THOMAS HENRY JONES
 
 
 
The following history was written by Thomas Henry Jones, not long before his passing on November 17, 1953.
 
 
 
My grandmother’s name was Mary Ann Dovelle.  She came from England.  Her husband’s name was William Jones and he came from England also.  He died crossing the plains and was buried in a sheet.  She went to Mexico in 1891 and lived there a short time before she died and was buried in the old Juarez graveyard.

My mother, Eliza Jane Baker Jones, and my father, Frederick William Jones were both born in England and come to the United States when small children.  My father lived in Salt Lake City for sometime and later moved to Pine Valley, Washington County, Utah.  Here he met mother and later married her in the St. George Temple.  My father’s first wife’s name was Ellen Marshall Jones and she and my mother both lived in Pine Valley.  Aunt Ellen Jones had five children: Edith Jones Mathews, Mary Jones Jackson, Frederick William Junior, and Parley Jones.  My mother had eight children: Lyle, Georganna, Teacky, Thomas Henry, Frank, Agnes, Jesse, and Loran Jones.  All these children except the last two were born in Pine Valley, Utah—the last two were born in Colonia Dublan, Chihuahua, Mexico.  I was born January 15, 1883, in a four room frame house located straight across (south) from the tithing office.  Both of father’s families were living in the house at the time.  My father farmed and freighted for a living.  The population of Pine Valley was not over 500 people.  In my early childhood days I remember going fishing with my father.  This was a great thrill to me.  Many times I helped father glean wheat from the fields.
I went to school in a one room schoolhouse underneath the church.  My first teacher’s name was Josephine Gardner and I learned to like the name Josephine because of that and have always like it since.  I remember one day the teacher let us out early from school and told us to leave the ground quietly and not disturb the other children but to go straight home.  As soon as I got out of the building I let out a yell and started running for home.  Well, of course, the teacher called me back and made me stay in with the older children until school was out.
Father was Bishop until 1889 when he went to Mexico with Parley, Mary, and Julia Cox, and her daughter Jennie Cox.  It was because of religious persecution for having more than one wife that the Church asked some of the Saints to go to Mexico.  The four of them left for Mexico in a wagon with a team of horses.  It was three months before they arrived in Colonia Dublan, Mexico.  My father worked in Phoenix a short time before going to Mexico.
On his journey to Mexico a sheriff met father and told him he had a warrant for his arrest because he had more than one wife.  The sheriff hunted through all his papers and couldn’t find the warrant for the arrest so father was set free.  The family knew this was an answer to prayer.  It was in Mexico of that year, 1889, that father married Julia Cox as his third wife.
During father’s two years absence William, the oldest brother, took care of the family in Pine Valley.  Our first home was sold and the family moved to the Nay home in the southwest part of town.  Back of the home was the farm that William tended during the two years father was in Mexico.  When father returned he sold our farm to a Brother Warren.  Brother Warren in 1890 helped the family get ready to move to Mexico.  He took the family to Milford, Utah, in a wagon and from there we took the train to Deming, New Mexico.  All our belongings were shipped but somehow they were all lost and never found.  My brother Parley was in Deming to meet the family and took them to Mexico in a wagon.  They crossed the Mexican border at Polomas and Milton Ray helped them across the line.  Milt was Mary Jones husband, and she had two children:  Milt and Dovelle, by him.  When they arrived in Colonia Dublan, January 1, 1891, everyone in town was there to meet the family.
At first we lived with Julia Cox Jones in a two room adobe house that father had built.  The house was ½ block from A. B. Call’s house.  Joe Memmoths windmill tank is now there.  Shortly after the family arrived, Parley, then eighteen-years-old, contacted the typhoid fever and died.  Two weeks later his sister, Teacy, then fourteen0years-old died with the same disease.  This was almost more than the family could stand.  Frederick William Junior married Millie Lake and had two children.  Shortly after that he was called as one of the first missionaries from Dublan along with H. L. Payne and Heber Farr.  William went to the northern states mission.  While there he dreamed one night that he came home and no one was there to meet him but his little girl Mary.  During his mission he became very ill and they talked of sending him home.  He heard them talking and he raised up and said if they sent him home before his mission was completed they would have to send him home in a box.  When he came home his dream was filled to the letter.  His wife and son had died in the meantime.  Everyone said he was a wonderful missionary.  Ten years later he went on a Mexican mission.  The two families lived in this two room house then for about six months  and father built an adobe house and mother’s family moved into it.  A wheat bin was in one end of the room and the family loved in the other end.  Some of the children slept outside in the wagon bed and others had a bed above the wheat bin.  Boxes were used for trunks and a homemade cupboard, chairs and a table was all the furniture we had.  Even though we had very little, Mother kept everything clean and orderly and we were taught and lived the Gospel.
