David Buttars
2 Dec 1822 – 23 Nov 1911
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     David Buttar was born in Rattray, Perthshire, Scotland 2 December 1822.  He was the son of Donald Buttar and Bethiah Rattray Buttar and he was the youngest child of his father’s family of thirteen children.  His father, Donald, had two wives.  He married his first wife, Janet Stewart in the year of 1783; there were seven children born to that union: Marjory, Catharine, William, Alexander, Robert, Helen, and Grace.  She died and left him with the small children.  In 1808, he married Bethiah Rattray and there were six children born to that union; Charles, Thomas, Isabel, Janet, Elizabeth and David.
     Donald was a tailor by trade.  He had David apprenticed to learn shoemaking, which trade he followed in Scotland and also when he first came to America.  He was brought up religiously, playing the bellows in the pipe organ; he also played the flute in the Presbyterian Church choir.  His father died at the age of eighty-three, when David was twelve years of age.
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Margaret Spaulding Buttars


     Of interest is the fact that David and his father Donald both chose to use the surname Buttar rather than some other spellings such as Butters or Butter.  He was blessed as David Buttar, and he listed himself and his family as Buttar on the ship records; in 1905 and in 1909 when he got his patriarchal blessing he gave his name to the patriarch as David Buttar.
     At the age of twenty-six, David married Margaret Spalding, 14 March 1848 at her home on Myreside Farm, Blairgowrie, Perthshire, Scotland and they resided in Blairgowrie from then until 1853.  Their first three children were born there.  
     David joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints when he was 29 years old and was baptized the 19 January 1851 by Thomas Frazer.  He was confirmed on 29 January 1851 by William Burton; then ordained a Priest in February 1854 by Robert L. Campbell.  His wife Margaret was expecting a baby when David was baptized, so she was not baptized until 15 November 1851 by A.F. McDonald and was confirmed on 16 November 1851 by John McNaughton. 
     David was an honest man and set a good example to his family and friends.  He suffered many trials and was tested many times during his life, but by his devotion and love for Heavenly Father, he finally overcame his obstacles; the blessings of health, wealth and a good family were his reward in later life.
     In the early years of the LDS Church, the Saints were encouraged to gather together in “Zion,” which was what the center of the church in Utah [USA] was called.  David and Margaret made plans to go, but her family was very much against it.  Her brothers told her if she would leave the Church and stay with them, they would take care of her and her three children.  Her parents were well-off financially and could have given her a life of ease, but Margaret loved the gospel, and her husband, and would not accept their offer.
     On 12 March 1854 this little family started for Zion on the sailing ship John M. Wood with Robert M. Campbell supervising. At the time David and Margaret would have been 32 years old, little Marjorie was five years old, Bethea three years old, and baby David was a little over two months of age.  
     It took seven months and two days for the ship to cross the Atlantic Ocean.  This would have been a long, hard trip with children so young.  It was during this time that baby David became ill and died, the date being 12 April 1854.  They had to bury their little boy at sea.
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     They landed in New Orleans on 2 May 1854, accompanied by 393 Saints, all with great hopes of reaching Zion.  The voyage was now over, but little did they know the hardships that lay ahead of them.  David and his family rode up the Mississippi River destined for New Port, Missouri.  This journey took them through part of Louisiana and across the barren country of what is now Arkansas, to meet the Saints in Westport, where a new phase of their journey was waiting and preparing to travel across the plains by ox team.  

     While crossing the plains with Captain William Empey’s 8th Company, the cholera broke out.  David had it very bad and came near dying with it; it took some time for him to get over it.  They had to walk most of the way.

     One day when they had camped, David was walking and gathering up sticks to make a fire, as he threw the sticks down, he saw he had picked up a rattlesnake and had carried it a long ways in his arms but it did not hurt him.  Another time he made his bed down under the wagon.  In the morning when he dressed himself and went to roll up the bedding, he found a rattlesnake curled up in the bedding; he had slept with it all night, and again it had not hurt him.

