagle Scouts with nine more boys following. I received the
“Boy Scout Sequoia Council Medal” and we received the “Tachi District Scouting Family of the Year” award. Our 4 sons
all received their Eagle Rank. We raised 8 good children—Raymond, Douglas, Nathan, Carolyn, Kendall, Valerie, Angela
and Emilee and all excelled in school. Our sons all served missions; they all 8 graduated from college without debt with
bachelors degrees, two have masters and all but two are married. Our children all hold temple recommends and are very
successful in their work and our daughters are stay-at-home moms. As of this date July 2009, we have 13 grandchildren
and 4 more announced of which 2 are twins!
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In 1991 Jay was awarded a Fulbright Teachers Exchange to Crowborough, East Sussex County, England SW of London.
So off we went with our four youngest children for about a year of a most wonderful adventure living in England! We
also toured 9 countries of western Europe. I could never have imagined in my youth the places all over the world I would
travel! I then taught early morning seminary for all the Coalinga high school students in one class for 11 years until our
last child graduated. The Fresno Temple was dedicated April 2000 and we served as temple ordinance workers 9 years.
One lifelong project was finally culminated after an intense, stressful and challenging year (2008) of practically nothing
else. My husband and I printed 5 Family history books—mostly the stories, biographies and auto-biographies with family
group sheets and many pictures of our families. Then we had two weeks to pack up our large family home that we built
ourselves in 1972-73 on five acres in the low hills just outside of Coalinga and have it ready to be house-sat by a young
family of six (4 boys). We entered the Senior MTC in Provo, Utah, for two weeks and have now (July 2009) served 3
months of our 18-month Recife Brazil Temple Mission. My husband speaks Portuguese from serving in the Brazil South
Mission many years ago, but I do not, so I am diligently studying on my own. We are one of two American temple
missionary couples. What a wonderful experience we are having here serving our mission in the temple!
Great blessings come from making wise, righteous choices and in choosing an eternal companion. Our lives have been
richly blessed! We have witnessed many miracles large and small in raising our children and in the church in Coalinga
area. And truly I was blessed from my childhood teachings and examples from many wonderful people in my home,
church, school, the community and surrounding communities of Dayton, Idaho!