We lived here for a year and father bought a two room house on the lot that is now Waldo Call’s, about one block north a Hawkins home on the east side of the street.  The family lived there several years.  In those days our home was considered a nice home.  The family lived there several years and then moved up where the tithing office now stands.  From there we moved into the house that now belongs to Charlie Call.  This later was the first home my wife and I had and it was here our first child, Josephine was born.
Father’s first work after he went to Mexico was Masonry (1.25 per hour).  He bought a small farm that is now Joseph Memmott’s and he did farming on the side.  Later father was a contractor and builder.
My sister, Mary, was the first school teacher in Mexico.  Lydia K. Young was my first teacher in Mexico.  School was held in a two room house.  If a student had a desk it must be furnished by the parents.  There was only one teacher for eight grades.  When I was ten years of age I started work at brick laying with my father.  At intervals I went to school and during the other time I helped earn a living for the family.
Our parents were very strict with us and we had to be in bed no later than ten o’clock.  One night Frank, my brother, and I were playing hide and seek at Bishop Farr’s among the hay stacks and corn shocks.  We were so interested in our play and having so much fun that we forgot about the time.  All at once I felt a stick across my legs and I knew it was father and I started running for home as fast as I could and I heard someone behind me and I thought it was father after me.  When I got home I jumped in bed as fast as I could and it wasn’t but a few minutes until my brother was in the room.  It was he and not father that was behind me all the way.  Father couldn’t run quite so fast, I guess, for he came in a little later.  I don’t believe we ever forgot to be in bed by ten o’clock after that experience.  We wore white factory shirts and blue denim pants that mother made.  Our diet consisted mainly of bread, milk, molasses, tomato preserves, mushrooms, onion soup, and pig weed greens.  Many times I helped mother make popcorn balls to sell.  After I was married and as long as my children can remember I made many popcorn balls for their Christmas.  My children enjoyed hearing me tell about make the onion soup like mother made when I was small.  In those days the soup was such a luxury and tasted so good to us.  It was onions browned a little in shortening and then boiled in hot water with a little salt and pepper added.  It made them appreciate the luxuries they had compared to that.  My father spent many hours in play with us children after we had done a good days work.  He made a wagon for us children and we had more fun hitching a calf to it, and riding around the town in it.  When in the seventh grade I earned my own living and worked for six pesos a day.  I only got to go to school until I finished the eighth grade.  I never attended one school year regularly.  I helped build bridges, houses, head gates, I helped build the Union Mercantile Store in Dublan, Harry Payne’s two homes now Abel Hardy and H. E. Borwman homes; Spencer’s Hotel, Charlie Call’s home, Grandpa Bluth’s home which at the time was Aunt Julia’s home.  Father made the first brick in Dublan and supplied the brick for many homes there.  He also built bridges, and intake and outlets for canals.
It used to be my responsibility to stay every other week with Aunt Julia while father was at mother’s.  I helped her with the chores that needed to be done for she had cataracts on her eyes and could see very little.  I enjoyed staying with her.  Many times she helped me with my school work.  I stayed with her until 1910 when I was called on a mission.  Mother and Father sang in the Ward Choir for many years.  Father was in the Bishopric at one time.  When I was about sixteen years old and was living near Memmott’s home my brother, Will, Loran and I went out east of Dublan to the foothills, beyond the lakes, after rock to build foundation for homes.  After the wagons were loaded and we started down the hill, my wagon hit a rock and caused the wagon to turn bottom side up and it threw me down the hill about twenty-five feet in some rock where I broke my leg.  Will saw it and brought my little brother, Loran to me and Will tried to help me.  He cut my sock off and while he was doing that the horses started to stomp around trying to free themselves from the wagon.  I took my little brother under my arm and moved him away from the danger while Will took care of the horses.  We all got in Will’s wagon and started home.  It was a painful journey.  Part of the time I rode on the horse with a strap under my foot and held it at the knee with one hand.  Then I would hold on the wagon with my foot through a sling over my brother’s shoulder.  Dr. Eeley set my leg which was broken above the ankle and my ankle was sprained.  It was set crooked and caused me trouble all my life.
