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LIFE HISTORY OF SARAH ELLEN BENNETT STOTT 
9 February 1873 - 14 June 1961 

Written: November 29, 1958 
 

I Sarah Ellen Bennett Stott was born February 9, 1873, the daughter of 
Hiram Bell Bennett (born March 1, 1823 in Nashville, Tennessee), and Ellen 
Greenhalgh Bennett (born July 7, 1852 in England). My father was a polygamist 
and my mother was his second wife. He was old enough to be her father, having 
been born the same year as her father was.  

 
My mother was 16 years of age when they were married 1868. Her first 

child, Jesse J. Bennett, was born when she was 18. I was the third child in a family 
of eleven children (7 girls and 4 boys). They were born in the following order: Jesse 
J., George A., myself, Esther P., Mary A., Lucy B. Minnie M., Clara Mirinda, Edith 

Ann, Albert Eli, and Peter Preston (Oct. 1888). We were all born in the same bed, the same corner of the 
room, and in the same house, which is located in Meadow West of the Cleon Stott barn and is now 
owned by Var Cleon Stott, a 
grandson. The eleven of us were 
born over a period of 19 years 
Mother died of typhoid 
pneumonia [4 May 1890] when 
Preston was one and a half years 
old. Father’s first wife [Martha 
Smith, 8 June 1817], who was 
73 years old at the time, raised 
us after mother died. 
”Grandma”, as we called her, 
lived to be 86 years old. I was 
the only child married at the 
time “Grandma” died [12 Oct. 
1902]. My mother had always 
called her “Mother”. At the time 
of her death I was living in 
Provo while my husband was 
going to school. [B.Y. Academy 
in Provo, Utah] 

 
I grew up as all children do, without much knowledge of my life. About the first thing I can 

remember was when I was about four years old, Joe Dame, a neighbor, asked me if I would like to go to 
Fillmore with him. He was going up with a load of grain to the flour mill to get some flour. That was the 
way everyone did when they needed flour. They took a load of wheat to Fillmore and traded it for a new 
supply of flour. They put it into two bushel sacks and would empty it into lrge flour bins when they got 
home. We did not get it in fifty pounds as they do now. At home we had a big long porch (three rooms 
length) and our bin was on that porch. Our large family had Saleradus (soda) biscuits every morning. I 
was really disappointed but I had to tell Joe Dame I couldn’t go because my clothes were too ragged. I 
remember that ragged dress now just as it looked then 82 years ago. 
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I was baptized on June 11, 1882 in a creek Northwest of town by Hiriam Adams and confirmed 

by William Probert of Scipio, who was in Meadow at the time preaching. 
 
I started school at the age of six. “Grandma” Martha S. Bennett and Sarah Stott (Allison Stott’s 

mother) were my teachers. Two teachers taught in the same room. Our school was a one-roomed log 
house, where Tom Reay’s house now stands, and it was also the meeting house [church] for one year. I 
remember the following teachers: John Nield, George Ramsey, Hannah Hanson (mother of Stella Day), 
and Hyrum Beckstrand. Hyrum Beckstrand was four years older than I and I particularly remember him 
as a teacher because he had me sing a solo “A Bird With A Broken Pinion Will Never Soar So High 
Again”. Our studies were reading, writing, and arithmetic “taught to the tune of a hickory stick”. We 
made our own chewing gum out of resin. We would chew for awhile and then let the next person chew; 
the more we chewed the sweeter it got. 

 
One day I was on my way to Fillmore in a wagon with a group of girls when Eliza Bushnell 

dropped one of the lines. I was afraid the wagon would tip over, so I jumped out to stop the horses and 
broke my leg. I was laid up for nine months. 