6. MELVIN ERNEST BEUTLER (Born 8 January 1947)
(submitted separately)

7. LOIS BEUTLER PALMER (Born 22 July 1949)
On July 22, 1949 a major thunderstorm threatened as I was welcomed by six
older siblings! My earliest memories are of my family. Mark was the older brother I looked up to as
being able to do anything. Lloyd was a tease and told great stories. Ruth Ann was proper and
could take the place of Mama. In Jr. High and after his mission Ivan became my confidant. Ione was my bed pal. She
rocked me to sleep when I was little and read the Book of Mormon to me when she began Seminary. Melvin was always
bigger than me, especially when I learned to drive and thought I should be able to, but he was oldest. We learned to
appreciate each other when we were in high school and dating and shared more of the same friends. Wesley and Garth
were always my best buddies. We would play “house” and then “Cowboys and Indians” or “Cops and Robbers.” Our
bicycles were a great means of travel to work in the fields, go to a ball practice or to visit a friend. Work, family,
neighbors and church events were our life. We all worked hard as we thinned and hoed sugar beets, hauled hay, helped
with the garden and canning and kept the yard and home cared for. I am grateful to my parents who taught us to enjoy
work. Mama was a great storyteller and would tell us character building stories while she ironed. She taught me
homemaking skills that I have used all my life. Daddy was a hard worker who also taught me to enjoy music. The gospel
was taught and lived in our home. My childhood was peaceful and happy!
I had a great class that I went all through school with: Christie Phillips, Marva Page, Rhea Jensen, Christine Griffith, Jane
Nuffer, Marilyn Balls, Richard Bingham, EllenSue Shepherd, Carl Haslam, and Milton Perry. As I grew older more
people were in my life. We knew everyone in Dayton and even as a teenager I felt a great bond and appreciation for our
neighbors and ward members. Our telephone had three other parties on the line. We were not allowed to listen in on their
conversations but talk was always interrupted by someone else picking up the phone to use it. One of our favorite beet
field games was to describe a family and see if the others could name them. Being one of the youngest of the family I
knew all the friends of my older brothers and sisters and I was included in many activities. I remember the Sunday School
party when we went roller skating in Logan and the one for Ivan’s class that was the first time anyone had eaten pizza!
One vivid memory was practicing for hours for the “All Stake Dance Festival” in Salt Lake with David and MaryAnn
Smart as dance directors. We did the Rumba and wore purple ruffled dresses and the boys wore ruffles on their arms. The
stake took three buses of kids to participate. It was a great event!
I was involved in as many activities as I could be in high school, including drama, track, FHA, Pep Club, and choir. I
enjoyed learning to be Student Body Secretary with Lucy Bingham as my tutor. We had great teachers. Summer was 4-H
and girls soft ball. I graduated from Seminary and West Side High in 1967.
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I attended Ricks College where I met and fell in love with Joel Palmer. It was amazing we had lived all of our lives seven
miles apart and our mothers had served in the stake Relief Society together for twelve years, and we had to wait to meet at
Ricks. Joel and I were married July 26, 1968, in the Logan Temple. Our first year of married life was at Ricks College.
Joel was student body vice-president so we were involved with all the events, activities and dances. To earn enough
money to live we were also head residents of Sergeant Arms Apartments, and over-night we became parents of 36 boys
who were our age. I graduated with an Associate Degree in 1969 before we transferred to Idaho State University. We
were college students during the years of Kent State, Viet Nam, Hippies, Flower children, ratted hair, and mini-skirts.
In 1970 Joel’s Dad and Mom asked us if we would take over the farm in Preston and continue education at Utah State. It
was always Joel’s dream to have a little farm and teach school at the same time, so we said yes. So back to the farm!!
We had no place to live so we lived with Joel’s parents (where Melanie was born) until we found a little house that the
hospital was selling. We had it moved under the willow trees in the pasture and I had my first carpentry lessons!
Joel was busy with the farm and school at USU. During this time, Mama, Pearl Beutler, was Stake Relief Society
President and I was a counselor in the Stake Primary. Joel was in the Elder’s Quorum Presidency and we were Ward
Dance Directors. Our young men and women danced in three Regional Dance Festivals. Joel finally graduated from USU
with a degree in Business Education in 1972 and the Monday after his Saturday graduation Nancy Lyn was born. I didn’t
set out to be a milk maid but we soon found that in order for us to have any time together I would need to help with
milking and other chores. Joel became a great dishwasher, cook and fruit canner. With everyone together milking was
usually pleasant. We remember our little family sleeping in the truck while Joel and I took turns baling hay all night,
