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 NORTON RAY TUTTLE 

 1830 — 1903 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY  

  

 [1830] “I, Norton R. Tuttle, was born May 12, 1830, in North 
Haven, New Haven County, State of Connecticut.  According 
to his son, Edward Tuttle, the first Tuttle came to America 
from England in 1632, twelve years after the landing of the 
Pilgrim Fathers on Plymouth Rock, and settled at Salem, 
Massachusetts.  

My father's name was Edward, the son of Samuel Tuttle. My 
mother's name was Sarah, daughter of Jessie and Patience Todd Clinton.  

 My Great Grandfather, Lawrence Clinton, emigrated from 
England before the Revolutionary War. He joined the 
American forces, taking with him my Grandfather Clinton, 
who was then only 16 years of age, to repel the British 
invasion of their country. They came out of the war 
unharmed.  

One of my Grandfather Tuttle's brothers died of the cruel 
treatment he received while he was a prisoner on the prison 
ship in New York Harbor. [The number of supporters of the 
patriotic cause (some 11,000 or more) who died aboard the 
HMS Jersey and other British prison ships is far greater than the 
number believed to have been killed in combat in the American 
armed forces (around 4,500) over the course of the 
Revolutionary War. Susan Ames July 18, 2017] 
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The Clintons were prosperous farm people of their time. Grandfather [Jesse Eaton Clinton] was the choir leader 
in the Presbyterian Church. The Clintons furnished several members of the choir.  

[1802] My Grandfather Samuel Tuttle was killed by falling under a harrow at the age of 44 years, leaving a family 
of 10 children largely dependent on their mother and my father, who was the oldest of the family.  

My father [Edward Tuttle 1789-1845] was a blacksmith by trade, a man of 
industrious habits, and devoted much of his time to the study of the Bible.  I 
remember hearing a minister express his surprise at my father having such 
knowledge of the Bible and would not join any religious denomination. 

[1842] When the Gospel was introduced to him in 1842 by an L.D.S. Elder, he 
was one of the first in the community in which he lived to obey it. He died in 
1845 at North Haven, Connecticut, just two years after he joined the Church and at the age of 56 years, leaving a 
widow who had been an invalid for several years and four children (one son and three daughters).  

 [1842] In the month of February 1842 the first Mormon Elder came into our 
neighborhood, Elder Elisha H. Davis. He held a meeting in the school house in 
which I was attending school. The house was very crowded, many not being 
able to gain admittance. Some on the outside were curious to know what a 
Mormon looked like. A young man raised me on his shoulder so that I could 
look through a small hole in the partition where I could see. I told them he 
looked like any other man.  

When I saw that Elder, although a boy of 12 years of age, I was impressed that 
he had something of unusual importance to communicate to the people. I had 
no further disposition to be disorderly. My sympathy was with the man whose 
head was bowed on his hand, and he no doubt was importuning his Heavenly 
Father for the Spirit that he might be able to present the truth to that 
unbelieving people. I distinctly remember, as if but yesterday, how he looked, 
and the feeling that came upon me as I worked my way through the crowd, 
determined to hear what that man had to say.  

He called the people to order and gave out the opening hymn. He, being a 
stranger and representing a strange doctrine, had no one to help him sing. His first verse was as follows: 

 

 "Ye slumbering nations Who have slept a long night  

Without revelation Or Heavenly light,  

The Latter-day Glory Is beginning to dawn  

Awake from your dreaming and welcome the morn."  

Brother Davis was a very good singer and sang those words with a spirit that had never been felt before. I was 
delighted. He offered prayer then. It was so earnest and so different from the sectarian manner of prayer that I 
could not help saying to myself, "That is a man of God." He preached a discourse on the Restoration of the 
Gospel. I was satisfied that night that I had heard the truth.”  

On my way home after the meeting some of my schoolmates asked me what I thought of the Mormon. I told 
them I thought that he told the truth. The word soon passed along the line that I was a Mormon. The next day 
when I went to school my companions set up an uproar about me being a Mormon, asking me when I was going 
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to Mormon town to see "Old Joe Smith". I thought this very strange, as I knew that I was a favorite with my 
schoolmates, but I have since learned how the spirit of truth and its opposite works with the children of men.  

I will here mention that there was one in that school that did not take any part against me. She had been almost 
my constant companion from early childhood, companions in school and our amusements, repeatedly assisting 
each other in our studies. We continued our friendship for some years. I continued to attend the meetings of the 
Saints and did not renounce my interest in gathering with them in the Rocky Mountains. I was informed by the 
young lady's father that he did not want any Mormon about his place. He was a prominent physician of the town 
and never let an opportunity pass to denounce the Saints.  

 [1845] I was 15 years of age when my father died and was the youngest child and the only son. Not anything of 
great moment occurred in my early childhood. I went to school in winter and helped my father in the summer 
on his little farm. I was taught by my parents to be industrious and to devote my leisure time to reading useful 
books. My father set the example, as his leisure time was devoted to the study of useful books, although he had 
very little idle time.  

After my father died, I went to work in a blacksmith 
department of a carriage factory. The name of the firm was 
Atwater and Folien. My brother-in-law was the foreman. Mr. 
Atwater was very kind to me. When I informed Mr. Atwater 
that my intentions were of leaving his employ and going west, 
he said he thought it was a very foolish move, as I was just 
getting a good start in the shop, had been attentive to my 
work and he was in hopes that I could continue in his employ. 
He said I would soon get discouraged after confronting the 
hardships of a new country and would want to come back and 
it would be just so much time lost. He said, "If you will stay here, I will give you wages equal to any man in the 
shop except the foreman." My brother-in-law offered to board me free for a year, but I was unchangeable. Mr. 
Atwater gave me a check for the amount due on my wages, then took me by the hand and said, "Good-bye my 
boy, if you want to come back, come right here and I will find a place for you." As I turned from him, I noticed 
tears begin to roll down his manly cheek. If he does not accept the Gospel, I think he will find a place in the 
Kingdom of our Father.  

 [1847] In the year 1847 I started with my mother and two sisters to gather with the Saints who were then 
camped on the Missouri River at Winter Quarters. Without having the opportunity of bidding my young friend 
good-bye, I learned that she was married about two years later to a man moving in good society, but who 
proved afterwards to be a moral leper. He deserted his young wife, who was 19 years of age and who soon died, 
the neighbors said, from a broken heart. I have an assurance that she has accepted the Gospel in the Spirit 
World and has rejoiced that she has not despised my religion and has been remembered. May the Lord be ever 
praised for the light of the Gospel that He has revealed.  

