Francis Marion Ewell was the first child born to William Fletcher Ewell and Mary Lee Bland. He was born during the "hot pot" of Mormon persecution in Ray County, Missouri, and moved with his parents and the Saints across the West. After his father enrolled in the Mormon Battalion, Francis Marion was left- at the tender age of 11 years- to care for his father's family. Later, after his father died at Council Bluffs in Iowa, he helped to bring his little family across the vast plains, walking every step of the way to SaltLake City.
We are fortunate to have the following short biography of Francis Marion written by Laura Ann Ewell Dennis, his daughter:
Francis Marion Ewell, son of William Fletcher Ewell and Mary Bland, was born November 3, 1835 in Ray County, Missouri. His parents joined the Latter-day Saint Church and went to Council Bluffs, Iowa. Here Francis Marion was baptized in 1849.
Three companies of Saints emigrated to Utah that year (1849). Grandfather William Ewell, his wife and family were in the Ezra T. Benson company. The other two companies were under George A. Smith and Silas Richards. They were traveling from the Missouri River and were so close together that frequently they camped in the same locality. They all arrived in Salt Lake City on October 27, 1849. Grandfather joined the Mormon Battalion, and left his family in poor circumstances on the plains. He must have died on the trip with the Battalion for nothing more is heard of him. [Of course we know that he went full circle with the battalion and arrived back at Council Bluffs where he died in his wife's arms, of what was probably complications of malaria which he had contracted while marching with the battallion. Editor]
Grandmother brought her little family on into the Valley, walking the entire distance. They lived for several years in Weber County. Father [Francis Marion] went to Provo in about 1855 and passed through the hard times of 1855-58 [during which period he lived on fish alone for six weeks]. He was sent to guard in Echo Canyon at the time of Johnston's army invasion. He married Frances Mary Weech, daughter of Samuel Weech and Elizabeth Gould on July 27, 1858, in Salt Lake City, Utah. They went first to Goshen [Utah]. Then in about 1860 they moved to Payson, where he engaged in manufacturing nails and hoopiron from chains and wagon tires which had been brought in by the army. They were endowed November 24, 1865 in the Endowment House in Salt Lake City, Utah.
Father served as a soldier in the Black Hawk war. He was a carpenter by trade, and about 1877 he went into the business of shingle making. He had just completed the mill on Summit Creek near Santaquin when it was destroyed by fire. He built another one farther up the stream, though his loss has been $2,500. In 1882 he went to Spring Glen in Carbon County, Utah, about six miles from Price, and took up farm land. Here he was the first presiding Elder over the Spring Glen Branch. He was the first Sunday School Superintendent, the first trustee, and leader of the first dramatic association organized in Price. He was a member of the choir in every place he lived, and active in the church. He was ordained a Seventy February 20, 1888 and set apart as senior President to the 101st quorum of Seventies November 5, 1891.
In his latter days his health failed him and he suffered from diabetes, dying January1, 1904 (5?) in Spring Glen and was buried in the Provo City Cemetery , Provo City, Utah.
Now comes the wife of Francis Marion--Frances Mary Weech Ewell. Because of severe religious persecution in England, "Fanny's" parents moved with their family to America when Fanny was six years of age. The Weeches settled with the Mormon Saints in Illinois, where Fanny's father died of apparent complications of asthma. Fanny's widowed mother joined the Hancock company and moved West with the Saints. Fanny was a stalwart woman. One history records: "She often baked pies and bread to sell to the Indians. She often had many encounters with them, and showed much grit and courage in doing so. One example was as follows: One day when she was by herself, an Indian came and wanted bread for nothing. She gave him the bread, then he wanted some butter. Since it was so hard to get, she refused him, and he started after her. She picked up a chair and threw it at him, and then he left." Fanny had nine children, six boys and three girls. She was known affectionately as "Aunt Fannie" to her primary children and young neighbors. Here is her story as told by her daughter Laura Ann Ewell Dennis:
Mother, Frances Mary Weech Ewell, daughter of Samuel Weech and Elizabeth Gould was born October 9, 1838 in Chestershire, England. She crossed the ocean when she was six years old. They were eight weeks on the water. When the family got as far as Illinois, her father died. He had asthma before leaving England and they thought the dampness on the ship caused it to become worse and to cause his death. He was a merchant by trade. There is not much known about their travels but I think they went to Council Bluffs, Iowa, and from there to the Valley of Salt Lake. Mother was baptized in 1845 - in Salt Lake City. When she was a girl she learned to make mens clothes. She was an expert tailor, and made all of my brother's suits. As a girl she attended all the Church organizations, and grew to be a very religious young woman.
She married my father Francis M. Ewell in Salt Lake City. [They] moved as stated before, to Goshen, then on to Payson. When they had their endowments in Salt Lake City in the old Endowment House she changed her name to Fanny. When they moved to Santaquin she became President of the Primary, holding this position for about three years. When they moved to Spring Glen she was busy raising her family, and keeping her big house in order, as so many of the family and friends loved to go to the Ewells. There was always an air of hospitality and friendly goodwill in their home. Mother was an expert housekeeper and a good cook. She kept boarders at the time the railroad came through and also when the narrow gorge was replaced with the wide gorge through to Denver. After father died, she moved to Provo, buying a little home there. She had a stroke. I was living out in the reservation at that time and wanted so much to take care of her, but there was no way to get her out there except by horse and buggy and the doctor said she could not stand the trip. My brother took her to his place in Wellington, Carbon County, where she died in 1914. She was taken to Provo for burial beside her husband. She died as she lived-a faithful Latter-day Saint.