sewing on last minute 4-H projects, Sunday dinners with Grandpa and Grandma Palmer and the great times we had with
Palmer and Beutler cousins. Bryan Joel was born in 1974 and Nathan Beutler Palmer in 1977. We rented a lot of hay
ground, increased our cow herd, and worked long hard days. In 1979 Benton Hal was born and Joel had his first of three
knee operations over the next five years. I was Relief Society President in 1980 which only lasted for a year as the ward
boundaries changed and Joel was put in the new Bishopric. Holly Elizabeth was born December 1982. In 1984 I was
awarded Farm Bureau “Farm Wife of the Year Award!”
1984 was a tragic year! The national dairy buy-out was in progress. We were forced to sell out or reduce our production
by 1/3 which meant we dropped cow numbers by 2/3’s. Sadly many small dairy herds in Cache Valley disappeared. We
opted to reduce our production so Joel returned to USU to recertify and I also returned to continue my education. Melanie,
not yet 14, with her brothers and sisters, did a lot of the milking that spring. In April while vaccinating the calves, Joel
flanked a calf to get her down and she landed on his knee causing a full open knee surgery and I became the summer
farmer, expecting in September. It was a summer of hard work and miracles. We were renting a lot of ground for our hay.
Milk prices were low, so with the buy-out and the farm netting no money that summer and another knee surgery Joel
decided to use his teaching degree. After much prayer and searching we accepted a job in Monticello, SE Utah, and life
for the Palmer family took a 180 degree turn! After enjoying living with Beutler and Palmer families all around us, a
drastic change of this kind was like a death. The only bright spot for awhile was our baby, Niels Joel, who was born the
day we loaded the moving truck in September. Then we began our journey into the wilderness. It took time, but we did
adjust to neighbors and Dad at school. We were at the top of a cul-de-sac neighborhood with 50 children. The neighbor
boys close around soon learned if you wanted to play with Palmers you had to get the work done first. I instigated many
projects with neighbors and friends—sleigh riding, making apple sauce, 4-H cooking and sewing, trips to Canyonlands
and local tourist sites, picnics and gardening. We had a wonderful ward and caring neighbors in Monticello. After
spending one summer in Monticello, we realized that was not the lifestyle we wanted. From then on we had the best of
two worlds—life in Monticello for the winter and life on the farm with family for the summer! But 1986 was a hard
summer as Joel returned to USU summer school. The older kids and I milked our leased cows at Winn’s Dairy morning
and night and at Uncle Wesley’s at noon. For three summers we camped in our own little home in Preston and slept in the
hay shed on bales of hay with old springs and mattresses. Many nights we told stories and sang songs. Our last summer in
Preston was 1990. We were sleeping in the hay shed the night Lois Joelyn was born.
In 1988 we bought a larger home at the bottom of the street in Monticello and it has continued to be a work in progress.
Our projects helped us all learn about electrical work, plumbing, carpentry, sprinkling systems, yard care, garden and
chickens. After Joelyn was born and Joel was working on his Masters at BYU we lived with Grandma Beutler in Dayton
during the summer. The older children moved pipe for Uncle Wesley. For several years I was crew boss for all the cousins
as we hoed and pulled weeds in peas and beans. The children learned to be precise as they worked with Wesley though the
summers were long and hard, but great bonds were formed and cousins appreciated. We picked and jammed Grandma
Beutler’s large patch of raspberries all summer long. These were wonderful years both in Monticello and Idaho!
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In Monticello, Joel became night manager at the local grocery store and for 13 years he worked and hired many students
including four of our children. About 1992 our family began catering which became a family business. We also acquired a
cleaning job at the high school and a local business which became a family project that lasted a long time to help support
our current serving missionary. The family projects also resulted in two great family vacation highlights—LDS church,
including the Hill Cumorah Pageant, and American history sites back East in 1996, and in 2002 visiting my brother Garth
in Germany and the sights of Europe for two weeks!
We are proud of our children. They have been good
students and have had a special relationship with their
Dad teaching at their school. We have had sterling
scholars, leads in drama plays, football and basketball
players, state cross country runners, student body
officers, prom attendants and received honor
scholarships, all state awards, drama awards, band solo,
ensemble awards, Eagle Scout and sports awards. Even
with our summers away, we have held many church
positions and have supported six children on missions.
Because it is so rarely heard of in today’s society, I think
it is worthy to note as Joelyn, our youngest, graduated in
2009 we had students in school for 35 years.

