
ANDREW NELSON JR. 
A History of Andrew Nelson jr. in the early settlement of Ferron, Emery County, Utah (dictated by Andrew Nelson at 

Ferron, Utah, August 9, 1910, assisted by his brother, Hyrum Nelson, as to dates and incidents, and also his 
brother-in-law, John C. Lemon) 

 
 In the early part of 1879 Andrew Nelson and 
his brother-in-law, John C. Lemon, left Manti, Utah, in 
search of a country to make home.  We entered Castle 
Valley at the south end and traveled north, searching up 
and down the valley and finally located at the mouth of 
Ferron Creek Canyon, the most desolate looking 
country that could be imagined. We returned to Manti 
February 10, 1879. On the 24th day of March of the 
same year, we left Manti for Castle Valley, arriving at 
Ferron Creek, April 2nd after many hardships and 
trying circumstances. We immediately began leveling 
the ground for plowing and ditch making, doing the 
plowing first, as the soil was nice and moist. The party 
consisted of my brother-in-law John, my brothers 
Hyrum and Chris, and myself. 

 First we leveled the ditch with a water level, 
using a beer bottle partly filled with water for a level, 
and marked out the ditch and went to work.   Our tools 
consisted of a plow, two shovels, a pick, and a cedar 
handspike for a crowbar.  We were not long in getting 
water on the land.  We were not like the Mormons who 
tried to make water run uphill. When we got the water in 
the ditch it ran. We had to move our camp several times 
to find a place in order to be protected from the wind 
and sand. We camped south and east of where the 
flourmill is now located. (Note: The mill was removed 
sometime in the later part of the 1940's and was rebuilt 
south of the state highway on Molen road. The Mulsite 
dam and golf course is on the site today, 1992.) 

 Another handicap was feed, or grass.  There 
was no feed for our oxen closer than the foot of the 
mountains, which was three miles away and we had to 
ford the creek to get to the farm.  Half of the party 
would go with the teams to graze and stay with them at 
night, returning with them in the morning ready for 
another days work; thus we continued until the crops 
were in.  

 After the crops were all in our provisions gave 
out, none being closer than Manti, a distance of 110 
miles, and a mountain to cross.   It was decided that 
John and Hyrum should go on the mountains and get a 
deer for meat, while Chris and I irrigated the crops.  
Those who went to the mountains for deer had no food 
at all with them, while those who were irrigating had 
nothing but a few seed potatoes. The boys in search of 
meat failed to get any venison and were returning home.  
They had killed a porcupine and were about ready to 
cook it when they met a man by the name of John 
Loverage.  He told them he had some meat cached and 

if they were willing to go back on the mountain, a 
distance of about 20 miles, they might have the front 
quarter of a small beef.  They immediately went back to 
the meat cache and returned to camp with the beef very 
happy.  When they came back to camp imagine their 
surprise when they found that I had a full sack of flour, 
some butter, a paper of tea and some mutton.  Rod 
Swasey, Sr., who had interests in Joe's Valley, was 
passing that way saw our plight and was very liberal 
with his provisions. He divided his provisions with us. 
The flour was secured from Sven Larson and the butter 
from Cecilia Larson, some of the first settlers on Ferron 
Creek. Thus supplied with flour, 'neat, etc., and having 
had our stomachs well filled, we all started to work on 
the farm with greater determination than ever. 

 Soon the grain began to make its appearance, 
but was not destined to grow long, as it was discovered 
that there were millions of grasshoppers, which soon 
devoured the tender crops. It was then decided that John 
should go to Manti and take the ten-year-old boy, Chris 
with him.  While in Manti, John bought a load of 
chickens and brought back to Castle Valley with him.  
The chickens devoured the grass hoppers but it was too 
late to save the crops as they did not make a second 
growth, the hoppers having entirely destroyed the wheat 
crop, a very little oats and some acres of corn were all 
that was left.  It was decided that John go back to Manti 
and work in the canyon and Hyrum work on the road to 
earn a little money and I was to stay in Castle Valley 
and look after the crops. We were about discouraged 
and disheartened, because the soil was of such a poor, 
dry nature, and the grasshoppers were destroying the 
crops that we did have.  Our father came over from 
Sanpete County and cheered us and gave us words of 
encouragement, which meant a great deal in such trying 
circumstances and such a desolate valley. Father Nelson 
and John returned to Manti and it was decided that John 
should move his family to Castle Valley, the new 
settlement.  I also went to Manti with the intention of 
helping John move his family, but upon my arrival I 
found Hyrum very sick with typhoid pneumonia.   We 
could not leave while he was in such critical condition, 
and so we decided not to move until the next spring.  I 
returned to Castle Valley late in the fall, and was alone 
in this new country. 

