BIOGRAPHY OF OLIVER FERDINAND BLUTH







By Ellen J. Bluth Jones


He was born March 23, 1895 in Colonia Dublan, Mexico, the son of August C. F. Bluth and Sophia Anderson.  He was the baby of the family.  We all loved him very much.


Father worked at his carpenter trade.  His wages were sometimes as low as 50 cents a day in Mexican money, which is about 25 cents in American money.  His mother would leave him with father’s other wife while she went to work at Corralitos.  She cooked for some American ranchers.  Sometimes she had to walk about 20 miles to be home with the children on weekends.


Oliver, known as Ollie, became very fond of his step mother and called her mother too.  


When he was 6 years old he started to school.  His first teacher was Polly Skousen.


In March of 1910 his father and stepmother moved to Tucson, Arizona and took Ellen and Ollie with them, while his mother and oldest brother Fred remained in Mexico.  Ollie had a half sister Hilda B. Farr in Tucson also.  While in Tucson he went to school and graduated from the 8th grade.


In Aug. of 1911 they received a telegram that his brother Fred was drowned Aug. 5, 1911 in the Casa Grandes River.  Oliver returned to his mother, Sophia, to help her in her hour of need, for it was almost more than she could take.  His brother, Fred, had been working on a dam across the river.  He had to cross the river on a horse.  The river was very swift and it was during the flood season.  He was returning home from work.  He had a boy, Lalovi M. Hilton, age 12 on the back of the horse with him.  The horse must have stumbled and fell, while crossing the river on their way home.  Some how Lalovi got out of the river.  Fred was apparently hurt and unable to save himself.  The people dragged the river, but were unable to find his body.  A week later, when the river had lowered, Frank S. Harris happened upon the body caught under a tree.

  
At the time of the exodus in 1918, Oliver came back to Tucson and his mother Sophia went to Ogden, Utah and stayed with her sister Christina Romerill.  Oliver worked in the University of Arizona Dairy taking the milk route.  Then he sent for his mother to come to Tucson to keep house for him.  Oliver and his mother did not remain long in Tucson.  They returned to Dublan, Mexico even though the revolution was still going on.  There he helped his half-brother, Oscar, on his farm.


At this time a few of the L.D.S. people came back to Dublan.  They tried to protect their property and their neighbors.  The unmarried men were the ones who took the most dangerous tasks.  Oliver and Thomas Jones, who later became his brother-in-law, took the horses into the hills to hide them from the bandits, so they could keep the horses for farming.  If the bandits found them, they would kill the men to get the horses.  Many times their lives were threatened.  


One night the bandits came to their neighbor’s home.  They could see the lights of the candles going through the house.  Oliver and Tom went over to help them.  When they arrived at the Memmott’s house, the elderly father came out saying the bandits had taken his wife and daughter because he was unable to supply them with the money they wanted.  Oliver and Tom stepped out of the house to search for the women, the bandits grabbed them.  They took them to the barn.  Ropes were thrown over the rafters in the barn in preparation for a hanging, if they couldn’t give them 500 pesos.  The boys didn’t have that kind of money.  They talked fast for their lives.  Finally the bandits took what little money they had and their pocket knives and told them to get into the house.  Instead, the boys ran down the sidewalk to find the women.  Oliver fell over a stump of a tree.  They could hear the bandits right behind them.  They were terribly frightened, so they ran into Bishop Anson B. Call’s home for protection.  There they found Mrs. Memmott and her daughter.  They too had come here for protection.


Due to the threats of the leader of the Revolution, Pancho Villa, to kill every American in that vicinity, the conditions became worse.  Oliver, his mother and his half-brother, Oscar, and family had to flee.  They went to Franklin, Arizona just across the border about 200 miles.  There they rented a farm and all lived together, thus helping each other out.


Oliver became quite ill with rheumatism and was unable to work too much.  When the revolution quit in the early part of 1917, Oliver, his mother, and Oscar returned to their home in Mexico.


He then attended the L.D.S. Church school, Juarez Stake Academy.  There he met Agnes Scott, who also was attending the school.  They were married Oct. 3, 1918 in Juarez in her mother’s home by Patriarch John Walser.


Shortly after their marriage, Oliver was called to fill a mission for the L.D.S. Church in the Eastern States Mission.  Agnes came to Salt Lake City, Utah with him.  While here they did their temple work and were sealed Oct. 2, 1919.   Then Agnes returned to Mexico and cared for her mother Rosilla R. (Alexander) Scott, who was ill.  She also taught school.  Oliver’s half brother financed him while he was on his mission.


When he returned home from his mission, he worked on his farm and ran a milk route to the neighboring town called Casas Grandes.  On his milk route he took his five-year-old son Jerry.  They became very close to each other.  He was a very brilliant child, talented in music.  When he was five, he played in his father’s orchestra.


Jerry also wanted to be a pilot.  One Saturday afternoon Jerry had been composing a tune on the piano when the thought occurred to him to go to the air base in Casas Grandes to see if he could get a ride in an airplane.  A well driller, who knew Jerry well, offered him a ride in his plane.  They circled the town and flew low over his home so he could wave to his folks.  On the way back to the airport they collided with another plane that was also attempting to land.  Both planes crashed, killing all the riders.  When Oliver heard the crash and was told that his son was in one of the planes, he rushed to the scene.  He being the first one there, pulled his son’s mangled body from the wreckage. 


Oliver was very talented in music.  He played the drums at first.  Then one of the fellows, a Mexican, taught him to read music.  He then learned to play the saxophone at the age of 40.  He never had any instruction, but could play most instruments.  His favorite was the saxophone.  He and his wife had an orchestra.  His wife played the piano.  The children took turns playing in the orchestra.  He usually hired 3 or 4 Mexicans also, to have a six-piece orchestra.  They played for all ward dances.


When his daughter, Rose Lynett, was 3 ½ years old, she composed her own little tunes and played at a recital.  All of his children had good singing voices.


In 1946 he became ill, had a pain in his lower ribs.  His condition became worse.  It was learned he had cancer of the bone.  On Nov. 20, 1947 he died and was buried in Colonia Dublan, Mexico.
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