 

 

The Gospel was the joy of my youth, the pride of the riper 
years of my manhood, and is the strength and solace of my 
declining years, and under the broad folds of its banner I 
hope to die.  
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[1848] I have previously stated that my father died when I 
was 15 years of age. He was baptized about one year 
before his death. My mother and two sisters were also 
baptized, but I remained out of the Church until April 3, 
1848.1 was baptized by Elder George Cotterall and 
confirmed by Edwin D. Woolley in the mill pond in St. 
Louis, Missouri. This Brother Woolley later became 
Bishop of the 15th Ward, Salt Lake City. There were 13 
others baptized at this time, 11 o'clock at night — not 
that we chose darkness rather than light, our deeds not 
being evil. It was on account of the mobocratic spirit that 
prevailed.  

I was sick after we arrived at St. Louis for about six weeks. 
I went to work in a printing office with Brother James 

Standing, the father of Joseph Standing who was killed in Georgia by a mob.  

I worked 11 months on a night shift (as it was called) folding papers from the press, working from 11 o'clock at 
night until 5 o'clock in the morning for very small wages.  

[1848] In April 1848,1 left St. Louis on the steamer “Mandan” with my mother and two sisters and about 150 
Saints for Winter Quarters. When about 150 miles from St. Louis on the Missouri River, our steamboat ran on a 
rock in the middle of the river. Our boat came nearly sinking at 12 o'clock at night. We succeeded in getting 
ashore, camped in the woods on the river bank for two weeks, and the boat went back to St. Louis for repairs. 
The boat returned and took us up the river, landing at Winter Quarters “on Friday, April 28,1848.” I remember 
that it was Friday of the week.  

Apostle Woodruff offered my mother a log building with a dirt roof. I think it had been used for a blacksmith 
shop. We took shelter in it. That night we encountered a terrific thunderstorm. The rain soon came through the 
roof. I rolled up my bed and got on top of it with an umbrella to await the coming morn. 

 Sunday, I went to a meeting in open air to hear President Young preach his farewell sermon, bidding farewell to 
the States next morning. I never heard a man speak with such power before nor since. I have lived to see some 
of the predictions fulfilled that he made that day, to the very letter.  

After meeting in the afternoon, Apostle 
Woodruff helped me mend a wagon 
cover and put it on a wagon of his — 
known on the road from Nauvoo as the 
crazy wagon. Apostle Woodruff loaned 
this wagon to us before he started the 
next morning for England. President 
Young and a large company of Saints 
started for the Rocky Mountains. I and 
some others crossed the Missouri River 
into Iowa. The Saints who did not have 
sufficient means to go to Salt Lake City 
were counselled to go to the Iowa side 
of the river and raise corn and cattle 
and, as soon as we could, to go on to 
Salt Lake.  

Winter Quarters was an Indian Reservation and that was the reason that we had to go on the Iowa side.  

WINTER QUARTERS ON THE MISSOURI RIVER 
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I had $20 in money. I hired a boy, whose father was going on a mission, and gave him $4 to take us up the 
country 30 miles from Winter Quarters. He performed the journey in four days with two yoke of oxen and 
Apostle Woodruff's crazy wagon. We had a tent which I pitched for my invalid mother and two sisters, 50 
pounds of flour, some corn, and a young cow which proved to be a poor milker, but a good kicker. I was now 18 
years old and thought I could cut my fodder anywhere. I had 50 cents left to start a bank. I was as strong as a 
mule and located on 160 acres of government land with a good forest nearby but was 160 miles from a saw or 
grist mill.  

One day I thought I would look around and see how my neighbors were doing and perhaps learn something. My 
nearest one was located about one mile, others from two to three miles. While going to a neighbor's house that 
day, I met a young lady in the road, of about 15 summers. She was barefooted and dressed in a suit of factory 
cloth, as it was called then. Lady, did I call her? Yes, she was one of those dear souls that the Lord called to help 
build up his kingdom in these last days. She embraced the Gospel in Marion, Perry County, Alabama. When 
about 12 years of age she traveled to Nauvoo with her parents—much of the way on foot.  

 

She was born August 3,1834, Helen Elizabeth Utley. She was driven 
out of Nauvoo, after the death of the Prophet Joseph Smith, with the 
Saints. I thought she was a pretty girl and the more I cultivated her 
acquaintance the more pretty she became. About three years after, I 
asked her one evening if she would be my partner for life. She readily 
consented to enter life's partnership with me and we started out 
together on life's stormy sea, August 14, 1851.  

As I have previously stated, I started out to gain some information in 
regard to making a start in a frontier (in 1848) country, as I was born 
in New England and I had never seen a log house and knew nothing of 
frontier life. I received the services of a Brother to help me, who had 
had some experience in pioneer work. I started next day to put in a 
garden. I planted about three acres of corn and commenced building 
a log house, as we were 160 miles from a mill.  

[1848] For the first three months I had to grind the meal we had for 
our bread on a hand mill. This was generally my pastime before breakfast. As I said, our cow was more of a 
kicker than a milker, so part of the time we had to take our corn bread straight. At the beginning of winter our 
conditions were much improved. I was able to complete my log house, had about 100 bushels of corn, and was 
very comfortable through the winter. The next spring, I was able to buy two yearling steers, thus having a 
foundation for a team, which made me a good pair of oxen.  

[1849] I introduce this incident to show the poverty of some of the Saints after they were driven from Nauvoo — 
an incident that occurred in the winter of 1849. I went from the settlement of Harris Grove, where I was living, 
to Kanesville, a distance of 30 miles, on foot. We had no other way of traveling at that time, except by ox team. 
As well as I can remember, there were only two horses in the settlement at that time. The first 15 miles of that 
day's journey was across a bleak prairie without habitation.  

I was detained in Kanesville two or three days on account of a heavy snowstorm. I left Kanesville in the 
afternoon of my return, expecting to walk eight miles over the bluffs — but I found the prairies a veritable sea of 
water and slush. I had to take to the bluffs, traveling a circulatory route.  

I arrived at my contemplated place of destination about dusk and found the house of my friends deserted (I 
learned later that they had gone on a visit); so I concluded to go on two-and-one-half miles farther.  



6 
 

I knew there was a house farther down the road but was unacquainted. It was getting dark and I was carrying 
about 15 pounds on my back. The night was so dark and cloudy that I was unable to keep out of the deep water 
and slush, but I found a lone house with a dim light at the window (not built with glass as glass was a luxury that 
many of the Saints did not have). It was covered with unbleached muslin. I knocked at the door, but no answer. I 
knocked again. A timid voice answered, "Who is there?" I said, "A friend from the upper country."  