 
It was at this time [about 1887]  that we had trouble because my father practiced polygamy. The 

government stationed three big U.S. Marshalls at our home. They arrived in the middle of the night. 
Two stood outside with big clubs and one came in and watched the house hoping to catch father. I had 
just broken my leg a week or so before.  One of them looked in the dresser drawer (evidentally looking 
for father) and I said,  "What kind of a fellow do you think he is"?  They arrested all of the children that 
could testify against him. They couldn’t take me because of my broken leg. They didn’t find him that 
night. They had a pre-hearing in Provo. I still have some of the dishes they gave me for staying home 
and seeing to the other children that couldn’t go. I was about. 14 years old. Father had been hiding in the 
ditch East of Meadow. They found him later coming from the tithing office to our home which was just 
through the fence. 

 
I remember once in my childhood I was going out with a boy my father didn’t want me to. In 

order to stop me he grabbed the rolling pin from the flour bin on the porch an held it over me as if to 
strike me.  

 
Because my father [Hiram Bell Bennett] was Bishop of our Ward we had 

many Mormon leaders come and stay at our house. I especially remember when 
Brigham Young came to visit us. He always had fancy gloves and hats. He would 
bring his wives and other important people in his party (two or three buggy loads). 
When the women would take off their fancy hats and wraps, we girls would take 
them to their room and try them on. When Lorenzo Snow came, he always put on a 
nightcap before going to bed. We all thought he looked so funny. The women 
always wore nightcaps with strings under their chins in order to keep their heads 
warm in the cold rooms, but very seldom did we see a man in one. 

 
Even though my father was Bishop for many years we always had coffee in the morning. He 

chewed tobacco until the day he died. He had been raised on a tobacco farm in Tennessee. We never 
heard about the Word of Wisdom in those days. I remember some of the Apostles and Church leaders 
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smoked pipes and cigars when they came down and stayed over night at our house. It wasn’t until Heber 
J. Grant’s time that we heard much about the Word of Wisdom. 

 
“Grandmother” [Martha Smith] and I went to Fillmore to live so that I could continue my 

schooling at the Millard Academy [about 1888]. We stayed just part of one year.  I was about fifteen 
years old. We took some Meadow boys along who lived with us. 

 
My teachers were Alma Greenwood, Joshua Greenwood, Benjamin Cluff & and Mrs. Walsh. 

Benjamin Cluff was principal. They were very good teachers and knew how t make us work. I got 
Hyrum Beckstrand’s  spelling and definitions for him while he got arithmetic for me. Of course, I never 
got very far in figures.   

 
My formal education ended that year. At that time I started to work out doing housework for 

woman in town at $1.50 per week, or did washing on a scrubbing board for fifty cents a day. After 
finishing the washing I would scrub a big wood floor. We didn’t know about linoleum then. 

 
One springtime I left home to work for the first time. I went to work for Mrs. Hinckley at Cove 

Fort. It was a long ways in those days, taking all day to go. I stayed about three weeks and was so 
homesick I just had to come home. They sent me home in a two-wheeled cart drawn by one horse. I was 
never so happy to get home. It was right after this that my mother had a bad cold and about a week later 
it developed into pneumonia. She died the 4th of May 1890. [Sarah Ellen was 17 years old] 

 
Even though I went to work early, father had always been a good provider. We never went 

hungry and he always hired out much of his work. 
 

At this time I was keeping company with Joseph L. [Lees] Stott. We went 
together about six years. We never got very far from home while courting because 
walking was our only way of travel. He used to come and see me Wednesday and 
Sunday nights. When there happened to be a dance we got to go out on Friday night 
too. I well remember the first time he came to ask me to go anywhere with him. I 
was on top of the house putting apples up to dry. I had been peeling apples and was 
bare-footed. The dress I had on was so stiff with apple juice it could have stood 
alone. 

 
I worked for my future husband’s folks for three months. In the year 1893, Joseph went to 

Nevada to shear sheep to make our wedding stake. I never kissed him until we were engaged. On July 
19, 1893, when I was twenty years old and Joe was twenty-one, we were married in the Manti Temple. 
It took us three days to travel by covered wagon to Manti for the wedding. There were five of us who 
went: my brother George, my sister Mary, Ellen Stewart (George’s girl friend), and the two of us. It took 
us three days to return home by way of Clear Creek. We took our own grub box and slept out on the 
ground two nights. 