JOEL & LOIS PALMER FAMILY, December 2008
Bryan, Nathan, Niels, Benton; Lois & Joel
Melanie, Nancy, Holly, Joelyn, 2006

Days and weeks have flown quickly by with new
experiences and challenges: children leaving home;
college; missions; six foreign exchange students,
marriages and grandchildren. The years have been good
to our family. They have not always been easy; we have
been blessed with our fair amount of challenges and
health issues that have served to strengthen our
testimony that Jesus Christ lives and loves us. We are
grateful to have the fullness of the Gospel of Jesus Christ
to steady and strengthen our journey.

8. GEORGE WESLEY BEUTLER (8 May 1951)
BEUTLER FARMS—THE NEXT GENERATION

I was the eighth child born in Preston, Franklin County, Idaho, to Ernest and Pearl Beutler of Dayton.
The only person I ever remember calling me George is Aunt Loverill Beutler. I am known by Wesley or
Wes, for the most part. Our home is located on what is now designated as 4200 West which runs
parallel to the railroad tracks. There was a railway station at the intersection of 4200 W. and 1200 N. I
recall my mom taking food out under our front trees to hungry train hitch-hikers that were referred to as
“tramps” or “bums.” There were livestock corrals enclosed by wooden fences at the train station.
Railroad ties were used for the posts and 2”x 10” planks were attached with nails to complete the
enclosure. My friends and I spent many Sunday afternoons playing wood tag at these facilities.

Ernest Beutler’s Family Residence Lane (looking west) with train, cows and Mom’s Vegetable Garden, 1961
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I attended grade school at Clifton Elementary in Clifton, Idaho. Our class was smaller than the average in the West Side
School District. The Weston class my age was combined with the Clifton class and we all attended the Clifton Elementary
School as well (4th – 6th grades). We averaged 30 students, 10 of which were of the male gender. Our teachers were: 1st
grade Mrs. Nelson, 2nd grade Mrs. Eleanor Sant, 3rd grade Mrs. Alta McCombs, 4th grade Mrs. Corbridge, 5th grade Mrs.
Edna Koeford and 6th grade Mr. Blair Henderson with LeRoy Archibald principal the first year and Blair Henderson the
next. Our lunches were very good. We were required to eat all the food served to us and were not permitted to leave the
lunch room until we showed our trays to the teacher in charge. Our recess activities included playing marbles, “Hide and
Seek,” softball, exploring old houses off campus and swinging on the giant stride on the playground which is too
dangerous for children of this generation. It consisted of a tall upright pipe that pivoted at the top with chains hanging
down with a looped metal handle to hang onto. With a child on each chain we’d run around the pole and swing away from
it airborne. This is where James Fonesbeck first learned that being “airborne” was exciting! Junior High School was
grades 7 - 8 held in the two classrooms at the north end of the high school building in Dayton. Our teachers were Mr.
Stevens, Clair Phillips, Wanda Mortensen, Mr. Rindlisbacher, Ann Hansen, Tom Cattani and Mr. Shirtliff. Band was held
in the old amusement hall on the same lot and to the west of the Dayton church house. I played the trumpet and
participated in the high school marching band. High School occupied the rest of the school building with a new addition
called Porter Hall, named after Principal/Superintendent Lyle Porter. This was used for a band room and auditorium. I was
privileged to serve as Junior Class President and Student Body President. I was voted by my classmates “Most Likely to
Succeed” as we graduated. I am not sure what definition they had in mind for this designation.
Scouting, an important organization in Dayton, taught me a lot of useful skills and provided many pleasurable outdoor
experiences. At 12 years our scoutmaster was Thane Winward, Sr., a great storyteller, that taught useful principles for
understanding life. We attended week-long camps at Camp Hunt on the shores of Bear Lake. As 14-18 year old scouts we
had high adventure camps in the Wind River Wyoming wilderness areas and White Cloud wilderness area near Salmon,
Idaho. The adults who took us on these trips were: Blair Henderson, Otis Romriel, Junior Joe, Jack Moser, Theo
Schvaneveldt, Perry Phillips, and Hazen Robbins. I mention these adults, along with my school teachers, because of my
gratitude for the many hours of service they rendered in teaching, caring for and guiding the youth of our community.
As far as I am aware, all of my classmates were baptized members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. We
were excused from school to attend Primary each Wednesday. My membership in the church has been the center of my
life. I accepted a call to serve as a missionary for the Church in Guatemala-El Salvador 1970-1972. After my mission I
returned to Utah State University attending one full year, 1972-1973, then part time while running my parents 90-acre
dairy farm located at 812 N. 4200 W. in Dayton, Idaho. I legally purchased the farm in 1975 and received a bachelor’s
degree in Agriculture Business from Utah State University Spring 1980.