I remember my girlhood days in Carbon County. Father built a large two-story house. The upstairs was made into bedrooms and the entire downstairs was one huge room, so big that I well remember what it took in energy to scrub it. Mother would take the ashes from the stoves and make lye water, get down on her knees and the floor was not scrubbed unless it was white enough to eat from. This floor was large enough for dances and socials. People would come from all the surrounding farms and small communities to have real old fashioned good times. There was a huge fIreplace in one end, and it was a cheerful sight to see the big cottonwood logs burning. They were cut right behind the house and rolled down the hill. Father and the boys said it was not much bother to go after wood. Our place was on the west side of the Price River, and many times we were isolated because of the floods.
On the first May Day celebration to be held at Price, I was to be Queen of the May. A big flood came down that morning and there I was dressed in my pretty white Swiss dress ready and oh, so disappointed. Finally my brother Ren hitched up the team to the wagon with its tight box and we started across. Although it swam the horses and the water came within an inch or two of the top, we got across and over to Price safely.
The Apostles and leaders of the Church always came to our place to stay while on their visits out to Castle Valley as it was called. Father and mother had nine children, three girls and six boys. My oldest sister Sarah married Teancum Pratt, grandson of Parley P. Pratt They went to live first at Orderville, then to Spring Glen. He was the first ward clerk, and she the first school teacher. My sister Mary was the postmistress at Helper, and my brother Lorenzo and his wife Mary Dennis had the post office for a number of years. My brothers opened up the first coal mine in that district.
We all took part in the dramatics and in the choirs and socials. My sister Mary could make up and take her part so well people thought she was an actress who had come out from Salt Lake. My brothers Frank, Lorenzo, William, Ether, who died as a baby, and Permitt were all well-respected citizens and loyal to the Church. We all had large families. There is only my brother William (who lives in SaltLake), and I left of father's and mother's boys and girls.
The story would be incomplete without the wonderful little history written by a grandson of Francis and Frances. Iving Y. Bigelow. Mr. Bigelow wrote the biography on Friday, November 3, 1972 while living in Los Galos, California.
Grandmother [Francis Mary Weech] was a wonderful, and to me a very beautiful woman. She was born in Upton Noble, Somerset, England, the 9 Oct 1838. She was the fourth child of Samuel Weech and Elizabeth Gould; both of her parents were born in England. She must have come to America in the late 1840's, as her youngest sister Emily was born 15 July 1850, in Alton, Madison County, Illinois.
She was a small woman, perhaps 5 ft. 4 inches tall; and I guess she weighed 120 pounds. She had blonde hair, and light blue eyes. She had some good English traits, such as keeping the house neat and clean, doing things on time and not leaving them to be done later, entertaining friends, and providing for their comfort and welfare. I never saw her angry or frown, she was always pleasant and spoke with a soft voice and she never complained. She did not speak with an English accent. She loved her children and grandfather [her husband.".-Francis Marion] very much, and often spoke to him in endearing terms. Grandfather loved her very much too, and called her by a special name, which was "Fanny".
To me as a boy I considered her a very excellent cook, which of course she was. She often cooked a big meal on Sundays for her children and grandchildren. Two of their sons lived in Spring Glen with their families-Uncle Franklin (Frank) and Uncle Lorenzo (Ren). They are the ones who came to meals, and to the evenings of fun, with games, recitations, group singing and other activities. Other guests were also invited for these occasions. They were similar to our present "Home Evening Meetings", Grandfather and my Uncle William Walter (Will) had very fine voices. Uncle Purmitt was living at home at this time.
Some of the things grandmother cooked were: mush, probably graham and corn meal, bacon and eggs, pork and veal, all kinds of vegetables from the garden including sweet corn, rhubarb (pie plant), potatoes with brown gravy, also milk gravy, fried chicken, and chicken stew with dumplings and gravy, yeast bread and biscuits, corn bread, and baking powder biscuits, and of course other things too numerous to mention.
Quite often in the evening grandfather would parch sweet corn and grind it in the coffee mill, this we ate with milk; we also ate it not ground. He also popped the regular popcorn, which he grew and dried for winter use. The same was true of the sweet corn.
One day I caught some big bull frogs in some springs near the Price river. I cut off their back legs and took them home for grandmother to cook, which she did, but she would not eat any of them with me. I liked them very much, the meat was clear and white, and they tasted like young rabbit meat.
Grandma was also a very brave woman. One day she found a skunk in their shanty kitchen, which was on the north side of the house; but rather than let it escape she killed it with a hoe or broom handle, but the odor remained in the room for quite some time. On another day she fought off a big chicken hawk which came swooping down in the front yard to pick up some little chickens that were with their mother.
After leaving Spring Glen grandmother moved to Provo, Utah, where she lived in a small house across the railroad tracks of the Union Pacific, and the Denver and Rio Grand Railroad. While she was living there Ida, [my wife], visited her nearly every week, and took things to her that she was fond of, such as cookies, nuts, melons, and a variety of fresh fruits, lunch meat, and meat to cook some of which she simmered to suit her taste. Ida also took her some articles of food which were made by her mother, such as bread, pies, and head cheese.
Ida found grandmother just as I remembered her, very neat and clean in her person, and appearance; very cheerful, and always pleasant, she was also busy with her household duties; and spent some of her time sewing, making quilt blocks, and similar activities.
I deeply appreciate Ida's thoughtfulness and help to my grandmother, and for which I am very thankful to her.


