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HORACE AUSTIN SKINNER 

 Horace Austin Skinner and his wife Laura Ann Farnsworth lived in the town of Warpole, in the 

State of New Hampshire, according to the history give by their oldest son, James Austin Skinner.  It was 

in the month of February 1845 or 1846 that the family decided to come west to California.  They with a 

good many immigrants left their homes and many friends to set sail in the ship, Brooklyn.  This ship was 

a good staunch whaling vessel which had been converted into a passenger ship, there were few 

conveniences or accommodations as James put it; they were herded in like sheep, but they were willing 

to put up with it in order to make their trip westward. 

 This proved to be a long, tiresome journey as they were on the water for six months, suffering all 

the hardships of a sea voyage.  There were terrific storms, close confinement, heat, sea sickness, and 

most of the time with just hardtack to eat.  One of these storms always stood out most in their memory.  

The waves ran mountain high, the hatches were battered down in order to keep the water from running 

below and swamping the ship.  It seemed that every minute was to be their last; the ship tumbled and 

rolled so that no one could stand up and was tossed about like feathers in a sack.  Then the good old 

captain came down to the frightened people below and he too looked as if the last days had come.  He 

said to them, “Friends… prepare to die, I’m afraid that time has come to us as I have done all I can do; 

unless God intercedes, we must go down.”  Then one of the passengers cried, “Captain, we were sent to 

California, and we will go there.”  The brave Captain went back on deck saying, as he shook his head, 

“These people have a faith I do not have.”  This experience occurred just before they reached Cape 

Horn, but they did come through in safety.  After they reached Cape Horn, they encountered another of 

the same nature, but passed through safely, each one feeling that he had a mission to fulfill and they in 

time would reach their destination.  They landed on an island known as San Juan Fernandez; it was here 

that the company lost one of their dear sisters, a Mrs. Goodwin.  She died and was buried on the island, 

leaving her husband and seven little children to mourn their loss.  The Goodwins and the Skinners 

remained the best of friends throughout their lives.  She was the mother of Albert Goodwin, one of the 

family whom we older ones remember.  Even in such great sorrows they endured and kept up their 

courage, and did all they could to help each other in such hours of trial.  Mrs. Goodwin always bore a 

strong testimony of the Gospel and was faithful to the end. 

 For three weeks the ship lay calm under the burning sun of the tropical skies; the very air seemed 

as if it came from a furnace while the sea looked like molten glass.  The Captain ordered awnings built 

to help protect the passengers.  Once in a while a breeze would strike and move the ship a few miles; 

how thankful the people were to get a breath of that cooler air after their terrible suffering.  At last, they 

reached their destination, beautiful San Francisco, which at that time was known as Yerba Buena.  Here 

they held prayers and thanked their Heavenly Father for His watchful care and mercy in bringing them 

safely through their many trials and dangers.  This day was the 31
st
 of July, 1846. 

 At this time, America was at war with Mexico and the country around looked dreary and 

deserted, a land covered with Manzanita bushes, poison ivy, mesquite and other thief growth, and very 

little fresh water.  They had not been there long when Horace Skinner and a Mr. Austin took their 

families, along with other members of their company who were called, to go up the Sacramento River to 

load the ship with redwood, hides, and tallow for the return trip to New York.  While they were gone, 

their families were to draw rations from the stocks which had been brought from home, but Mr. Skinner 

learned afterward that the women and children did not fare so well and some of them had hardly enough 

to keep life in their bodies; as is usually the case, the big fish get theirs first.  Soon after this, Mrs. 

Skinner and Mrs. Austin took their families to try and help make a living for themselves and children; 

they opened a small eating place with what food they could find.  The Spanish women were very good 

to them and helped them what they could with milk, beef, chicken, melons, beans, and other vegetables.  

After the women had become well acquainted, the Spanish women found out that the Mormons were 



 2

their friends and not their enemies, even though there was a war on.  It was quite peaceful where they 

were living and they were very thankful and never failed to give thanks to their God for His kindness to 

them. 