(L-R) Jordan; Abbie; Zach & Trish; ROXANE& WES w/baby Braylin; Andrew;
Kaden, Emily & Cameron, Dalton; Daniel & Alicia; 2009

I married Roxane Hansen,
daughter of Hugh and
Bonnie Hansen, of Mink
Creek, Idaho, March 18,
1977. She is the best wife
imaginable. We have been
blessed with six children:
Andrew 1978, Emily 1979,
Zachary 1983, Daniel 1986,
Abigail 1990 and Jordan
1992. We, to date, have four
grand children. Roxane
graduated
from
Ricks
College as a Registered
Nurse and has helped
provide and keep the farm
afloat, especially in lean
years.

We increased the Guernsey dairy herd to 80 before we sold out. At the time we were milking three times a day in the flat
16 stanchion barn built in 1946. Instead of expanding our dairy we elected to sell the cows and invest in more farm land.
We participated in the dairy buyout program in 1985. Economics of farming have changed dramatically in the last 40

EF BEUTLER FAMILY 19

years. Along with the rapid advances in technology, the economic necessity to expand in size has evolved to stay viable.
When I was a child there were 20 dairies in Dayton City limits, today there are two in operation. In 1975 I purchased 90
acres from my parents and 40 acres from Delmar Mickelsen. We have since increased our land base to approximately
1500 acres and are leasing an additional 1500 acres. The cheese just keeps getting moved.