She came and opened the door. I introduced myself, told her where I was from and why I was traveling, so late. I 
asked her if it was possible to stay all night. She said, "You can see how I am situated. I am here alone with these 
two children you see standing by the fire." She said she could give me a cup of milk and a piece of corn bread for 
my supper, and a quilt on which I could lay by the fire.  

I pulled off my boots, which were full of water, and commenced the drying process while the Sister was 
preparing my supper. After supper, she told her story — how they had been driven from Nauvoo, that her 
husband had built her the cabin, had put up a quantity of hay for the cow and had a supply of corn meal for the 
winter. Her husband had made her as comfortable as he could and was now in upper Missouri working to obtain 
a team, and if successful, they intended to go to Salt Lake in the following spring or summer.  

I laid down for the night by the fire. In the morning, I was awakened by someone chopping wood at the door. I 
went out and found that her supply of wood was gone, and she was chopping up a sapling that she had pulled 
down from a small grove on the hillside. I took the axe and chopped the wood. I told her I had some coffee and 
sugar in my pack, to open it and make us a good cup of coffee for our breakfast. I told her, "While you are 
getting breakfast, I will go to the grove and cut you some wood and you can haul it down on your sleigh."  

I think I cut enough to last her a week. I went to breakfast, found a loaf of corn bread, a small piece of butter and 
a steaming cup of coffee. I observed that she had but one plate with a piece broken out of the edge. I think that 
was all the earthenware she had. I think I have never asked a blessing with a more humble spirit than I did that 
morning. Everything was neat and clean, and everything indicated that my hostess had seen better days.  

When I was ready to start, I told her to take part of the sugar and coffee, but she was too modest to do that, so I 
divided with her and gave her 50 cents. This was all the money that I had and then went my way. I learned that 
her husband was successful in his labors.  

[1851] Three years later I worked in Kanesville building a warehouse and split 12,000 rails the following winter. 
The gold excitement in California created quite a boom on the Iowa frontier. With the money I earned, I bought 
two cows. This completed a team. All the lumber used up to the present time was made by splitting plank from 
basewood logs, about two inches thick, and hewing them down and dressing each to one inch in thickness with 
a plane. I built a wagon box, making the lumber after this manner, with which we crossed the plains.  

[1851] As previously stated, I was married August 14, 1851 [in Harris Grove, Iowa].  I sold my improvements that 
fall. As almost the entire body of Saints on the Pottawattamie tract were trying to emigrate and the buyers being 
few, our improvements sold very low. [Sometime on the plains] “We had a marvelous escape from lightening.  I 
was traveling with my mother and two little girls.  It was about the hour of one.  I stopped the team for my 
mother to get the little ones something to eat.  A light thunder shower was passing over us.  A shaft of lightning 
struck the ground sixty feet from our wagon prostrating one yoke of my oxen.  They could not stand on their 
feet for several minutes.  The little ones said, “Grandma, the wagon was full of red fire!  I felt the effect of it for 
several days.  I thought our escape remarkable as we were on the open plain and our wagon was the only object 
that was near.” 

[The following information is excerpted from writings by Edward R. Tuttle, grandson, as it was missing from the 
original copy of Norton’s biography] 

[1852] Their first child, Sarah Elizabeth was born in the wagon box, 7 June 1852, at 
Winter Quarters, Pottawattamie, Iowa, United States 
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[1852] July 8th, they crossed the Missouri River with their wagon, one yoke of oxen and one yoke of cows for 
leaders and joined the Allen Weeks Company – 60 wagons – and started to Salt Lake Valley.   

A few days later, cholera took the toll of his mother-in-law, Elizabeth Rutledge Utley “Elizabeth Rutledge Utley 
died on the plains of Nebraska on July 27, 1852. Helen Elizabeth’s sister, Martha Ann Smith Utley also died of 
cholera as did her 2-year-old baby girl, Martha Ann Elizabeth Adams, on the plains in Nebraska July 26, 1852.   

By the end of September, they reached the last 
crossing of the Sweetwater River in Wyoming in a 
heavy snowstorm and the company was practically 
out of provisions.   

Norton was selected with William B. Adams to 
proceed on foot, 170 miles, to Salt Lake for supplies 
and help.   

[Following is Norton’s description of that journey.] 

“Not taking any provisions with us, our outfit 
consisting of two blankets, one tin cup, one knife and 
hatchet, we had to travel at night until we overtook 
some company with which we could stay. The nights were very cold for October. We had to break ice with sticks 
in the morning when we had a stream to cross. It was rather cold bathing our feet in the icy waters. We had the 
privilege of doing this 19 times.  

In the forenoon of the day we traveled up canyon creek, about 30 miles east of Salt Lake City. As we began to 
ascend the big mountain, it began to snow. The snow was about five inches deep on the summit with about the 
same depth of dust under the snow. I had but one pair of shoes when I left the Missouri River. As they were 
wood-pegged buttons, they soon went to pieces on the plains. I was now traveling in the snow with moccasins. 
The bottoms were getting full of holes and I would have to stop and unload them when there was not room 
inside for my feet. To add to my discomfort, one of my ankles that had been sprained on the plains began to 
swell and became very painful.  

Night was coming on as I was coming out of Emigration Canyon and it was raining very hard. I had not seen my 
companion for several hours and I had walked since early morning in the snow and mud without anything to eat. 
Being very faint and weary, as well as lame, I sat down to rest for a few minutes.  

Apostle Orson Hyde came along with a wagon and two yoke of oxen and a boy with the same kind of team — 
both were loaded with wood. I asked the boy if I could ride. I got on the wagon, the rain was pouring down in 
torrents, and I soon began to get cold. I had told the boy how lame I was, and he said, "You take this quilt I have 
around me and I will get off and run." So, he put the whip to the oxen.  

As we came down off the bench where Camp Douglas now stands, I saw a light and asked the boy to stop. With 
chattering teeth, I went to the house where I saw the light and asked if I could stay that night. The Brother said, 
"We just have one small room. I came across the plains last year, have no clothes to offer you, only one bed, but 
you are welcome to such as we have." It was 10 o'clock at night. The Brother made a roaring fire in the fireplace, 
the good Sister started getting supper while I was turning myself before the fire — getting dry and warm. After 
supper, the Sister took part of their bedding and made me a bed on the floor. We said our prayers and I was 
down in the arms of Morpheus.  
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The morning was clear, and a white 
frost was on the ground. I started up 
Emigration Street, stepping rather 
lightly as the bottoms of my 
moccasins were nearly gone and a 
small canyon had opened out on the 
side of one of my heels, about the size 
of one-and-one-half inches long by 
one-fourth of an inch wide from which 
blood was oozing — besides some 
ravines on other parts of my feet of 
minor importance. As I walked up the 
street, the frost created a sensation in 
my feet that I can remember to this 
day. 