     David arrived in Salt Lake City, with his family in the fall of 1854.  There they met Brother Samuel Mullener.  Bro. Mullener was also from Scotland and had been a great missionary for the Church in his native land; he had settled in Salt Lake City in 1850.  He hired David to work at making shoes for him for five months, during which time David and his family lived in Salt Lake City. In January 1855 they moved to Lehi, Utah.  Lehi at that time was a thriving little town, even though they had much trouble with Indians and grasshoppers.  David continued making shoes for Samuel Milliner.  He had no wagon nor team, so he would walk 30 miles to Salt Lake City to get the leather and return his finished shoes, then walk back, a distance of thirty miles each way.  The road at the Point of the Mountain was excessively steep and difficult to travel.  It was higher up on the hill than it is at the present time.  Sometimes he would be picked up and given a ride.  

      A few years later, he raised himself a team of oxen from calves.  He then began to farm a little and that year the grasshoppers came and ate the crops up.  There was no flour in all Lehi.  That year their son John was born and as they had no flour, they ate bran bread and clabbered milk.  They lived in a mud house with a dirt floor.

      On 5 August 1863, his wife Margaret had a baby daughter; they named her Margaret after her mother.  Margaret, the mother, lived only five days then passed away on 19 August 1863.  Baby Margaret lived only 11 days.    Margaret and her baby are both buried in the Lehi Cemetery, where a nice monument marks Beatheah, David, John Sr, Daniel and Robert’s graves.  David Sr. saw some hard, sad times and had no relations to help him in anyway to care for his little family. David’s daughter Marjory, just 14 years old, helped to take care of the children.

     David met Sarah Keep in 1866; they were married 16 December 1866.  Sarah was the ex-wife of Thomas Robert Francis and the mother of Lucy Ann Francis, David’s stepdaughter, whom he treated just as his own child until his death 23 November 1911.  David and Sarah’s first child was born a daughter, Sarah Isabell.  She died 16 June 1868, and David and his wife Sarah and small son, Robert, buried her in the Lehi Cemetery.
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David and Sarah Keep Buttars


     In October 1868, he moved to Clarkston, Cache County, Utah.  That same fall they got their endowments and David was ordained an Elder.  When he came to Clarkston, he built a two-room log house in the fort, where Ben Ravsten’s (Cottle’s) home is.  Peter Barson lived on one side of him and James Myler on the other.  In 1870, he moved out on his farm, there he built a two-room log house, and later built a new two-story white frame house in its place -- the frame house accidentally burned down in the mid 1900s. 

     In 1871 he was ordained a High Priest.  He believed in paying a good tithing and paying it in full, knowing the Lord keeps his promise that he would open the windows of Heaven and pour down his blessings on all that keep his laws and commandments, for he had proved it to him in the spring of 1871.  The grasshoppers came so bad that when they flew up they would darken the sun, and three times they ate the grain off.  Then the crickets came in herds; there were herds of them, one right after the other.  After he had done all within his power by driving them, with his children’s help, to the ditch where the chickens could only eat three or four because they were so large, then he did not know what to do for a living and everything was eaten up.  He said, “We will raise something.  I have paid my tithing and the Lord will help us.  He has said he will help them that help themselves.”  Then here came the seagulls and devoured them all.  They would eat until full, then go to the ditch and throw them up, then eat more until they were all gone and then they would fly away.  The grain grew again and David raised thirteen hundred bushels of grain, the largest crop he had ever had up to that time.

     At that time, another son was born, Charles William, on 15 Jun 1871.  When David first started to farm he cut the grain with a cradle; a few years later he bought a cropper to cut the grain with and hired six men to flaw it and bind it.  He used to cure his wheat for planting with slack and lime and sowed it by hand broadcast.  

     David made shoes the first few years in Clarkston.  The last pair he made was for his stepdaughter Lucy Ann, and he accidentally made one wrong side out.  He said, “I won’t make any more shoes,” and he never did.  He used to mend all their harnesses.  He used wooden pegs for tacks to put soles on, made out of maple, sawed in little wheels, then cut into little pegs.  He also made wooden lasts to make the shoes on.  He used to plant five to ten acres of potatoes each year.  He bought the first binder in Clarkston.  His son Daniel and William Stokes bound on it by hand one year, then Samuel Thompson and son Daniel, bound another year, then he bought a self-binder that bound with wire.  Years later he helped to buy the first header that came to Clarkston, together with Brother Andrew W. Heggie and Peter S. Barson. One year he had the sunflowers so bad in some of his wheat that he put it into a stack by itself, and when the thrashers came, they would not thrash it for him. He made a flail and flailed it out by hand, a bit at a time on a wagon cover.