 
When we were a young married couple, we used to dance in Joe’s father’s barn (Charlie 

Swallow’s now) and in an old school house with an organ and a fiddle as our music. My husband always 
had a wonderful sense of humor. One night after a party in the Meadow Ward, my brother, George, and 
his wife, Bessie, Joe and I left and went down to my brother Jesse’s house. We got a quart of 
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Loganberry wine. One of the men put his hat over the bottle of wine and as we drank it, visited, and got 
a thrill out of the wine, Joe would say “hat’s off” when we wanted another drink. This was before the 
Word of Wisdom was stressed so much. 

 
A short time after we were married Joe wanted to go back to school in Provo. He had attended 

one year previous to our marriage. The B.Y. Academy was down by the railroad station in an old 
warehouse. We took all our belongings which included a little four-holed stove, some bedding, etc. 
Actually we didn’t have very many things. We loaded them onto a hayrack and started on our journey 
which took us four days. My brother Jesse went with us. We stopped in Nephi the second night and Joe 
was terribly sick all night long and fainted. [Fall 1893] 

 
Joe went to school two years. [Until his mission call in 1895] We would go home in the summer 

so that he could farm. In order to stay in school we rented two rooms (one a slant-off and one a front 
room) for $3.00 a month and took in five boarders. They furnished the grub and paid the rent and I did 
the cooking, washing, and ironing for seventy-five cents a week plus my grub free. I did all the washing 
on the scrubbing board. The boarder slept in the slant-off room and Joe and I slept in the front room, and 
also used it for eating, washing and other work. One Sunday morning the boarders had to leave because 
I knew that the baby I was expecting was coming and that was the only place I had to deliver it. We 
were surely happy when our first boy, Leo, arrived. He was born October 28, 1894. My sister Esther 
came up to help me for awhile. 

 
I didn’t put Leo in pants until he was six. He had ringlets until then too. I shined his shoes every 

night and always maintained that you could tell the character of a person by the look in his eyes and the 
way he kept his shoes. 

 
Once when coming home from school for the holidays we camped in Scipio. They had a log 

house called “Camp House”. That night there were nine men and myself camping there. They made a 
long bed the length of the floor and put me at the end, with Joe next, and George, my brother, next. In 
the night I got so cold I climbed in between Joe and George. 

 
While attending school Joe was called on a mission [1895]. He didn’t feel he could go at that 

time because he didn’t have a place for us to live in while he was gone. The Church Authorities said 
they would release him from going until he could make preparations and get ready, but before the year 
was up (in February) he received another call. I told him to accept it. It was surely a hard decision to 
make because we didn’t have a thing. He had left school after his first call and we had gone home before 
school was out. 

 
After we came home Joe taught school during the winter [1895] in the daytime and spent the 

evenings building a house for his family [in preparation for his mission]. He made a mud machine in 
order to make mud bricks for the house. It was like a shaft with paddles and he used broncos to keep the 
machine going around. He had to break quite a few broncos before he could use the machine. Joe 
Beckstrand and my brother, Jess Bennett, helped him. They put the mud in molds to dry, then laid them 
in a kiln and burnt them to bricks. Joe also went to a saw mill and sawed his own lumber. The water was 
so low that he would have to wait for the mill race to fill before going on. While it was filling he would 
go find trees, cut logs and then go back to the mill race and saw the logs for the lumber. It was really a 
job to build our two-roomed house. The house still stands. My grand-daughter, Clea Roberts, lived in it 
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for some time. We moved into our new home three weeks before Joe left for his mission [Spring 1896]. 
 
I was left with only five cents in the house. He had mortgaged the home to a fellow in Meadow 

for money enough to do him on his mission. He could only get about $250. I worked for anybody I 
could, sewing, making soap, etc., and I didn’t touch a penny of the money he had for his mission. He 
auctioned off his only horse and got a little money, but lacked $5.00 of the amount needed to get to the 
mission in California, with headquarters in San Francisco. Ben Goddard loaned him the $5.00. 