 

 

When I got to Main Street, I thought 
that my partner had looked after our business, so I would look into the shoe business, although I had not a cent 
of money in the world. As I went down Main Street, I saw a shoemaker's sign. I went to the door. There I 
recognized a man whom I knew as an Elder who had assisted my father's house when I was a boy. I introduced 
myself to him, showed him my feet, told him of my errand to Salt Lake and he said that the place did not belong 
to him, but to Brother Samuel Mulliner, who would be in in a few minutes. He came in and Brother Trots gave 
me an introduction. I told him my condition, that I had no money and was going back to my company but would 
settle somewhere and that as soon as I could earn enough to pay him, I would do so. These were the best terms 
I could offer him. He looked at me for a moment, then said, "I guess you must have a pair of shoes." I got fitted, 
thanked him for his kindness and walked out.  

I think I was as well-clothed as the sailor who had been on a long voyage and was anxious to procure a pair of 
shoes. His ship put into a port town one day for supplies. Jack started out with a companion to find a shoe shop. 
They were sauntering up the street when Jack's companion discovered a sign with this inscription, "ADAM 
STRONG, SHOEMAKER". Jack's companion, not being a very good reader and a little puzzled, finally spelled out 
what he thought was the answer, "A DAM STRONG SHOEMAKER". He exclaimed, "Here's the place to get your 
shoes!"  

I met my partner in the street, and he said Bishop Hunter would have five wagons ready with supplies the next 
day.  

These were the conditions in which I first entered Salt Lake Valley — the great gathering place of the Saints, the 
place where one of the greatest Temples of our God was to be erected in this dispensation, the place to lay the 
foundation of that beautiful Zion that would be the joy of the whole earth.  

The Prophet Isaiah says, among other things, "How beautiful is Mount Zion." If he saw the hard labor that was 
required to establish that Zion, he had little to say about it. The probabilities are that he only saw it established 
in its beauty.  We arrived in Salt Lake City, then only a good-sized village, on Thursday night, having traveled 170 
miles in four days, and started back with our supplies on Saturday. We crossed the big mountain the next day. 
We found about one foot of snow on the summit. As my shoes were made of leather very poorly tanned, when 
they got wet they became so slippery that I was in danger of losing them. But by tying them tight around my 
ankles, I kept my feet from slipping out of them and was able to proceed on my journey.  

Lithograph drawing of Salt Lake in 1870 
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Five days out from Salt Lake, we met our company about dark. I found my wife not able to give me any supper, 
as she had eaten the last morsel that morning. I had to get something from our supply wagon for her supper and 
mine. We had very pleasant weather on our return to Salt Lake.  

 The next day after our arrival in Salt Lake, I rode a little mule out to Tooele to 
look at the country and decided to settle there. I will say that the little mule 
traveled from Alabama to Nauvoo and from there to Salt Lake; made eight trips 
to the Missouri River and back helping to emigrate the Saints, and then some 
unprincipled heathen stole him. If he has not repented and has continued his 
dishonest course, I think that the mule will have the best of him in the Great 
Beyond.  

[1852] I moved into Tooele Valley about October 20, 1852, camped at the Bates Ranch, worked in the canyon for 
a few days, got out some logs for a house and some lumber. In the meantime, myself and wife threshed out two 
bushels of wheat and took it to the mill, which had no cleaning or bolting machinery. Graham bread and 
potatoes with milk gravy was our principal food for the winter.  

After my oxen had rested a few weeks, I loaded up a load of wood, took it to Salt Lake, went to Brother Mulliner 
and offered it to him in payment for the shoes that I had previously obtained from him. He gave me another pair 
for myself and another pair for my wife. I thought he dealt very generously with me.  

About the 15th of November, I think we had the heaviest fall of snow ever known in Tooele Valley. I was unable 
to get my house in condition to move into it until about the middle of February. We were compelled to live in 
our wagon box through the coldest part of the winter.  

[1853] In the summer of 1853 the Indians became very troublesome. The authorities of the Church enjoined it 
upon the Saints to move into compact bodies and fortify themselves against Indian raids. I immediately took 
down my house, moved it to Tooele, rebuilt it and helped to build the necessary fortifications. We had to herd 
our cattle and go to the canyon that summer in an armed body. Our progress was very slow.  

15 January 1854, Tooele, Tooele, Utah, our second daughter, Martha Jane Tuttle, was born. We did not have to 
pay $25 for attendance of a doctor, or $1 per day for a nurse, as some are doing today. The Sisters helped each 
other as occasion required.  

[1854] In December 1854 I was unloading logs from a wagon with a chain, and the hook caught in my buckskin 
mitten and I went with the log to the ground, the log rolling over my entire body on the frozen ground. The 
Brethren took me up for dead and carried me into the house and, as soon as I showed signs of life, they 
administered to me and I felt the bones that had been dislocated move to their respective places as readily as I 
can move my fingers today.  

A message was dispatched to E.B. Helsey, the president of our ward, who was working in the canyon. The 
messengers were to tell Brother Helsey that in all probability I would die. Brother Helsey told them to go back 
and tell Brother Norton that he would live, but to let nothing touch him but flannels that had been saturated in 
olive oil. In a short time, Brother Helsey came down and found some of the good Sisters had me bandaged with 
wormwood and vinegar. He took that off and warmed the oil-saturated flannels and wrapped me in them. He 
said that was what the Spirit had suggested to him. He administered to me and promised me if we would follow 
the course indicated by the Spirit, I would speedily recover. I was in no pain after the administration, except 
when I was moved. 

For several days I had to be lifted on a blanket from one bed to another by four men. I used no medicine. About 
15 days later, I was able to walk with the aid of a cane. This was the second time I had been taken from death's 
door by the power of God through His Holy Priesthood.  

In 1854, I built a small, adobe house with two rooms — the first one with a shingled roof — in Tooele.  
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[1855] In 1855 the grasshoppers [Mormon Crickets] descended on our fields in countless numbers, sweeping our 
entire crop away except for a few potatoes, which were made so poisonous by the grasshoppers that many 
were made sick by eating them. There was much suffering for food in the spring and summer of 1856, many 
living for weeks on greens and segos. I never tasted bread for six weeks. Many days, myself and wife went out 
on the prairie to hunt our living as regularly as the cattle. The grasshoppers made the grass so poisonous that 
many of the cattle died. I lost the best cow that I had. The gulls destroyed many, but there were too many 
hoppers for the gulls. One day there was a favorable wind and the grasshoppers rose in the clouds and fell in the 
Salt Lake and were drowned. They could have been shoveled up by the wagon load on Garfield Beach.  