 At the time the following incident happened: I 
had been riding up and down the valley all day looking 
for the most suitable place for a homestead. Toward 
sundown it began to rain. I was soaked to the hide.  I 
found my camp, which was some brush thrown over a 
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sort of a cave in a bank. I staked my horse out, got a bite 
to eat over a campfire and hung my quilts around the 
fire to dry, because they were wet, too. Then I went to 
bed but my clothes and bedding were damp. Next 
morning I woke up with a high fever, (the grippe). I 
stayed in bed and slept until about noon. I was lying 
there half-awake when I heard a slight stir.  I opened my 
eyes and there on the bank of my dugout sat a big Indian. 
"Mike?" I said to him. He grunted a "Mike" and came 
down to my bed. "Heap sick" I said. By signs I said "all 
over", meaning my body. He sat and looked at me for a 
few minutes and was gone. "How in thunder did I miss 
seeing Indians while riding around the valley," said I to 
myself.  I dozed some more and pretty soon here was 
the Indian back with something in his hand wrapped in 
deerskin.  He unrolled it and I decided He was an Indian 
Medicine Man, because he had every conceivable dried 
plant and bark in that roll. He took some brown bark and 
put it in a kettle and made some tea, which I drank. 
Shortly I felt cooler. "Fever medicine", I thought. Then 
the Indian was gone again.  He returned some time later.  
He had a bowl of cooked rice, which he told me to eat.  
It wasn't exactly appetizing looking, or tasting, but it 
was at least warm food. He ordered me to come with 
him to his camp, which was in a patch of greasewood 
near the creek where the old Amos Stevens place used 
to be. Here was an Indian camp. I was put to bed in their 
blankets and skins, which weren't too fragrant smelling.  
Next morning I was feeling fine and decided that the 
Indian Medicine Man probably saved my life. 

 The winter of 1879 and 1880 proved to be one 
of the severest winters and will be long remembered by 
everyone.  The winter being so long it necessarily made 
a delay in the next spring's work, as the snow was so 
deep on Gooseberry Mountain that it was almost 
impossible to get over. During this time I was in Ferron 
patiently waiting for supplies, living most of the latter 
part of the time on boiled wheat.  Imagine my joy when 
the party arrived, bringing supplies with them. We 
immediately went to work putting in crops.  This season 
we were more fortunate in raising small crops as we had 
ditches made. This year we had to prepare for harvest, 
and started building granaries, yards, etc. 

 We harvested all our grain with an old 
fashioned cradle.  The next difficulty was a thresher. 
We could not get the grain threshed, as there wasn't a 
thresher in the valley. Joe Wrigley, William Taylor and 
some others brought a threshing machine from 
American Fork and the grain was threshed. The 
granaries were made of flat rock, dobies, etc. 

 During the summer of 1880 I went to Manti to 
be married, and on the 12th of July married Anna 
Lorentzen. We immediately left Manti, July 18th, 
arriving at Ferron July 23rd, making our home in a 

dugout where we lived one summer. To this happy 
union twelve children have been born all living at the 
time of this writing. 

 On the 23rd of December 1878, John married 
Emma Nelson, sister of Hyrum and myself. In the fall of 
1880 they moved to Ferron with their firstborn, a boy 
named Carrid. Since that time seven children have been 
born, six still living. 

 On the 17th of January 1884, Hyrum married 
Mary A. Lowry, eight children having been born to 
them, all living at this writing. 

 It was discovered that fruit trees would grow 
successfully in Castle Valley, and in 1882 John brought 
apple trees, pear and peach trees from Manti. The fruit 
was of very good quality and many premiums given at 
the Territorial fairs for the fruit.  From that time on we 
have all continued to plant trees and at the present time 
it is a great fruit growing section, and many premiums 
given at the State Fairs. 

 John, thinking that tree planting would subdue 
the harshness of the country, started to plant trees.  He 
took up his claim under the Forest Act. He sent to Salem, 
Oregon, for the silver leaf maple, mammoth then 
planted seed.  He had about 6000 trees planted in 
nursery row, when a sandstorm came in the early part of 
the season and destroyed all but one tree, which grew. 
He also planted linden, ash and some locust trees. Tree 
planting has been the motto of the people of Ferron ever 
since that time. 

 Along with tree planting and farming, I took 
up bee apiculture, until I now have an apiary of 200 
colonies, producing on an average of fifteen to twenty 
thousand pounds of honey annually. 

 The culture of lucern planting has been the 
watchword of Hyrum, along with other enterprises such 
as stock raising, fruit growing, etc. In 1885 the first 
brick in Ferron were manufactured, being burnt by 
Hyrum Nelson, John P. Horsley and A.G. Conover. 