 
When Joe left in the Spring [1896] for his mission I was expecting our second child. Leo was 

just a little over a year. Seven months after he left Cleon was born on August 23, 1896, the year Utah 
became a state. People asked Joe how he got a baby having been away from home. He told them that he 
had good ward teachers. Elizabeth E. Stewart, a mid-wife, delivered Cleon and took care of me. She 
charged $5.00 which I had saved up from my work. When I went to pay her, she refused to take it. I told 
her I guessed I would have to give her the baby. She finally got him as a son-in-law. 

 
The closest flood that ever happened in Meadow was on the 12th of July and Cleon was born the 

following August [1896]. He had a lot of hair and it stood straight up. People would come in and ask 
what was wrong with his hair and I would tell them hat he got scared of the flood and it never came 
down again. My sister, Marinda, lived with me most of the time Joe was gone. 

 
In order to buy a baby buggy I dried fruit, made soap and sewed. I carried plumbs (which were 

given to me by Brother John Gull) four blocks in the daytime and cut them at night and laid them on 
boards so they would dry. I sold them to the store for three cents a pound. After much hard work I 
finally got the nice baby buggy and a dish cubbard [cupboard]. I had to have a substantial buggy for the 
two babies because I had to take them with me everywhere I went. No one knew what a struggle it was. 
I didn’t complain to anyone. When Joe came home and saw my garments and they were all patched on 
top of each other, he cried because he hadn’t known. I had never told him about the hardships. I had a 
sugar bowl full of sugar up in the cubbard and didn’t dare touch it because I was afraid someone would 
come in and I would have to prepare food, so I saved it for company. I was as poor as a “skinned owl”. 

 
After Joe had been on his mission a year and a half, Howard Bushnell went out from Meadow 

and reported what a difficult time we were having at home, so they released Joe. When he got back I 
didn’t even weigh 100 pounds. 

 
Joe came home in July [1897] and taught school in Kanosh for the next five years. We lived 

there the first year and from then on, for four years, he traveled back and forth, coming home on week-
ends. 

 
When Cleon was 18 [16] months old, on Christmas Eve [1897], he drank chloroform and seemed 

absolutely dead. Joe came home and made coffee and poured down him and he vomited. Then they put 
him in hot water baths and them cold water baths and rubbed him over and over. It took him all day to 
come out of it. He wore ringlets until he drank the chloroform. After that he was covered with sores all 
over his body so we had to cut his hair. 

 
Our last child, our only daughter, was born September 2, 1898, nearly a year and a half after 

Joe’s return from the mission. I got pregnant with Melba while Joe was teaching school in Kanosh and 



6	  of	  10	  	  

he said, “There wasn’t a thing wrong with me but Kanosh water”. The night before she was born I felt 
miserable and didn’t sleep much, but I didn’t complain because I wanted Joe to get his rest. Our house 
had two rooms and a hallway. I got up and was sitting in the hallway facing West in a rocker. Joe asked 
me what was the matter and I said, “Nothing, only what was to be”. He went to the store and the baby 
was born while he was away. I had a mid-wife helping. I thought she was such a lovely baby. When 
Melba’s first baby was born I took it harder than I did for my own. 

 
After Joe taught school seven years we went back to school at the B.Y. Academy for one year 

[1904]. It was then located on the lower campus (room D) on Fifth North and University Avenue in 
Provo. We traveled on a hayrack this trip and trailed a cow behind us. Every day the cow would bloat up 
and we would have stop and give the cow coal oil. It took four long days to make the journey. We had 
the two little boys and the baby girl with us on this trip. When we arrived we rented a house from Dr. 
Zimmerman. It was a busy time for me. I took in ten boarders and we had five of our own to feed. I 
boarded them for $20.00 a month. 

 
After Joe finished we returned home [Meadow]. We trailed the cow back and when we got her 

home she got in the lucern [alfalfa] and went in Al Duncan’s chicken coop and died. I cried like a baby 
when “Old Min” died because she meant so much to us. We needed her milk for the three little children. 