[1856] We were quite successful in raising a crop in 1856. The wheat ripened. Many gathered the first heads, 
shelled them out in their hands and ground it in coffee mills.  

On the 14th of February 1856, the third daughter, Matilda Ann Tuttle, was born in Tooele. 

[1857] I was principally employed during the years of 1856 and 1857 in farming and carpentry, and also 
commenced the study of mechanical powers and millwrighting. My instructor was Luther B. Reede. He was a 
man of much experience in building flour, paper and sawmills in New Hampshire. He had worked three years 
making patterns for the Bunker Hill Monument. He was a fine mechanic and devoted many winter evenings for 
my benefit.  

**[1858] In March of 1858 the people of Salt Lake Valley and north of it had to abandon their homes and go 
south as John Johnston's Army was approaching from the east to take possession of Utah. I immediately, with 
others, commenced the work of preparation for our expedition. Wagons had to be repaired and ox yokes made. 
As we had been cut off from our supplies from the east by the army the year before, we were very destitute of 
clothing as well as wagon covers. Some used half-inch lumber for coverings. I built a little cabin of thin lumber. 
Bed ticks (a blue and white striped and tightly woven, heavy cotton cloth) were brought into requisition for 
covers as well as for pants. One brother used the American flag for a wagon cover.  

I will say, in this connection, that the principal part of the nails used in this work were made from scrap iron by 
the blacksmiths. I was considered a handy workman in the outfitting business.  

I was retained in Tooele until the last family was removed, having previously moved my family to Lehi, Utah 
County.   When I left Lehi, my wife said, "You have one extra shirt, had you not better take it along?" I told her I 
would be gone only two weeks and would get along without it. I was detained six. I returned to Lehi with my 
shirt sleeves worn off above my elbows. While I was taking a bath, my wife went to the trunk for my shirt. It was 
gone and was never found. I was very well satisfied as to who took it but had no proof. I had to feign sickness 
and go to bed until my wife could cut up a sheet and make me a shirt.   

 

Regarding this evacuation, Wikipedia has this to say: 

 

“… at the end of March 1858, settlers in the northern counties of Utah including Salt Lake 

City boarded up their homes and farms and began to move south, leaving small groups of men and 

boys behind to burn the settlements if necessary. As early as February 1858, Young had sent 

parties to explore the White Mountains on what is now the Utah/Nevada border where, he 

erroneously believed, there were valleys that could comfortably harbor up to 100,000 individuals. 

Residents of Utah County just south of Salt Lake were asked to build and maintain roads and to help 

the incoming inhabitants of the northern communities. Mormon Elias Blackburn recorded in his 

journal, ‘The roads are crowded with the Saints moving south. ...Very busy dealing out provisions to 

the public hands. I am feeding 100 men, all hard at work.[52]’  Even after Alfred Cumming was 

installed as governor in mid-April, the "Move South" continued unabated. The movement may have 

included the relocation of nearly 30,000 people between March and July. Historians Allen and 

Leonard write: 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Salt_Lake_City
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Salt_Lake_City
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nevada
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Utah_War#cite_note-52
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"It was an extraordinary operation. As the Saints moved south they cached all the stone cut for 

the Salt Lake Temple and covered the foundations to make it resemble a plowed field. They boxed 

and carried with them twenty thousand bushels of tithing grain, as well as machinery, equipment, 

and all the Church records and books. The sight of thirty thousand people moving south was 

awesome, and the amazed Governor Cumming did all he could to persuade them to return to their 

homes. Brigham Young replied that if the troops were withdrawn from the territory, the people would 

stop moving...."[53] 

 

When the government found out 
that the charges against the people 
of Utah were without foundation, 
the President issued a proclamation 
granting a complete release for all 
supposed offenses. We returned to 
our homes in July to harvest our 
crops and resume our accustomed 
labor. Johnston's Army moved to 
Camp Floyd, I think in August, and 
commenced building barracks and 
spending money very freely, which 
was a great blessing to our poverty-
stricken people.” 

 

 

Camp Douglas is the only military installation in the United States on a site purposely chosen so that its guns 
could fire if necessary, upon American citizens nearby. 

 

“[1859] In the winter of 1859 I worked much of the time stocking plows, working in the daytime on the 
woodwork and frequently, with my friend Philip Delamare, until 12 o'clock at night making moldboards and 
plates for the plows and for government wagon tires. Plows at that time were worth from $30 to $50 each. 

Our little baby girl, Mary Emma Tuttle, was born in January 1859. 

 [1860] About this time, I received my endowments 8 December 1860, in the Endowment House, was ordained a 
Seventy and joined the Thirty-First Quorum.  

In 1860 I commenced building a sawmill about two miles east of Tooele City.  

[1861] This year, a man by the name of Parker came from the east with a complete circular sawmill outfit. We 
formed a partnership. Two years after, I sold my interest to him and built another one higher up in the canyon, 
which I ran successfully for about 12 years. In the meantime, I helped to establish in Tooele County a 
cooperative flour mill, a foundry, carpenter shop and plane mill.  

In these enterprises, I lost over $3,000. How many hundreds of dollars’ worth of experience, I have never been 
able to determine. I learned this fact - that cooperative enterprises of that nature cannot be successful unless in 
the hands of a united people. In the enterprise named, I put some of the best efforts of my life.  

DRAWING OF CAMP DOUGLAS IN 1862 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Salt_Lake_Temple
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tithe
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Utah_War#cite_note-53
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About that time, I became thoroughly converted to the principles of the United Order and was in hopes to live to 
see my sons and daughters established in that order. But I have little reason to expect it now — but it will be 
established in the due time of the Lord — it must be before Zion can be redeemed. 

[1860] We also buried our little girl, Mary.   

[1861] On 16 May 1861, our 5th little baby girl, 
Emily Vilate Tuttle, was born. 

[1861] In October 1861, Col. Johnston and the 
remainder of his army located in Camp Floyd were 
ordered to the States on account of the war, which 
had broken out between the North and the South. It is estimated that something like four million dollars’ worth 
of government property was sold for one million dollars and the government furnished a large part of the 
money for the purchase by the people who built the barracks and furnished them supplies. I was considerably 
benefitted by the sale of the property. 

[1864] 18 January 1864, Gertrude Isabelle was born in Tooele. 

[1866] 29 September 1866, our first little boy was born in Tooele, and we named him Norton Edward Tuttle. 

[1869] 17 January 1869, second little boy was born, Franklin Ray Tuttle. 

[1871] 9 June 1871, baby Clara Josephine was born in Tooele. 

[1873] 8 June 1873, our youngest child and third boy, Ormus Henry Tuttle, was born in Tooele. 

