BIOGRAPHY OF JOHANNA JOHANSON BLUTH

By her daughter Hilda B. Farr


She was the daughter of Olaus (Olif) Johanson and Anna Christina Anderson.  She was born May 15, 1848 in Hemsjo, Alvsbory, Sweden.  There were eleven children in the family.  A large share of the time she was a house maid.  She had hand work to do.  She would have to go to the sea to wash clothes even in the winter time.  She would wade in snow up to her knees to get to the water to rinse the clothes.  Later in her life she worked in a weaving factory.  While working there, she was hit by a flying shuttle that had come loose from another machine.  It hit her and split her upper lip, which made quite a bad scar.


While trying to save all they could, they lived so sparingly on their food, they only ate bread and coffee.  She became ill and was in the hospital for 14 weeks with indigestion.


She joined the L.D.S. Church in 1874.  Her sister, Matilda Ossmen, was already in Utah and married.  Matilda sent Johanna money to help her come to Utah.


She brought with her a nephew about 5 years old.  His mother had died a short time before.  His father being a drunkard, the mother begged Johanna to take the child and care for him.  This she did.


Johanna met August Christian Fredrick Bluth at her sister Matilda Ossmen’s home.  He had just buried a wife a few months previous.  They were married Oct. 9, 1879 at the Endowment House in Salt Lake City by Daniel H. Wells.  Johanna now had two sons to care for, as August had a son.  Her sister, Matilda, had lost a son and now had none.  The little nephew Johanna brought with her was given to Matilda.


Johanna had six children born to her while in Utah.  The first two died while very young.  They were both girls.  Later she had a daughter named Rosemilda Ranghilda, born Feb. 12, 1883.  A son, Oscar Emanuel born Jan. 19, 1885; Jared William born Sep. 4, 1886; then Carl Emil born July 6, 1888.


In May 1889, with her husband and family, they moved from the U.S. into Mexico.  Hulda Ossmen, August’s last wife, was also with them.  They traveled by train to Deming, New Mexico.  From there by team.  August had to hire a man to take them to the Colony of Dublan in Old Mexico, the place he had decided to move to.  It was an unusual trip for them all.  Cooking meals by a camp fire, sleeping in a tent on the ground out in open spaces.  Johanna said many times that she didn’t believe she could have made it if it hadn’t been for Hulda.  She was so courageous under all circumstances.  They were nearly a week on the way.  While at Deming, New Mexico, her second little son was taken ill and died.  He was buried there at Deming.


August had a large tent which was set up as soon as they arrived.  He gathered what was called Black Willows and built a nice large bowery in front of the tent, making them more comfortable.  After buying some land, he had adobies made of clay and straw and built a house.  Most of the homes were flat roofed, but he built them a pitched one, a real nice one for those times.  They began planting and gardening right away.  They raised nice melons and potatoes.  August planted cotton and Johanna spun yarn and knitted their socks and hose.  They also made their own straw hats from wheat straw.  Hilda, her oldest daughter, learned to braid the straw and then we sewed them on our sewing machines or by hand.  Sister Lydia Knight Young, a daughter of Jessie Knight, taught us this art.


Hulda Ossmen Bluth, my father’s last wife, died while quite a young woman, leaving two small children.  One was only two years old, and the other, just a few days old.  My mother cared for them the same as her own.  The baby, a boy, died in a few weeks.  Mother also raised to manhood my father’s son by his first marriage.  His name was Fredrick Zacharias Bluth, born Sep. 6, 1868 in Sweden.  He died just before my father left for Mexico.  He was 19 years old when he died.  He was injured in a runaway with a team of horses while working for the Z.C.M.I. hauling freight.  He died shortly after.


Johanna also cared for Sophia’s (August’s 4th wife) two sons, Fredrick and Oliver, while she was away from home working most of her time.  Johanna was a real good mother to them all.  Her health was real good most of her later years.


I remember at one time we had fearful thunder storms.  One of our neighbors, a young man, was struck to death while sleeping on the floor.  On one such day, my mother was standing near her stove when a ball of fire came through the house.  She was knocked to the floor unconscious.  When it was over, all the wall paper around every door and window was torn as if a sharp instrument had torn it off.


She studied and learned to read English when she was 60 years old.  She had never attended a day of school in her life.  Her only schooling was when she attended the Lutheran Church where she was taught to repeat verses of scripture for the Priest.  That was when she was living in Sweden before she became a member of the L.D.S. Church.


After my sister Ellen’s marriage, my parents returned to Old Mexico.  They sold their home and farm.  They then lived in a small house near my sister, which my father had remodeled and made real comfortable.  My father did not live too long after that.  My mother lived several years after my father had passed away.  She was quite active for her age and for the hardships she had passed through.  She was a Relief Society President for several years.  She spent much of her time reading the scriptures and other church works.  She never missed her Sacrament Meetings which seemed such an inspiration to her.


She passed away in her 88th year, surrounded by children and many friends.
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