Wes Beutler’s Potato Harvest, 2009
We grew sweet corn for Del Monte cannery in Smithfield, Utah, until it closed down in 1982. Sugar beets were a good
cash crop in Dayton until 1981 when the Amalgamated Sugar Company closed the Garland Utah Sugar Factory. In 1984
we contracted with Amalgamated and shipped the beets to Paul, Idaho. The contract was good enough to ship the produce
that year but was not feasible thereafter. Also, 1984 was the last year Del Monte canned sauerkraut at their Franklin,
Idaho, facility. Del Monte continued contracting green beans with the area farmers until 1990 when it closed its’ canning
facility completely in Franklin, Idaho. With the loss of sweet corn, cabbage, sugar beets and then green beans we began
raising seed peas, onion and carrot seed for Asgrow Company and canola for Intermountain Canola. These companies
took our contract acres to Canada at the end of 1999. In 1993 a neighbor and good friend, Robert Gunnell, offered us to
join him in a joint venture of raising seed potatoes in Dayton. He had purchased the Fred Nuffer/Denzil Coleman farm
east of 3200 west road at 866 North. Isolation from being the only potato seed growers in Franklin County has proven to
make it a viable business. We now raise and market some 200,000 cwt. of seven different potato seed varieties along with
seed beans for Del Monte and seed beans and peas for Archer Daniels Midland Company. Wheat and alfalfa still comprise
half of our acreage. Our family received the “Franklin County Farmer of the Year Award” in 2002.
I had the privilege to serve on the Dayton City Council for sixteen years, four of those serving as mayor. During these
years, we formulated a comprehensive plan, area of impact and development code. Dayton has been a wonderful place to
be as a child and now to raise a family! I feel blessed to live in an area with such a rich heritage!
9. GARTH PETER BEUTLER (Born 2 April 1955)
Dayton will always be home. Somehow the memories and feelings of youth in Dayton remain with
me. As a boy I had good friends. Everyone was called by their nickname. That's just the way it
was. The leaders had nicknames as well, but I don't remember us boys using them. All the boys my
age grew up on a farm or worked on farms. We had good experiences working together on the
Church Farm and shoveling coal from the train cars into trucks and hauling it to the schools.
Working together built bonds of appreciation and respect for one another. I remember also how the
farmers seemed to work together, more so in my younger years, to help neighbors get the harvest in
before winter frost set in. I remember Blair Beckstead, our milkman, always in a hurry but talked as
he worked. I was young and he sure seemed like a strong man as he would grab a full milk can in each hand and swing
them into his truck. Our Ward leaders were good to us as youth and encouraged us to do well.
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My cousin Sheldon, ten years older than me, is one of my best friends and was often my reality check as a youth. He
treated me like a brother and I enjoyed his company immensely. We spent hours working together on the farm. We had
the same interests in mechanics, welding, tractors, motorcycles, etc. Sheldon was often my instructor as I sought his
advice and instruction often. He always had a smile and a wonderful ability to express his feelings and experiences. I
recall one day he came by on the tractor, WD-45, and asked if I would like to ride to the “WS” with him. He was in high
school and was taking the generator up to the “WS” to power the lights for homecoming. After he and Patsy were married,
he invited me and sometimes Travis Bergeson to go motorcycle riding with him. These were the days when motorcycles,
especially off-rode bikes, were very uncommon. He had two yellow Honda Trail 90's. We rode all over the Dayton
mountains. I was just learning to ride and found it sometimes scary on those cow trails. Later, even after I returned from a
mission we’d plan and look forward to an all-day ride once a year. Every year we’d go somewhere a little more
challenging. This usually consisted of Sheldon, Travis, myself, Wesley, and whomever else wanted the challenge. A
couple of times we rode so far that the two-cycle bikes ran out of gas and we had to pour some out of the other bikes to
make it home. Every year as we came to the last leg of our ride we would complain how sore we were. We almost didn't
want to ride them to move the irrigation pipes when we got home.
I started thinking about what I might do with my life as a senior in high school. I enjoyed working with my hands and
enjoyed welding so I asked the blacksmith, Olson, in Weston if I could work with him part-time and see if I enjoyed that
type of work. We agreed to no pay and he taught me as we worked together. But I’d gone to work a couple of weeks and
he hadn't given me anything to do yet, so I asked him if he didn't have a project I could do to help out. I don't remember
what it was but he watched me weld and seemed impressed. After that he always had a project waiting for me when I
came. He was a good man and most willing to teach me and answer the loads of questions I had. He provided a good
service to the farmers on the West Side. No repair was too complicated for him as he understood the principles of
metallurgy well. We welded all sorts of implements, hard surfaced lots of plow shears, even rebuilt and re-tempered them.
I graduated from West Side High in 1973. My mission call was to the Dakota-Manitoba Mission, but by the time I got
there it was divided and I served in the South Dakota, Rapid City Mission laboring in North and South Dakota and a
very short time in southwest Minnesota, 1974-1976. I graduated from Utah State University, Logan, B.S., Mechanical
Engineer, in May 1980 and married Joyce Elizabeth Smyth in the Logan Utah Temple, 21 June 1980.
My major employment has been with Hill Air Force Base in Ogden, Utah. I have had three associated jobs since 2002.
The first was a four-month temporary assignment in Ramstein-Miesenbach, Germany, at the Air Base. I managed four
large projects totaling $750 million—runways, hot pads, etc. This experience came at an emotional crisis in my life and
proved to be most rewarding spiritually, emotionally and professionally.
After returning home I was given an engineering management assignment, then moved on to another assignment with 18
staff. These have been challenging but great learning experiences, all at Hill Air Force Base. My health has improved
significantly. I am experiencing several months of the year without debilitating illness. Life is a very different experience;
it is wonderful! I have strength to work and to ride a motorcycle in the mountains. My brother, Lloyd, has taken me on
several motorcycle rides and it is a thrill to ride in the beautiful mountain air and scenery! I believe I am learning more
about Faith. I am earnestly seeking for the day when I can feel/experience the blessing of full health. Rather it be through
a Priesthood blessing or through continued fasting, prayer and people with healing gifts, I have hope of the outcome of
good health. It’s all about the experience and journey. I still have so much to learn.
Angeleena fulfilled a California Fresno Mission, Spanish speaking, and will have her doctorate in pharmacy May (2009).
Andrea returned from her Chile Mission and will have her BS degree in May, and then it’s on to Physical Therapy school.
To you, the reader, be wise; each day before retiring, give thanks for the good that day no matter how small, even if it is
only some rays of sunshine that broke through the clouds. Search your experiences for the good and thank your Heavenly
Father. I have learned to know that I have a loving kind Father in Heaven who knows me. He has sent angels (neighbors,
brothers, sisters and strangers) when I needed help the most to bless my journey and to strengthen me. I am sincerely
grateful for my family, my Joyce, Angeleena, and Andrea. They honor our Father in Heaven.

