BIOGRAPHY OF AXEL FREDRICK BLUTH







By Ellen Bluth Jones


Fredrick’s mother was Sophia Anderson Buth.  He was born June 13, 1881 at Gothburgh, Sweden.  As a young boy he came with his mother to America.


When he was eight years old, he and his mother went to Old Mexico.  Since he could only speak Swedish, the children could only speak English and were unable to understand him.  As I remember my step-brother, Frederick, he was always good and kind.  He was the oldest living brother in the family.  He took a great responsibility in doing his work.  He always looked after the horses and helped father on the farm.  He was a little nervous and quite shy, especially with the young ladies.  He was very good to his mother.


He went to the United States to work for a Mr. Harris.  While there he sent his mother money and was able to save enough money to buy a small farm when he returned to Mexico.  He was a good farmer.  He left this farm to his mother.


His mother had only two sons, Fredrick and Oliver.  Fredrick was drowned in the Casas Grandes River when coming home from a day’s work.  He was riding his horse and carrying a twelve-year-old boy, Lalovi Hilton, behind him.  On Aug. 5, 1911 the river was flooded and full of swift currents.  The horse could have stumbled.  Fred was drowned but the young boy swam to safety.  They dragged the river for days but could not find his body.


A week later, on a Sunday morning, Frank Harris Sr. went to the river for a bath.  He found Fredrick’s body under a log.  It was a very hard blow to his mother.  He had been a wonderful son to her.  It seemed to her that it was more than she could take.  As always our kind Heavenly Father came to her aid.  His body was put in a casket and a short burial service was held at the cemetery.


His sisters had his endowments performed for him on Oct. 11, 1916 and sealed him to August C.F. Bluth and Sophia Anderson, April 9, 1858.

FREDRICK BLUTH 

An incident told by Lalovi M. Hilton


{Mr. Hilton was a resident of Col. Dublan and a neighbor of the Bluths.  He is now a resident of Ogden, Utah and a member of my ward.  He gave this account in a fast meeting Jan. 21, 1957.                         --Della Belnap}


For some reason Lalovi Hilton had gone across the Cases Grandes River.  He did not say if he went with Fred Bluth, but he returned across the river with him.


Due to the storm that had come up, Fred Bluth and Lalovi Hilton thought they ought to get home.  They knew the river would be swollen in a short time.


Fred unhitched the largest horse there was and started across the river, with the boy (Hilton) riding in back of him.  Hilton said a big gush of water came down the river and rolled them over and over, horse and all.  He kept praying that he might be saved.  The thought was put into his mind, “Remember the log in the old swimming hole.”  So he ceased to fight and floated down the river until he came to the swimming hole.  He saw the log.  He then struggled to get to it and was able to get out.  Hilton said he saw Fred Bluth come up a couple of times and then he saw him no more.


His body was not found for a week.
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