 
When Melba was eight years of age and I was thirty-three [1906], I had to go to Salt Lake City to 

have an operation at the L.D.S. Hospital. Martha Bushnell took care of my children while I was away. I 
was in the hospital three weeks. I wrote my husband and told him the doctor said I could go home when 
he came for me, so he came and I told the nurse I could go home. The doctor hadn’t released me, so 
when the doctor went to the hospital and found I was gone he looked all over Salt Lake for me. When he 
found me he said I sure took my life in my hands. 

 
We took the train down after the operation from Salt Lake to Clearlake (about 40 miles from 

Meadow). Joe put me in the back of a covered spring wagon with a mattress in back. He had to carry me 
in because I was so weak. After my return my sister, Edith, stayed with me. 

 
During my life I have held offices in the church as counselor in the Primary; President in the 

Primary at the time of my operation, so had to be released; Secretary in the Relief Society for three 
presidents over a period of 25 years (Elizabeth Stewart, Mary Bushnell, and Albertina Fisher); and 
President of the M.I.A. for five years. I was President of the M.I.A. when the first Gold and Green Ball 
was started. Leona Bennett was the queen. She borrowed all the jewelry there was in town. We made her 
dress out of gold and green paper. It was very pretty. 

 
At the time of World War I (1918) Cleon was on a mission and Leo was in the army. Melba and 

I had to take their place on the farm. Melba plowed with seven head of horses and a mule all day and I 
planted all the grain (320 acres). I drove three horses on the grain drill. 

 
My husband was elected Assessor of Millard County [1921] and held the job for two years. I was 

his secretary until he died at fifty years of age [27 May 1923]. My son, Leo, took his place as Assessor 
for 7 ½ years and I stayed on as his deputy and secretary. I did all the descriptions of all the land in 
Millard County with a Spenserian pen. 
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Six weeks before Joe died I had a premonition of his death. I felt it so terrifically strong that I 
just couldn’t even go with him to a celebration up at Fillmore of the laying of the last spike of railroad 
from Salt Lake to Fillmore. I got on my horse and roamed the hills all day East of Meadow. 

 
He died of a rupture appendix. I went to Fillmore and stayed ten days and nights at his side when 

he was so ill. He said one night that if he could just make it until morning, he would be all right. I had all 
of the children come up and he died the next day about 11 o’clock. (May 27, 1923). 

 
Joe and I had planned for a long time to take a trip together, but before we make it he died. 
 
After the death of my husband I started to do a little traveling. My first trip was taken to 

Coronado, California with my daughter and her husband to an insurance convention. This was in 1923. 
In the year 1930 I made my first trip to Canada, spent three weeks and worked in the temple. Later I 
went with Dan and Melba to Detroit, Michigan by bus and we drove a new car back. While there we 
went on a boat from Detroit, to St. Paul, Minnesota. A bad storm came up and Melba was sea sick. I felt 
fine. 

 
At the time of the World’s Fair [1939] I went to San Francisco to another insurance convention 

with Dan and Melba. We visited all of the exhibits out on Treasure Island where the Fair was held. 
During World War II, I went to Pensicola [Pensacola], Florida with my sister, Merinda, and her son, 
Ted, by car and came back by bus. After that I took a trip to Seattle, Washington by bus. When Ted 
Sorensen was stationed on Whiby [Whidbey] Island in 1944 we visited him and went on a ship to 
Victoria, Canada. My next trip was with my grand-daughter, Leola, by bus to Hattiesburg, Mississippi. 
The two of us then went down to Texas where Merrill, my grandson, was on a mission at San Antonio 
(Spanish-American Mission). I ate my first Mexican food and like it. I liked the Mexican people and 
they seemed to like me. Merrill promised me many times after that that he would take me to Mexico, 
which he later did. 

 
When I was 75 I took a tour with the Vida Fox Clawson Tour Group (Oct. 1949). I was listening 

to the radio one day while I worked I heard a broadcast about a tour that was leaving Salt Lake in a few 
days for points East. I dropped a card in the mail asking for details.  In the meantime I tried to find 
someone else to go with me, but everyone was too busy at the time. So I decided “I can speak English, 
I’m in good health, so I’m going to make the trip by myself.” 