     He had to haul his grain to Corinne or Ogden by team and wagon to sell it.  He would bring back the things his family needed.  It would take two and three days to make the trip. He had cows, horses, sheep, pigs and chickens.
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David’s home built  in the1890’s


     He helped to build the Old Rock church house, which was erected on the bottom of the south side of the Town Square.  He also helped to build the new Church Meetinghouse in 1909-1910.  When the Logan Temple was being built, he donated one hundred dollars each year until it was finished. David and his wife Sarah did temple work for many of their ancestors and paid for hundreds of more names to be done.

     In 1884, he married Sophia Jensen as a plural wife.  He lived in polygamy twenty years.  In 1889, the polygamists were advised by the authorities of the Church to give themselves up instead of being hunted down by the law.  On the first day of June 1898, David gave himself up and was fined one hundred dollars. On account of him being so old, he did not get the six-month jail sentence usually given; he paid his fine and came home a happy man.

     His first five children were well taken care of and got along nicely with their stepmother Sarah.  They loved and honored her as they would their own mother.

     Eight children was born to he and his wife Sarah Keep as follows: Sarah Isabell, Elizabeth, Charles William, Thomas James, David Alexander, James Joseph, Mary Janet and Emma Jane.  David was the father of fifteen children and one stepdaughter, Lucy Ann Francis.

     On May 30, 1899, he had been to the Logan Temple doing temple work with his wife Sarah, and their son Charles, and a niece Mary Ann Griffin Jenkins.  While they were crossing Bear River, the bridge broke and they all went into the river.  They would all have been drowned if it had not been for the help of William Bingham and William Thain, who came and helped get them out.
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Family picture taken about 1905

Back row: James, David A. Daniel, Robert Spaulding, Charles William, Thomas J.

Center row: Emma, Mary, Lucy Ann

Front row: Elizabeth, Sarah Keep Buttars, David Buttars, John Spaulding


     In 1909, he had two hundred dollars in paper money, which he gave to the Logan Temple.  President William Budge said it was an answer to their prayers.  They did not know where the money was coming from to buy carpet to replace the ones that got burned.  He gave David a blessing which made him feel very happy and said, “I think it will be my last donation to the Temple” and it was.

     He died from a cancer in his eye, a faithful Latter-Day Saint.  He passed away November 23, 1911 at the age of eighty-nine years, and was laid to rest in the Clarkston Cemetery.  A beautiful monument has been erected to his memory.

Compiled from a history written by Lucy Ann Jensen, his stepdaughter, in 1911

        with additions from other family histories

The Prayer Room

     When David built the large white frame home in Clarkston, he offered a room in his home for a Prayer Circle Room.  He was given the privilege to do so.  Permission for this organization came from the first Presidency of the Church through the President of the Logan Temple.  Samuel Roskelly was sent from the temple to affect the organization.  Twice each month the members of this group met at the home of Brother David Buttar, with Bishop John Jardine presiding. The room was dedicated on 23 June 1901 and twice a month the brethren would gather there. The room was located in the front of the northeast upstairs. 

Grandmother Sarah Keep Buttar tells the following story:

      One evening as the brethren gathered up in the Prayer Circle room, the wives were gathered in the Parlor room below the Prayer Circle room; they were visiting and laughing rather loudly when Grandmother Sarah noticed that the big chandelier, with it crystals, started to hit each other going around in a circle.  To Grandmother this was a sign that they were making far too much noise.  The Prayer Circle room was a sacred room dedicated to the Lord for Prayer. This was a testimony to Grandmother and never again did she allow anyone to interrupt, with loud laughter or conversation while the men were having Prayer Circle.    