[1877] In June 1877, 1 was ordained a High Priest and set apart as the Bishop of the Tooele Ward under the 
hands of President John Taylor, then President of the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles.  

About that time, I had a very remarkable dream. I will say that some people pay heed to very trifling dreams. We 
should give heed to dreams that are instructive. I have not been much of a dreamer, but I have had a few 
dreams that were instructive. This is one of them. I dreamed that I had died and went to the Spirit World and 
was traveling along a road over a beautiful country toward the north. I saw people appear on the streets, all of 
them traveling the same direction I was going. Some passed by me and others walked more leisurely behind.  

I soon came to a large building on the east side of the road. It was similar in design to the Tabernacle in Salt Lake 
City. When opposite the door, I saw that the people were coming from the north as well as the south and going 
into the building. Being satisfied that it was a public gathering and feeling a little weary, I thought I would join 
the crowd and go in and see what the object of the meeting was. I went down the right-hand aisle, near the east 
end of the building, and obtained a seat. The scene appeared very familiar to me, including the seats for the 
Priesthood, and those that looked like the Presiding Authorities were taking the seats on the stand. It looked like 
the people were assembling for Conference. I never felt more at home in any Conference in my life.  

While looking at the stand, I noticed a lady coming down the aisle scrutinizing very closely those whom she 
passed. She came down the aisle opposite to me and stopped as if she had found the object of her search. As 
she stopped, she bowed very low and politely to me said, "How do you do?" As she saw that I did not recognize 
her, she said with an air of disappointment, "Don't you know me?" I said, "Your features are familiar to me, but I 
could not call your name." She said, "You used to know me," calling herself by name, and I said that I certainly 
did. She said, " I heard that you were here, and I have been looking for you. Have you seen my mother?" I said, " 
I have not." She replied that her mother was at the door and would be very glad to see me. "Let's go and see 
her."  

As I left my seat to go with her, she remarked that, "We did not formerly believe as you did, but we do now." My 
attention was called from her for a moment. When I looked for my guide — she was gone. (She was the 
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companion of my childhood.) I looked at the east end of the building; the wall had been removed. As I looked 
out into space, I could see other stands and congregations as duplicates of the building I was in. I could see men 
in the various stands in the same attitudes generally assumed by public speakers. These congregations extended 
as far as the eye could see and were lost in the distance.  

As I was gazing on the scene, wondering what this meant, a voice seemed to say, "This is the Spirit World, they 
are preaching the Gospel here to those that died without a knowledge of the same." Then I awoke. The Spirit of 
Enlightenment came over me in regard to the magnitude of the work of preaching the Gospel in the Spirit 
World. When we take into consideration the vast number of people who have been on this earth and have died 
without the Gospel, the magnitude of the work is beyond our comprehension.  

My duty was made very plain to me at this time in regard to the companion of my youth. But, in the pressing 
cares and duties of life, it was lost sight of for about two years when I dreamed that I saw my friend again and 
she rebuked me sharply, saying, "You promised to do a work for me and you have not done it." It was spoken in 
such a sorrowful manner that I felt humiliated in every fiber of my being. Shortly after, the work was performed 
in the St. George Temple.  

How many stinging rebukes may be offered us by our friends on the other side for having within reach of us so 
many Temples and testifying of the joys of the Gospel and doing nothing? During the years of 1877, 1878 and 
1879, I was very busy, as I was one of the directors in the County Cooperative Flour Mills and a member of the 
County Tannery Board of Directors and superintendent of a building association.  

I had my sawmill to look after and perform my duties as Bishop of the ward.”  

 [From the History of Orson Parley Bates, Jr, by Viola L Bates Dayley:  “As time went on, Norton R. Tuttle sold the 
sawmill and moved farther up the canyon.  Here he built a flour mill and a comfortable home.  This was the first 
house with a shingled roof ever built in Tooele County.  Mr. Tuttle made these shingles by hand….  This narrow 
canyon was called Middle Canyon.”] 

“In the summer of 1880, 1 became much interested in the colonization movement inaugurated by President 
Young in Arizona. I started from Tooele on the first day of November of that year for Arizona to see the country. 
John W. Tate was my traveling companion for the trip. My wife and sister, Ann Tate, accompanied us as far as St. 
George. I stopped there for a few days to work in the Temple and had a very pleasant time visiting old friends 
and making some new ones. 

On November 17, I parted with my wife and friends and started for Pearce's Ferry on the Colorado, taking with 
us, by request of Brother Erastus Snow, a load of lumber for the Church to build a ferry boat on the Colorado 
River. Brother Snow was desirous of opening this route to Arizona.  

Twenty-four miles south of St. George we were joined by a company of 13 wagons from Cache Valley, Utah, 
going to Salt River. Here we were detained for two days on account of a birth in the company. The spring by 
which we were camped yielded water at the rate of one bucketful every 10 minutes by the watch. This was our 
supply for 52 head of animals. We found here that a mistake had been made in the description of the road and 
were confused as to the course we should take. Some thought we should go south, as this road seemed the 
most traveled. I thought we should go west.  

It is a serious thing to get lost in a country like that. I retired that night by myself and made it a matter of prayer, 
determined to follow the impression I would receive in the morning. My impression in the morning was that a 
man dressed in light clothes, riding a light-colored animal, was on the road from the south and would give us the 
desired information. This impression was so strong that I went out several times on a hill overlooking the road to 
the south but saw no one.  

About 11 o'clock, while standing at the spring, a young man rode up, draped in a buckskin suit and riding a light 
brown mule. I said to myself, "That is the man I have been expecting." I asked him if he came from the south and 
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he said that he did. He said if we had taken that road it would have taken us 50 miles out of our way without 
water and with no alternative but to return to that place, making 100 miles extra travel. He told us to take the 
west road 16 miles to Thane Springs. We went to Thane Springs next day, which is in the Grand Wash on Big Dry 
Canyon leading to the Colorado. We traveled 28 miles the next day to Black Willow Springs The next day, 
Sunday, we traveled four miles, found a small spring and very good grass and stopped for the day. Our company 
was at Willow Springs.  

During the day, myself and Brother Tate took a walk down the canyon and came to a small patch of corn that 
had been cultivated by the Indians. We found an old squaw who looked as if she had been there ever since the 
hills were made. Through her signs and a few broken words of English she uttered, we found she was very 
anxious to know who we were. She said, "You Americans? You Mormons?" I told her, "Me Mormon." She 
replied, "Me Mormon." At the sound of the word "Mormon," a blanket was thrown back from the old squaw's 
side and a little squaw (we judged to be 10 or 12 years old) jumped up with tears in her eyes crying, "Me 
Mormon." We supposed that she was frightened. She was frightened when she saw us approaching and the old 
one tried to cheer her, but when she heard the word "Mormon" her fears were banished. The next day we came 
to a point in the road in which we were in doubt as to the course to take.  