 
We left October 4th on the D&RG Railroad and went to Denver and then to Kansas City, 

Missouri, where we saw Liberty Jail, the grave of David Whitmer, Monument of the Three Witnesses, 
the Reorganized Church Tabernacle, Church of Christ, the Temple site and many other interesting 
things. Then we went to Chicago where we visited Shedd Aquarium, Alder Planetarium, Field Museum, 
Marshall Field’s Store, and had dinner at Jane Adams’ Hull House. After leaving Chicago we went to 
Cleveland and motored to Kirkland where we visited the Kirkland Temple and drove along Lake Erie. 
Traveling from there to Niagara Falls, which we viewed from the Canadian side, we saw the Rainbow 
Bridge. The Falls were beautiful lighted with 1,380,000,000 candle power. We left Cleveland and 
arrived that evening in Geneva, New York. We motored to Peter Whitmer’s Farm and through the lovely 
country-side to the Hill Cumorah. We held a testimony meeting at the Sacred Grove. Our next stop was 
at the Martin Harris farm, which was mortgaged to obtain money with which to pay for the printing of 
the Book of Mormon. Next stop was Boston where we visited all the spots of interest including Bunker 
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Hill Monument, Paul Revere’s House, and went to Lexington, Concord and the old North Church. We 
visited the homes of Longfellow, Lowell, Hawthorne, Emerson and Louisa May Alcott. In New York 
City we went out sight seeing which included Columbia University, Central Park, Grant’s Tomb, 
Rockefeller Center, China Town, etc. In Philadelphia we saw the Independence Hall, Liberty Bell, etc. 
Points of interest that we saw in the Washington, D.C. area were Mt. Vernon, Old Georgetown, 
Arlington Cemetery, home of George Washington, the White House, the National Art Gallery and the 
Government buildings. 

 
On the way home we stopped at Detroit and the Ford Plant, Iowa, Carthage Jail, Nauvoo, saw the 

homes of many of the early Mormon leaders and saw the graves of Joseph, Emma, and Hyrum Smith. 
This whole trip was a wonderful thrill for me. We arrived home October 22 [1949]. 

 
I took three trips with Melba and Dan to San Francisco to see my grandsons Merrill, Stott, and 

Fred while they were attending Stanford University in Palo Alto. On the second trip Fred was leaving 
for a mission to South America and we went to Van Couver, B.C. to see him off. 

 
At 84 I went on my promised trip to Mexico [1957] with my grandson, Merrill, and his wife, 

Lucille, my daughter, Melba, and my son-in-law, Lan. We visited Hermosillo, Guaymas, and other small 
Mexican towns. It was my first trip to a foreign speaking country and it all interested me very much. 
Many of my relatives thought I shouldn’t go, and I did get extremely tired, but when I returned I said if I 
died the next day it would have been worth it. While on this trip we stayed in Tucson and Phoenix also. 

 
During my lifetime I have been quite a horsewoman. I rode horses bareback, sideways and made 

them lope. I used to ride that way to the slews. I have ridden many different horses through the years. I 
have also raised hundreds of per lambs – the ones the ewes wouldn’t own. I would raise them on cow’s 
milk and I made a little money from them. I didn’t quit milking cows until I was 83. When I needed 
milk I would go out and milk the cows. 

 
As I recall I have never had one bit of difficulty with my mother-in-law, or my step-mother, and 

have always gotten along with my daughters-in-law. I have tried to always get along with all people. 
 

Through the years I have made many 
things for my children, grandchildren, and great-
grandchildren. At the age of 78 I made my first 
afghan for a granddaughter, Leola George. This 
started me on an afghan career. I have made 24 of 
them since. I have set 43 double wedding ring 
quilts. I have made 10 of these and quilted them 
for my ten granddaughters. I have crocheted since 
I was 13 years old. I still have a pillow that I made 
when I was 14 years of age at the time I had my 
broken leg. It is black velvet with yarn flowers. It 
is now 72 years old. It would take rooms and 
rooms to put all the hand-work I have done in. I 
have made most of my grandchildren 3 quilts each 
and have done ever so many for my three 
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children. I still spend days and days quilting for the Relief Society. Since I turned 85 I have made three 
large quilts, 5 baby quilts and 2 afghans (one for Tom Swallow and one for Lillian Booth, my 

granddaughter’s, by marriage, mother.) 
 
