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 It was a crisp winter day in Jackson and John was 
intent on filming. The oft-smiling laidback 34-year-old 
was shooting a street style jib segment for his burgeoning 
production company, Famdamly. As the clouds diverged 
sometime in the late afternoon, the light softened the 
gritty mid-winter streets. It was ideal conditions for cap-
turing Alex Hereford’s rail slides around town.
 After John and Alex parted ways, John settled in at 
his West Jackson condo where he lived with his fiancée 
and Famdamly co-owner, Chelsey Lewis. 
 “It was about 5 p.m., when I got a phone call from 
my aunt,” John recalled. “There was no one home; it was 
just me and my cat, Moose… she said that my family had 
been murdered… at first I didn’t believe her.” 
 That evening, as his reality dissolved into a blurry 
nightmare, John drank to dampen his emotions un-
til Chelsey arrived home with her brother. “They were 
shocked… no one knew what to say,” John remembered. 
 John left for Yakima the next morning to make funeral 
arrangements and talk with police. He stayed with some 
of his aunts, in town from the East Coast, and spent 
the next few days sifting through his parent’s posses-
sions. Meanwhile, the city’s local newspaper and televi-
sion station ran a number of stories about a community 
outraged over the inexplicable and gruesome deaths of 
three respected community members. Family, friends, 
and neighbors – who lived in the same gated community 
as the Goggins – wanted to know why, while authorities, 
with little evidence, scoured the area for a suspect. 
 John made several trips back and forth from Ya-
kima to Jackson Hole after that. When he was back in 

Jackson, he lost himself in the laborious process of filming 
and editing while the isolated nature of Jackson Hole in the 
wintertime also took hold of him. “They call it ‘the Hole’ for a 
reason,” John said, “because you can hide; you can totally get 
away from anything; no matter how bad.” 
 Despite John’s attempts to retreat, however, some people 
tried to pull him back in. Chelsey was an unwavering pillar 
of support encouraging him to get out and snowboard, and 
one friend even collected donations for John from people in 
the snowboarding community. Others, however, living in the 
crimeless vault that is Jackson Hole were astounded by the 
news and didn’t quite know what to say or do. 
 “Knowing everyone in town is awesome and all, but that 
also means everyone knows,” John said. “A lot of people 
don’t want to say anything… so they just look at you funny.”
 After selling his parent’s home, John made his final trip 
back to Yakima in October 2011. An only child, John was re-
sponsible for removing the clunky auto parts from his parent’s 
garage. His father, a civil engineer, fixed up classic cars in his 
spare time, and a 1974 MGB GT and a 1966 Land Rover were 
dismantled, their parts strewn throughout the garage. John 
enlisted the help of snowboarders Matt Iberland and Mikey 

Marohn to sort and remove the backbreaking pieces. When 
they were finished, the trio headed to Mt. Hood to premiere 
Famdamly’s first film, What We Do, and film a webisode for 
the series, The Monthly Crapshoot. 
 A little more than a year after that last trip to Yakima, 
in October 2012, John, now living in a sunlit home near the 
shores of Lake Tahoe with Chelsey, Mikey, and his two Ber-
nese mountain dogs, and one cat, was preparing to premiere 
Famdamly’s second film, All in the Famdamly. This latest joint 
displays Famdamly’s progression and promise with improved 
filming quality and tighter footage than the first. Dedicated 
to cultivating Famdamly and spotlighting the immense tal-
ent of 22-year-old Mikey Mahron, a Wyoming native, John is 
drenched in his newfound passion.
 Although ongoing complications with his family’s murder 
investigation make this case far from closed, John’s outlook is 
pragmatic. He is quick to point out he is now the only Goggin 
left, and he and Chelsey have begun entertaining the idea of 
children. Despite losing some of his only family members; his 
only blood, John says he is still surrounded by family – in the 
riders, filmers, photographers, artists and friends that are part 
of Famdamly from all over the country.

In Loving Memory
On the mend after unthinkable tragedy

Digging his fingers deep into the soil while the June sun 
warmed his dark curly hair, John Goggin found solace as 
he planted flowers for the first time in his life. The former 
Jackson Hole Mountain Resort terrain park employee, integral 
in bringing the Burton Stash to Jackson Hole,doesn’t much 
look like the gardening type. But today was different. John 
was auditioning his green thumb because on this day, his 
mother, an avid gardener, would have been 62. John’s 
mother, Pauline, father, Bill, and 98-year-old grandmother, 
Bettye, were bludgeoned to death in their Yakima, Wash., 
home in February 2011 during what authorities have 
described as a robbery that spiraled out of control. 

By Robyn Vincent   Photo by Randy Shacket

John Goggin 
displays the 
memorial tattoo 
replicating his 
parent's wedding 
photo.