 In 1885 we assisted in the erection of a social 
hall. We also assisted in building the first schoolhouse. 
In 1896 a $10,000 Roller Mill was erected, in which we 
all took an active part. 

 In the settlement of the barren, desert like 
valley we had many hardships and discouragements.  In 
the early eighties some of the most discouraging 
features were sandstorms. Many times canals have been 
filled with sand and the water turned out over the fields. 
While this has been a hard country to settle and a long 
distance from the railroad, we all have comfortable 
homes and a thriving little town of about 1,200 
inhabitants. 
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 Andrew Nelson, the subject of this sketch was 
born April 2, 1857, at Manti, Utah. His parents were 
Andrew and Metta Nelson, who were among the early 
settlers of Sanpete County in 1853. There are thirteen 
sons and three daughters in this family, at the time of 
this writing, (ten of the sons residing at Ferron.), who 
are thrifty, energetic citizens. Andrew is the oldest 
living child of this family. This is the only branch of the 
Nelson family in America, so far as is known. 

 Andrew Nelson failed to mention that he was 
also elected to serve as a County Commissioner from 
1905 through 1908. (JND) 

 As before stated Andrew was a "homesteader". 
The file number of the application of the homestead 
certificate is #312, application number is #4604 and 
reads as follows: North east quarter of section seventeen 
in township twenty south of range seven east of Salt 
Meridian in Utah Territory, containing one hundred 
sixty acres.  Dated 18th day of October 1886, and issued 
to Andrew Nelson Junior, and signed for Grover 
Cleveland, President of the United States by M. 
McKean, Secretary and Robert W. Ross, Recorder of 
the General Land Office. 

 From the "History of Emery County" 
published by the Daughters of Utah Pioneers, dated 
1949 p.153 is the following: During 1879 the following 
men arrived:  Andrew and Hyrum and 10-year old Chris 
Nelson, John C. Lemon, J.E. King, Sam Singleton, 
Peter Fjelsted, J.D. Killpack, Seth Wareham, L.M. 
Beach, Joseph and John Ralphs, J.M. and Andrew 
Rasmussen. The Nelsons and John C. Lemon took up 
quarter sections near the mouth of the canyon, on higher 
land. maple, mammoth then planted seed.  He had about 
6000 trees planted in nursery row, when a sand storm 
came in the early part of the season and destroyed all 
but one tree, which grew. He also planted linden, ash 
and some locust trees. Tree planting has been the motto 
of the people of Ferron ever since that time.  Those who 
settled in Molen laughed at them. 

 Making their first ditch was a tremendous task.  
It was three fourths mile through rocks,and hard ground.  
Their only tools were one plow, one pick and two 
shovels.   The plow could not get through.  They 
conceived the idea of making a scraper from a forked 
cedar stump.  This proved too light.  A big flat rock with 
which to weight it down was too heavy.  Horses could 
not move it; but a pair of oxen saved the day. 

 Chris Nelson had the job of dragging rocks off 
the farmland. The four had decided to use forty acres of 
the most level land which had least rocks on it, and 
concentrate their efforts in raising a crop. This forty 
acres was part of what was later the Jim Nelson farm. 

 They decided to make a camp near this plot to 
save time, but the wind blew so hard they were forced to 
find a more sheltered spot. 

 The nearest feed for their work animals was a 
patch of grass about two miles up the canyon by a ledge. 
Much time was lost bringing the animals back and forth 
every day. 

 After getting the ditch made and crops planted 
and irrigated everything looked fine, all but the ditches. 
They were completely filled with sand washed in from 
the banks.  Before the time for a second irrigation the 
ditched had to be re-dug. This time there were no rocks. 
This condition was repeated until alfalfa and grass grew 
to anchor the soil. 

 When this crop of forty acres was about a foot 
high, and looking wonderful with the rich green of the 
grain against the dull gray background of hills, 
suddenly hoards of grasshoppers appeared and mowed 
it down completely. 

 Hoping to save some grain, John Lemon made 
a hurried trip to Manti and brought back a load of 
chickens to eat the grasshoppers.  The trip took about 
two weeks and the crop was gone when he got back.  It 
was now too late to plant more seed, so the profits for 
this season were lost.  The other settlers fared almost as 
badly. 

 Now came the winter of 1879-80. More 
settlers came that fall, thinking they could build their 
dugouts and ditches during the winter.  In this they were 
disappointed. The winter was a most severe one. The 
flocks and herds that had been driven Itbelowli on the 
desert fared well enough, but nearly all stock in the 
valley froze or starved to death. 