Our instructions said follow the wash to the Colorado. We found the road turning up a canyon to the left. We 
camped. I went up the canyon to make observations, found a spring and a small camp of Indians, including the 
old squaw and the young one we saw the day previous. By sign, I think I made them understand what I wanted 
to know in regard to the road. The young squaw appeared to be most interested. I got one of the Indians to go 
with me to the camp. I think it was about eight miles. It was dark when I got to the wagon. I found the little 
squaw before mentioned and an Indian, I thought was her brother, sitting by the fire with my partner. We gave 
them some supper.  

During the evening, I sang to them the song, "The Merry Mormon," which they seemed to enjoy very much. The 
two Indians and young squaw stayed with us all night, sleeping by the fire in the sand, alternately keeping fire. In 
the morning when we started, I turned my team to the right; one of the Indians caught my lead horse by the line 
and pulled to the left. I was satisfied they were directing us right. They had stayed all night to watch that we did 
not take the wrong road, walked at least 15 miles to perform this kindness. How many white men would have 
done this?  

I will state that but one company of 13 wagons had passed through this country before. This was one year 
previously, and in some places the tracks were entirely obliterated. We stayed with our Indian friends but one 
night and were treated very kindly. We were two days traveling 14 miles (over the most forsaken country I think 
was ever seen by a white man) to the Colorado River. 

We built two small skiffs with our lumber, with a platform across the two, in which we crossed our wagons — 
one at a time. We had much difficulty in crossing our horses. We tried to swim them, got one drowned in the 
attempt, then went down the river about a mile and examined a very rocky ford and pronounced it too 
dangerous. We came very near losing a man in examining the ford. Then one of the elderly men called the 
company together and said, "Brethren, we vote that Brother Tuttle should take charge of building this boat and 
ferrying this company across that river, and now I propose we do it and work under his direction without any 
more controversy." The vote was unanimous.  

Then we went to work to ferry the animals as I first proposed, making a stall in the center of our boat to hold 
one animal, making it so secure that it could not get the boat out of balance. I promised the company that we 
would not lose one animal. We crossed our 52 head of animals and 17 wagons in two days without accident. It 
has been my experience that when a people vote to sustain any authority, it is best to do it.  

While ferrying this company, I crossed the river 59 times. In the morning after crossing the river, our elderly 
Brother proposed that his company give me a vote of thanks for my assistance, which was unanimous. One 
Brother exclaimed that it was a Godsend that he fell in with us. Two days travel up a steep sand and gravelly 
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canyon, 35 miles without grass, brought us to the north end of Walipi Valley, [Hualapai Valley] 50 miles by one 
road and 70 by another. Here we parted company with our Cache Valley friends – they, taking the long route; 
myself and companions, taking the short one.  

We ascended the steepest and most rocky hill that it has been my lot to encounter. We had to lock all the 
wheels of our wagons and then our wagons would slide on the steepest places. In passing one of the grades — if 
it could be called a grade — the rocks supporting it on the lower side gave way, and our wagon slid against a 
large rock, which prevented it from overturning and sliding down two or three hundred feet into the deep gulch 
below, wrecking the entire load. Brother Tate was driving and I was holding to the side of the wagon with a 
rope. If the wagon had gone down, Brother Tate would in all probability have been killed and I would have been 
left alone with the wreck, without water and 50 miles from any human being.  

By unloading the wagon, we succeeded in getting back on the grade and carried most of our load to the bottom 
of the hill, working until 10 o'clock at night. Next morning, we took our horses back to water five miles, they 
having been tied up about 20 hours without water or grass. We got our wagons down the hill and reloaded 
about 1 p.m. and started for Hackburg - a mining camp 50 miles distant. We traveled until 11 o'clock at night and 
camped without water for our horses.  

When we arrived at Hackburg the next day, we found a town with a population of five men with a hotel and post 
office, and two smelters, which had been unsuccessful. We obtained hay, which had been cut by a novel 
process, namely, by Mexicans with hoes. It was amusing to see our horses look at it. Mr. Mose, the postmaster, 
advised us not to go by the San Francisco Mountain route, as we had intended, to the Little Colorado, but to go 
to Prescott and take the stage road, although it would be 100 miles farther. We acted on this advice, traveling 
over a good stock country, but not much water for agricultural purposes.  

Prescott is a very pretty town, built on rolling hills among the pines. The houses are mostly frame, painted white. 
The road from Prescott to the Little Colorado is not paved with gold, but we found one pavement 18 miles long, 
composed of volcanic rock set on end and varying from three to 18 inches in height. We arrived at sunset, 
December 13, 1880, on the Little Colorado and stayed the night with the United Order — Lot Smith, President. 
Next, we went to St. Joseph [now Joseph City], 25 miles, and made this our headquarters for the winter. Having 
ordered my mail sent to St. Johns, I rode a horse there for my mail with no regard after traveling 150 miles. We 
had a very comfortable rig for travel, had a nice mattress with plenty of blankets, with a small cook stove in the 
wagon.  

We spent some time on the Little Colorado, examining ancient ruins — as they are called with the people of 
today — and spent several days in the petrified forest. I formed many pleasant acquaintances, hospitable 
people, both in and out of the Church.  

[1881] I returned to Utah and my home in Tooele about April 1, 1881, after an absence of six months, traveling 
about 3,000 miles by team.  

 

[1884] We moved to Oakley, Idaho, in 1884 and built a sawmill and a flour mill.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 
 

This excerpt is from “life As I Experienced It” by Sarah Viva Anderson Bates. 

“I, Viva, feel it is of interest to add the following information:  

Norton Ray moved to Oakley in 1884 and if one wonders why he did not write more about his life there, 
perhaps he felt it unnecessary since, save one married daughter who remained in Utah, his entire family (the 
youngest being age 11) moved with him.  All lived and raised families in the same community and knew 
much about is life at that time. 

He pioneered Oakley the same as he had done in Tooele.  He built a grist mill and a saw and planning mill.  
One son, Edward, operated the grist mill while he ran the saw mill and did other construction work in the 
Oakley vicinity.. 

Glen often reminisced about his boyhood experience of sighing in his grandfather’s mill pond.  He used a 
willow for a pole and a string and a bent pin for a line – yes, he caught fish!  He described Grandpa Tuttle as 
being a good-natured, handsome man of six feet with dark hair and brown eyes and his Grandma as a saucy, 
little southern lady from Alabama with dark hair and browneyes also. 