 Mrs. Skinner and Mrs. Austin would often thresh a little wheat they would be fortunate enough 

to get hold of.  This was done by the horses tramping it on the ground; the grinding, of course, was done 

by woman power.  After Mr. Skinner had returned from the ship-loading business, he and his wife, 

Laura Ann, were offered a job as managers of a hotel, known as the City Hotel.  This was owned by a 

well-to-do Russian, who had often bought meals at the little restaurant.  They accepted and moved back 

to the city which by now had grown considerably.  The Skinners did very well while running the City 

Hotel.  They bought a lot of what was known as Clay Street and built a 4 or 5 room house.  The children 

had a chance to go to school for the first time.  The Skinners saw the city of San Francisco burn down 

five times and rebuilt; the last time however, there were good strong buildings of brick and stone, 3 or 4 

stores high.  After the family had moved into their new home, their mother’s brother came from the east 

states and lived with them as one of the family.  All the children called him Uncle Farnsworth.  They 

were still in the city when peace was signed between United States and Mexico.  They witnessed one of 

the greatest celebrations they had ever seen or would ever see again.  Young James Skinner was one of 

the states (29 states) each carrying a banner that named the state in which he was born. 

 Not long after their uncle arrived, the family moved to San Jose Valley where they bought a farm 

of 120-acres.  Here the children attended school again.  Here was the most beautiful place of all.  Their 

farm bordered a fresh water lake.  There were thousands of wild ducks and geese, and the prairie was 

covered with grass and cattle.  It was such a lovely place with its mild climate and flowers; they called it 

God’s Country.  The Goodwin boys would sometimes come and spend the day with them and have a 

wonderful time. 

 In the year 1854, they sold their farm and moved to San Bernardino where they bought another 

farm and two city lots; the children were again privileged to attend school.  It was during this year that 

an event happened that Horace Skinner never forgot or could forgive; a friend or brother in the church 

wanted to go to San Bernardino also, he wanted to go by land but needed horses and wagons.  Mr. 

Skinner and Mr. Farnsworth let their good friend take their wagons, mules, and horses.  The man sold 

the whole outfit, pocketed the money, and vanished into goodness knows where, for they never saw him 

again while they were in this city. 

 James Austin, the oldest son, was baptized into the church by William Mathews and President 

Amasa Lyman.  There is no date as to the time they made up their minds to come to Utah, but they did 

leave San Bernardino with a wagon train and experienced many hardships along the way.  When they 

reached Utah many of them saw snow for the first time.  They had planned on moving to Springville but 

on the advice of the Church authorities, they remained in southern Utah; they arrived here in 1858, in the 

month of February (the coldest month in the year).  Some of the company remained in Beaver; among 

them was the Horace Skinner family.  This was just two years after Beaver was settled and in plenty of 

time to share all the trials and hardships of settling a new country; it can be said here that they endured 

much that only the bravest of mortals could survive.  It was very different from the sunny land of San 

Jose Valley where wealth and plenty smiled from every side; they often thought of God’s Country they 

left behind. 

Taken from the History written by James Austin Skinner 
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The following paragraph was written by Margery Mackrell: 

 “The Skinners were a good and substantial kind of people.  Industrious and progressive; they 

soon made friends of all the Beaver residents.  As years went by, they helped to make Beaver what it is 

today.  They were there when the foundations were laid.  They became a stalwart part of Beaver and 

Beaver in turn became part of the Skinner family.  They gave of their time and talents, their courage and 

understanding, their love and kindness.  They branched out in many fields of endeavor: miners, 

freighters, masons, brick-makers, builders, electricians, telegraph operators, businessmen and school 

teachers.  They were outstanding in church and civil affairs which they supported wholeheartedly.  They 

were excellent farmers, one here has often heard of the Skinner fields.  Some of the best and most 

productive lands southeast of town were once known as the Skinner fields, north of the highway which 

runs east and west is some fine land once known as the Skinner Field.  One of the old Skinner homes is 

still standing on 47 North and First West; on some of our oldest and most valuable records can be found 

the name of Horace Skinner.” 