In 1910 I was called on a mission to the Central States by Pres. Joseph F. Smith.  Lylie died before my brother Will went on a mission.  Before Will was released from his mission I was called to go on one.  Samuel O. Benion was the mission president.  The town had a farewell dance for Vern Jones and I and we each received thirteen pesos as returns from the dance.  I paid my own expenses on my mission from money I had saved up before I left.  I left Dublan the 23rd day of August on the Nor Oeste to El Paso and took the train from there to Salt Lake City on the Southern Pacific.  From Salt Lake I took the train to Hutchinson, Kansas, where I labored for sometime.  From there I was sent to Kelsey, Texas, to help build a church schoolhouse and stayed there six months.  When the building was completed I was sent to St. Louis, Missouri, and labored there the balance of the time.  While on my mission I baptized three people and held many street meetings in the different towns.
I met many wonderful people and was invited into their homes.  Many of them would break down and cry and tell us they wished their ministers could explain the gospel to the as we did.  We were invited to come and stay with them whenever we could.  While on my mission my father went to Salt Lake for an operation.  It was necessary for me to go to him because there was no means of communication to Mexico because of the revolution there at that time.  I stayed in Salt Lake with him a month and then brought him home on the train.  I then returned to my mission.  I labored 19½ months in the mission field and had to return home because of insufficient funds.  All Mexico missionaries were released for the same reason.  I arrived in El Paso the 23rd day of August in 1912.  All the Mormon people had been driven out of Mexico by Pancho Villa’s men.  I expected to meet my folks in El Paso, but they had all gone to different parts of Utah except my brother Will and my sister, Mary.  I arrived in El Paso penniless.  I stayed with them a few days and they gave me enough money to go to Dublan to take care of the family property.  When I arrived home I found the table just as they had left it.  They had left on a minutes notice with no time to clear the table.  They had finished eating a chicken dinner when they were notified by Pancho Villa’s men that they would give the Americans there an hour to get out of town.  I found some Mexican families to move into mother’s, Aunt Julia’s, Georganna, and Will’s homes.  In the meantime I had an attack of appendicitis and nearly lost my life.  With the help of the Lord I pulled through and in two weeks went back to El Paso.  I lived with my sister Mary for about three months and earned money laying brick.  I saved up enough money to go to Utah and see my family.  Father was in Elsinore, Utah.  He and I visited relatives throughout Northern Utah, and then went to St. George, Utah, where mother was staying with her brother, Will Baker.  I helped Uncle Will build the foundation to his house.  I then took a contract to build a house for cousin George Thompson.
I was also asked to give a talk to the Dixie High School students on the “Mound” builders in Mexico.  I then returned to El Paso and laid brick for a while and again returned to Dublan.  By this time some of the American families had again returned.  I boarded at Sister Fanny Merrill’s, Aunt Sophie Bluth’s, and Julia Call’s.  While living with Sophie Bluth I had some dangerous experiences with Pancho Villas men.  Many times we hid our horses in the foothills so his men wouldn’t steal them.  One time while trying to hide the horses Ollie, Sophie’s son and I were caught by Villa’s men.  They demanded five-hundred pesos ransom or they would hang us.  We only had thirteen pesos with us so they sent for ropes to hang us.  We told them we could get five-hundred pesos Villa money, but they wanted national money.  We did give them our pocket knives and gloves.   They turned us loose and told us to get in the house and not come out again that night.  We ran into Brother Memmott’s house and he was running around with a candle in his hand hunting his wife and daughter.  He was afraid Villa’s men had taken them away.  His home had been robbed by the men.  We took out of the house in search of his wife and daughter.  We found them at Bishop Call’s home.
While living at Julia Call’s house Ellen Bluth, who for many years lived neighbor to us when we were kids, came to Dublan from Tucson, Arizona to visit her brothers: Oscar and Ollie Bluth.  I courted her while she was there.  When she returned to Tucson we corresponded and later became engaged.  In September of 1916 I went to Tucson and from there we went to Salt Lake City, Utah, and were married in the Salt Lake Temple, October 11, 1916.  Her father and mother went with us by train.  We honeymooned in Idaho, Utah, and California and were gone around three months.  In Tucson we’re given a wedding reception by Ellen’s mother and father.  My wife had such a beautiful wedding dress that she had made.  We then returned to Dublan and bought a little home from Grandpa Jones and lived there until 1917.  We were so proud of our little three room home that my wife had fixed up so beautifully and we were so happy.