This story was related to Archulious B. Archibald by Lucy A. Jensen
     David Buttar and his first wife Margaret had a home in Lehi, Utah.  After Margaret died David married Sarah Keep.  In October 1868, they moved to Clarkston, Cache, Utah.  They lived in the old fort for a few years.  When the Indians were less hostile, they moved out to their farm north of town.
     They decided to sell their home in Lehi and make Clarkston their permanent home.  Sarah and David made the trip to Lehi to sell their home with a team of horses and a wagon.  The found a buyer for their home, and took some produce as part payment.  One of the items was several bushel of apples.  The rough ride back to Clarkston in the wagon bruised the apples so badly that they rotted immediately.
     David and Sarah used their pioneer skills and removed the seeds from the decayed apples.  The following spring they planted the seeds in long rows on the slope south of their house.  Many of the seeds grew.  When they were about three feet high he thinned them to the right distance and gave many of his friends some of his young apple trees.  He visited other apple orchards in the valley and got buds from other kinds of apple trees, which he grafted onto some of his own trees.
     Budding was done by carefully cutting a cross in the bark of the tree.  The bud from another tree was place in the cut; the bark was carefully put back into place.  The cut was then bandaged with a piece of cloth.  When the bandages were removed in the spring some of the grafts were green and promising, others were dry and dead.  Enough survived to provide about a half-acre orchard. 
     David sent to his native land, Scotland for some gooseberry seeds.  His sister sent three different kinds.  She had spread them out on sheets of paper to dry; they stuck to the paper.  She carefully labeled the seeds and folded the paper with the seeds still sticking and mailed them to David in Utah.  The Gooseberry seeds were panted between the apple trees.  They grew well and were of a good variety.  The orchard was a pride and joy to Grandfather David and his wife Sarah for many years.
Immigrating to America
(As if in their own words)
Hello, my name is David Buttar. I was born in Rattray, Perthshire, Scotland on December 2nd, 1822. My parents are Donald Butter and Bethea Rattray and I am the youngest of thirteen children, seven of which are my half brothers and sisters.  If you were paying attention you may have noticed that I have spelled my last name three different ways. Let me explain. For some reason my father changed the spelling of the name for the children he and my mother had together from Butter to Buttar.  The two spellings are common among the family.  I’ll explain the other spelling latter. 

My family has lived in Perthshire for several generations. My father was a tailor by trade. He died when I was only twelve years old.  My first job was blowing the bellow for the pipe organ in the Presbyterian Church. When I got a little older I was trained as a shoe maker.

This is my wife, Margaret. I’ll let her tell you about herself.

I am very pleased to meet you. My name is Margaret. I was born on April 1st, 1822 in Blairgowrie. My parents were John Spaulding and Mary Meek Johnstone. I was the fifth of eleven children. My family was quite well to do. We lived at the Myreside Farm which had been in my family for nearly a hundred years.

I met my husband when we were very young. Blairgowrie is a small isolated village in the Scothish Highlands so everybody knew everyone else. Even though we knew each other, he didn’t come courting until we were a little older. We were married on December 14th 1848 in Blairgowrie when we were both twenty-six years old. Our first daughter, Marjory was born the following September.

We figured that we would live out our lives in Blairgowrie as our parents did and their parents before them for generations.  But life as we knew it was about to change forever and take us places we never dreamed of.  We were both brought up in religious homes in the Presbyterian Church.   A year or two after we were married some missionaries from America came preaching a new religion. They brought with them a new book called "The Book of Mormon".  Many people rejected them outright but I felt drawn to their message.  They visited us in our home on many occasions teaching us things we felt to be true. In time we accepted their message much to the dismay of our family and friends.  I was baptized on January 19th, 1851.

It took me a little longer to make up my mind than did David, mostly due to pressure from my family. However I soon came to believe as he did.  By that time I was carrying our second child and decided to wait to be baptized.  Our second daughter, Bethea, was born on June 25th, 1851 and two days later I too was baptized.

As the missionaries met with success, many of the converts decided to go to America and settle in Utah with the rest of the Saints.  We were torn between going with them and remaining with our families in Scotland.  With time the choice became obvious as we began to receive persecution especially from my family. They did everything in their power to persuade us to abandon our new faith.  We would have left sooner but I was again expecting a child. We decided to wait until after the baby was born.

Our son, David, was born December 26th, 1853. As you can imagine his father was so proud.  Then we announced our intentions to leave for America. David’s older brother had immigrated to Canada just over twenty years earlier so his family was alright with our decision.  It was a different story with mine.  They demanded that I give up such foolishness.  They said that if David wanted to go to let him go without me and the children. They would take care of the children and me if we would forget all about David and the Mormons. My heart and soul was with my husband and my religion. I knew what I must do. When I told them that I was going, they disowned me and I never heard from them again.