They raised six daughters and three sons.  The second boy, Franklin, drowned in a tragic swimming accident 
at age 19 leaving a fiancée who died two years later. 

The first son, Edward, was married and had four children by the age of 25 at which time he was called by the 
Church authorities to go on a mission to England – leaving his wife and family in the care of his parents.  
While there, he contracted consumption and had to return home.  One can imagine the misery of that long 
journey, first by ship, then by train to Ogden, Utah, where the railroad ended.  There is father met him in a 
wagon to he could make a bed for him, and then came the rough ride over rutted, dirt roads to Oakley 
which took two days.  On that journey, Norton Ray had to break the sad news to his son that his three-year-
old daughter, Alice, had died.  Edward never recovered from his ordeal and ravages of the disease and died 
at the age of 20 on March 23, 1895. 

A companion missionary, Thomas E. Taylor, had accompanied Edward on his return from England and when 
he heard of his death, he wrote to Norton Ray, “I am just advised of the death of your son, Edward.  I had 
been thinking of him only a few days ago and was on the point of writing to him.  On the way home, in 
conversation he expressed regret that his health prevented him from filling his mission, having reference to 
the usual two years that Elders are supposed to remain away.  I told him he must not have any regrets on 
that score, as I believed he had done all that was required of him.  While we naturally mourn when young 
people full of faith in the Gospel and giving promise to usefulness in the Kingdom here upon earth are called 
away, and at times feel as though their mission was not completed, yet I am satisfied that your son’s mission 
was accomplished not only in England but upon the earth.  My short acquaintance with Brother Edward was 
of a very pleasant nature and leads me to form a high opinion of his character as a man and a Saint. 

 Edward’s widow, Jennie, never remarried.  The house Norton Ray built 
for her remaining three children eventually became Glen’s and my 
home. 

All of Norton Ray’s and Helen Elizabeth’s girls lived to a good age. He 
was appointed the first Bishop of Tooele Ward and while I do not know 
of his specific callings in the Oakley Ward., I do know that he was 
dedicated to the Gospel and must have held many worth positions and 
endured faithfully to the end.  He died on March 19, 1903, living three 
and a half years after his beloved wife, Helen Elizabeth, died on October 
17, 1899. 

 Jennie's Home in photo taken years later 
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Norton Ray Tuttle’s last words entered in his journal: 

“All these incidents are intended for my children and grandchildren, I have been quite particular in regards to 
the details — that these notes may convey to them some idea of the faith, fortitude, patience and 
perseverance possessed by those who laid the foundation for the prosperity and blessings that they now 
enjoy. I want it indelibly written in their hearts that they were led here by the Almighty Father of Heaven and 
Earth and that His Priesthood has shaped the destiny of the people who are living in the mountainous regions 
today.”  

 

OBITUARY PRINTED IN THE DESERET NEWS  2 APRIL 1903, PAGE 11, “special correspondence” 

“OAKLEY, IDAHO, NORTON RAY TUTTLE, DEAD     Patriarch and Pioneer Lays Down Life’s Burden 

Oakley, Cassia Co., Idaho, March 20— 

Our respected Patriarch, Norton Ray Tuttle, died here yesterday after an illness of some four months.  He was 
born May 12, 1830, at North Haven, New Haven County, Conn., coming from good old Puritan stock, his 
forefathers coming to America in the year 1632—12 years after the landing of the Pilgrim fathers.  He was the 
son of Samuel Tuttle and Jessie Patience Clinton.  In the year 1847 he with his widowed mother and two sisters 
left their native home and started to join the people of the Lord, who were camped on the Missouri river at 
Winter Quarters.  He was baptized April 3, 1848, in the city of St. Louis, while on the way westward.  As he had 
no means to come to Utah with the Pioneers, he was advised to go across the river into Iowa to earn some 
money.  At this time, he was but 18 years of age, had an invalid mother and two sisters to support.  He located 
160 acres of land and erected a house for his mother and sisters.  It was at this place he met Helen E. Utley, a 
young lady of about 15 summers who had embraced the Gospel in the state of Alabama, and who had walked 
most of the way to gather with the saints.  About three years later, August 14, 1851, they were joined together in 
holy wedlock.  He remained in Iowa until July 1852, when he sold out his farm at a very low figure, to gather with 
the Saints in the Rocky Mountains.  He crossed the Missouri River with one wagon, one yoke of oxen and one 
yoke of cows, taking his young wife and a baby girl – only two weeks old. 

On their way, they endured many hardships; the cholera broke out in the company and many fell victims to it.  
On reaching the last crossing of Sweetwater River, the provisions were about gone, and a council was held to 
determine what to do, as it was impossible to reach the valley without succor.  It was decided to send two men 
on foot to Salt Lake for supplies.  Brother Tuttle was selected and a brother Adams, the other.  They left in about 
an hour after the decision, their outfit consisting of two blankets, one tin cup and one knife and hatchet with no 
provisions.  They suffered many hardships on the way, crossing streams and walking in the rain and mud, but the 
journey was made in four days and a half, a distance of 170 miles.   

On arriving in Salt Lake, they consulted Bishop Hunter, who immediately fitted out four wagons with supplies and 
Brother Tuttle started back next day to his company and after five days travel, met the emigrants, finding all 
well.   Shortly after arriving at Salt Lake, he moved out into Tooele County, and commenced to establish himself a 
home, but the winter coming on, his family were compelled to live in a wagon during all the cold of the winter.  
He passed through all the hardships incident to the establishment of Tooele County and did much for the building 
of Tooele City. He established a sawmill about two miles east of Tooele city in 1861, was one of the board of 
directors of the county co-operative flour mill, superintendent of the building association, Bishop of Tooele 
several years, until released to go to Arizona on a colonization project inaugurated by President 

Brigham Young.  He returned to Utah by way of Lee’s Ferry and arrived home in April 1881 enduring many 
hardships and privations in his explorations.   
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In 1884 he and family moved to Goose Creek 
Valley in Idaho and assisted in establishing the 
town of Oakley where he erected a flour mill 
and assisted in many ways to build up the 
country.  He died as he had lived—a faithful 
Latter-day Saint.  He was associated with the 
Bishopric several years, and at his death was a 
Patriarch and a member of the High Council. 

Father Tuttle leaves one son and six daughters 
all married with large families, but one, to 
perpetuate his honorable name and emulate 
his worthy example.” 

  TUTTLE SISTERS 

Back Row: Emily Vilate Tuttle; Sarah Elizabeth Tuttle; Clara Josephine Tuttle.  
 Front Row: Gertrude Isabelle Tuttle; Matilda Ann Tuttle; and Martha Jane Tuttle 

 