In 1917 it was necessary for us to leave the country with Pershing’s army.  We moved to Verden, New Mexico, where my brother and his family were living and we lived there for six months.  We then returned to Colonia Dublan again with A. B. Call and A. V. Jones.  We made the journey in a wagon and it took us eight days to make the trip.  We found that our belongings we had stored at my aunts he been burned in a fire that destroyed the building they were in.  We again fixed up our little house.  On September 5, 1917, Josephine, our first child was born.  Villa’s men were still causing our people trouble and several times they came to our home and frightened my wife.  A year after Josephine was born we moved into the home we now own and here our other children were born.  I bought my father’s farm and earned our living by farming.  Our first son, Lawrence was born December 12, 1920, December 5, 1922, Elma Jane was born.  On November 3, 1924, Thomas Ossmen was born.  Shortly after we moved into our four room house.  Vella’s men raided our home while we were over to the neighbor’s and stole Ellen’s wedding ring, and all our diamond jewelry we had given each other.
On April of 1926, we took a trip to Salt Lake City and there I married Leah Wall on April 5, 1926.  She had seven children.  Merriner LaRue, March 25, 1927; Halvan LaVar, July 5, 1929; Max LaVon, July 15, 1932; Arvin L. B.; Merrilyn, July 25, 1935; Ronald, December 5, 1937; and a baby girl.  The baby girl and Arvin died.
In our large family we all worked together as one big family.  The children called both wives mother and there was no distinction made as to which was the mother of who.  People marveled as to the congeniality that existed in the home.  In raising the babies each wife took her night to stay with and care for the infants.  Both families lived in one house until 1939.  I fixed up the house next to our home for my wife Leah.
All the children in town enjoyed coming to our home and playing with our children.  We were blessed with plenty of the earth’s goods, and had many toys etc. to amuse children with.
I bought the Orin Romney farm so I had around two-hundred acres of farm land.  I had many dairy cows to bring in a nice income.  God always blessed me in my work so my crops yielded good and there was plenty of food to feed many.  It was a pleasure to me to do for and help people who needed help.  Many people were fed from my table and it made no difference to me whether they were rich or poor.  No one was turned away from my door.  When the boys were old enough to help I bought trucks for them and they made good money hauling lumber and manganese.  I was so proud of my fine family and we did everything possible to make them happy.  All the children have graduated from the Juarez Stake Academy.  In a few years the two youngest ones will have completed high school.  Some of the children went to the BYU at Provo, Utah, and our son Merriner went on a mission to Argentina.
Our children were taught and lived the gospel as best they knew how.  I was so proud and happy to see them attend their church duties on Sunday.  They have held positions in the church and have tried to do their part to further the work of the Lord.
With a large family we all worked hard.  Because of so much hard work my health began failing me in 1946 and steadily got worse.  In 1952 I had a bad attack with my heart and found it necessary to quit working as I had done.
My sons, Merriner, and Ossmen, ran the farm and I helped a little when I could but the doctor had given me orders to rest a great deal.  My children except the three youngest have all married in the house of the Lord for which I am very grateful and I have great faith that the others will do so also when they are ready for marriage.
I know I have but a little time left on this earth but I give thanks to God for all his blessings and kindness unto my wives, children and myself.  I feel I have two of the sweetest wives that ever lived.  They have stood by me through thick and thin.  The bore me some of God’s choicest spirits and helped rear them in the paths of truth and righteousness.  I have no fear of death, but they will be with me in the eternities.
 
 
Our dear father passed away November 17, 1953.  All of his children were to his funeral.  I know how proud he must have been of his large family.  He had such a beautiful service.  Many remarked about what a good and wonderful man he was.  He was always honest and fair in all his dealings with his fellow men.  There was no one in the colonies that could run a farm as systematically and intelligently as he did.  His crops always yielded more than others.  His fields always outshone all others in every way.  Many sought him for advice and counsel.  He was a friend to everyone and everyone loved and admired him.  He had plenty of the earthly goods and he gave freely to those who were in need a heart of gold.  He was so sensible and wise in everything he did.  There was nothing he wouldn’t do for his wives and family.  He would give his all in their behalf.  How we all prize our heritage.  We his children wouldn’t trade this for anything in the world.  In our minds he was as near perfect as any mortal man could be.
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