Margaret and I left our family and homeland on our journey. We traveled to Liverpool, England where we joined a group of Saints bound for America. There were 397 of us who set sail on the sailing ship John M. Wood on March 12th, 1854. Our journey was to be long and heart breaking. At first there was much excitement with the adventure of being at sea and making new acquaintances. Soon the drudgery of being at sea day after day set in. A month into the voyage the heart break came. Our son, David, became very sick and died on April 12th. It is still difficult for Margaret to talk about it.  We wrapped his tiny body in a canvas which was sewn shut. Our friends consoled us as we held a memorial on deck. Then he was committed to a watery grave. We watched with tear filled eyes as he splashed into the Atlantic Ocean and sank out of site. We stood for some time watching a lonely patch of water as the ship sailed on until it disappeared from sight.

 The next several days were difficult as we grieved the loss of our son. Our faith gave us comfort as we sailed on. Our spirits lifted as we drew near to America. The days became warmer as we sailed south along the east coast and around Florida into the Gulf of Mexico.  After what seemed the longest seven weeks and two days of our lives we reached New Orleans on May 2nd, 1854.

Upon arrival in America there was a lot of paper work that had to be taken care of as we became citizens of the United States.  This is where I need to make the other promised explanation. It was here that I added the “s” to our name.  For some reason it seemed a fitting thing to do as we began our new lives in a new land.

We were now in America, but our journey was far from over. Our company was split into smaller groups as we booked passage on riverboats for our trip up the Mighty Mississippi River.  We experienced not only "enchantingly beautiful scenery," kind "colored waiters," and their own preaching, but also snags, cholera, accidents, death, and what we took to be "anti-Mormon" sentiments. A few emigrants could afford cabin class passage, but most of us, unfortunately, traveled in steerage—on the crowded lower decks with the animals and baggage (including an occasional occupied coffin), and few amenities. 
Upon our arrival in St. Louis, we boarded another river boat to take us up the Missouri river to Independence, Missouri.  We disembarked from the riverboat and took our belongings to the staging camp at Westport to assemble into a wagon company for the last part of our journey. We loaded everything into a covered wagon hitched to a team of oxen.  So far we got to ride along. From here on we walked.  Our company of forty-three people hit the trail on July 15th, 1854.

We traveled northwest until we reached the main Mormon Trail at the Platt River. From there we traveled westward along the now well worn trail.  It had been seven years since the first wagons broke the way for all of the thousands to follow.  Life on the trail was also long and difficult but we were buoyed up by faith and the company of good people.  The prairie stretched on day after day. Some days we saw large herds of bison which paid no attention to us as we passed by.

At one point our company suffered from an out break of cholera. Cholera causes diarrhea, vomiting, and leg cramps. Some died from it. David was one of those who became very ill. I was still grieving for my son and I could not bear the pain of burying my husband too. We were blessed and he got well and regained his strength. 

David had a couple of exiting episodes on the trail. Why don’t you tell them about it?

Well, one evening as we made camp, I was out gathering brush for firewood. When I returned to camp and laid my bundle beside the fire, a rattle snake slithered away. I have no Idea how far I had carried it. It’s a wonder he didn’t bite me.  Then another time as I was making up my bedroll one morning I found another one in my bedding. It must have been looking for a warm place to sleep. After a moment of excitement it was off into the brush. One of the men went to kill it. I told him that it did no harm to me and I wanted no harm to come to it. 

As the weeks passed we exchanged the hot summer days on the plains for cool fall days in the mountains. I thought we had mountains back in the highlands of Scotland but they are nothing compared to the Rocky Mountains. 

After a journey that began seven months ago, we found ourselves coming down Emigration Canyon into the Salt Lake Valley.  Finally on October 24th we were in our new home.  As was his custom, we were greeted upon our arrival by President Brigham Young.  

The first order of business was to find a place to live. Then I found employment making shoes for Samuel Muller.  After five months we moved south to Lehi. At first I made the thirty mile trip to Salt Lake City on foot to deliver my work and to bring back the material for making more. I began farming as we settled into our new life. Our journey was worth every mile of open sea, muddy rivers, and dusty trails.

We hope we didn’t bore you to tears with our story. Even though our journey is over, we still have the rest of our lives ahead of us. Who knows, but perhaps generations of Buttars will grow up in these Rocky Mountains as the generations before grew up in the Highlands of Scotland.
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