 Mr. Lemon and John Duncan brought 2,000 
head of cattle from Sevier valley. Every head of stock 
died. 

 One day of this winter was especially cold. It 
was thereafter referred to as "cold Friday." (Note: more 
about '1cold Friday" later. 

 The settlers ran out of flour and had to grind 
wheat on small hand coffee mills for food.  In the later 
part of April some one managed to get over Gooseberry 
Mountain and then to Manti. In spite of deep snow and 
drifts, 6,500 pounds of flour was brought back and 
distributed. Hunger was not unknown. When flour or 
wheat gave out they subsisted on potatoes; they even 
tried prickly pears. Once they shot a porcupine and 
cooked the meat but it was pretty strong. Occasionally a 
deer was brought from the mountains or a veal bought 
from cattle men. " the foregoing was written by Eunice 
M. Nelson, wife of Guy Nelson (half-brother of Andrew 
Nelson Jr.) 
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 A humorous incident is told about Andrew 
Nelson Jr. and his brother Hyrum concerning Andrew 
and a young oxen. While there seem to be more than 
one version of the story, Uncle Hyrum related it to Betty 
Nelson Hooton in 1943. The story is as follows: Several 
young fellows, Andrew and Hyrum Nelson among the 
group became bored with herding the stock along the 
ditch banks and decided to break some of the young 
oxen to the yoke. Two of the young bulls were hooked 
to the yoke and fastened to a wagon, but the boys 
decided the oxen were too strong to handle, so one was 
taken off and Andrew was put in its place. As soon as 
Hyrum's restraining hand loosened the oxen took off on 
a run.  The ox was still able to drag Andrew, the wagon 
and the driver through the young orchard at top speed 
with Andrew panting along beside him, not daring to let 
go of the yoke. When they arrived back at the gate, one 
bar was still up. The ox jumped the bar, the wagon hung 
up on the fence, with the ox on one side and Andrew on 
the other. The boys were hastily trying to un-yoke the 
ox, Andrew stood there a inoment and then gasped, 
"Un-hook the ox, Hyrum, I'll stand!" 

 

LETTERS FROM ANDREW NELSON JR. TO MR. 
JOHN LEMON 

(Original spelling retained) 

 

Ferron Creek Emery Co. Feb 24, 1880 

Mr. John Lemon 

Dear Brother 

As I am down I thought of droping you a few lines.  
Well I dont hardly know where to comence.  The 
Aldridge boys are going to try to get away with the 
school land They have dug a celler on that of Agusts 
and Goff has taken Corden Choons and Leroy Young 
has put up a cellar on that piece next to Thornton  They 
are too many for me to handle Write to Baily as soon as 
posiable and send me return so as to have some show I 
will do all I can I am going to dig a dug- out on my land.  
I had a curious dream last knight I thought I saw persons 
of all class rushing in to the bed room and I did not kno 
what It ment I saw Father sitting up in his bed playing 
cards hes said it was his last game  The cards strange 
looking.  The ace of spades was played  it looked very 
black I shurely hope this means no harm to any one   I 
guess I will draw to a close  but you must tell me what 
success you have had  Tell Hyrum he ought to be over 
here to put in his crop now excuse me for not writing to 
all as it is late and must go home  give my best respects 
to all young and old  male and femal  and dont for get to 
except the same From your scincere 

Friend 

Andrew Nelson 

 

Ferron Creek Emery Co. March 29th 80 

 

Mr. Joh Lemon Esq 

I now seat my self to answer your welcome letter  I will 
relieve you of your angsiety by telling you that I have 
fought him the rub at last and got a way with the bag  I 
am now working on the ditch have worked four day for 
Loveridge to pay my beef bill and I have found all the 
stock f except a 2 of Hyrums 3 of mine I of pas 2 of 
Christoffersons  but I think they are all up on the 
mountain  I cant do any thing with the team yet as they 
are too poor  TellChristof ferson I cant brind his oxen 
now as they are too poor and I am not so fond of 
traveling as (ask) if Rouley Breathwaite wont let you 
have oats or save for me  try father Marker and 
Christian Nelson They owe me 11 1/4 dollars each They 
mite let you have it As there no show over here.  Doll is 
in better order now than last faul Mag looks well to both 
going to fould tell Ma and Pa and the rest of the folks 
that I would like to write to them all I cant as I have to 
beg material Dont forget to tell Miss Anna Has They got 
home yet  give me all the partickular news  Tell 
Christian if he was over here he might go up in the 
canion and get green grass to take to Brin and Brite to 
smell before they die no more this time write soon 

Yours Truly 

Andrew Nelson Jr. 