I have been a lover of flowers all my life. In the summer time to 

go to Grandma’s is always a beautiful sight. Even at the age of 85 my 
flowers are still a part of me. I rise early and always find weeding to 
do. I am still active for my age. I have always loved to go to shows and 
to travel. I still live alone and do my own house work. 

 
Now at almost 86 I am giving my history to those interested. I 

am proud to have three fine children, 17 grandchildren, and 49 great-
grandchildren (29 are Leo’s grandchildren, 15 are Cleon’s and 6 are 
Melba’s). As I look back now my philosophy of life through the years 
has been, “I would rather wear out than rust out”. 

 
 
 
 
 

[Sections in brackets [ ] were added by Tom L. Day to add clarification and corrections to the original.] 
[Sarah Ellen Bennett Stott died 2 ½ years later on 14 June 1961 at the age of 88 years 4 months.] 
[Transcribed & edited and photos added February 2010 by Tom L. Day, a great-grandson through Leo, 
and then Nadine Stott Day.] 
 
[Life events and timeline on next 2 pages… added Feb 2010 by Tom L. Day] 
 
 
 
[Life events time line compiled and added by Tom L. Day – Feb 2010] 
Date: Event: 

9 Feb 1873 Born …  Hiram Bell Bennett & Sarah Ellen Greenhalgh …  
Martha Smith was her dad’s other wife, called “Grandma” 

11 June 1882 Baptized in creek Northwest of Meadow 

1888 (15 yrs) Millard Academy– Fillmore 

May 1890 (17 yrs) Her mother died at age almost  38–  
raised by Martha Smith Bennett “Grandma” (73 yrs) 

1893 (20 yrs) Joe goes to Nevada to shear sheep for wedding stake 
They were married… July 1893 – she was 20, he was 21 
B.Y. Academy – Provo 

28 Oct. 1894 (21 ½ yrs) Joseph Leo was born – Provo 
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1895 Joe was called on mission while going to school at B.Y. Academy 
Winter 1895 he builds 2-room home for Sarah and teaches school in Meadow. 

Spring 1896 (23 yrs) Joe leaves on mission to California, San Francisco (about 1 ½ years) 
23 Aug. Cleon was born in new 2-room home. 

July 1897 (24 ½ yrs) Joe returns from mission due to hardships at home. 
Joe teachers school in Kanosh for 5 years (1897-1902) 
living in Kanosh 1st year and then in Meadow. 

2 Sep.1898 (25 ½ yrs) Melba was born – Meadow in 2-room home. 

1902-1904 
12 Oct 1902 

Joe taught school in Meadow while attending B.Y. Academy 1902-03 
(29 ½ yrs) ”Grandma” Martha Smith died at age 86. 

1906 (33 yrs) Sarah has operation in S.L.C. – was there 3 weeks 

1918 (45 yrs) Cleon was on mission, Leo was in Army, Tacoma, Wash – motor transport 

27 May 1923 (50 yrs) Joe died – Fillmore, UT of ruptured appendix 

  

Trips and Travels  

1923 (50 yrs) Trip to California with Dan and Melba  

1930 (57 yrs) Trip to Canada and Detroit 

1939 (66 yrs) Trip to World’s Fair – Treasure Island, San Francisco, CA 

1944 (71 yrs) Seattle, WA and Mississippi and Texas 

4 Oct 1949 (75 yrs) Tour Group to East coast and church sites. – home 22 Oct 1949 

1957 (84 yrs) Trip to Mexico 

1958 (85 yrs) Wrote her history 

14 June 1961 (88 yrs) Sarah Ellen died 

 


