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Autobiography of William Lewis .

Among the chuwrch stalwarts of the
generation just gone none stood more
valiantly for Christ and his cause fhan
William Lewis. Strong in the faith, and
full of good works, this man served the
church os wmissionary ot home and
abroad for many years. He died March
29, 1919, and his youngest daughter, now
Mrs. Ruth L. Holman, of Independence,
Missouri,- has gathered together and
edited the manuscript of his autobiogra-
phy which she says he began writing in
August of 1907, Sister Holman when o
little girl accompanied her father and
mother to foreign shores on two differ-
ent missions—Haditors.

MY PROGENITORS IN SOUTH WALES

My father, David M. Lewis, the second
son of Joseph and Jane Lewis, was born
at Llandovery, South Wales, September
22, 1822. He had four brothers, Lewis,
the oldest, Morgan, John, and Daniel;
three sisters, Mary, Sarah, and Jane.
Two brothers of my grandfather went to
Australia when quite young. I was in-
formed by Uncle Daniel that there were
more than two hundred descendants on
the Lewis side living in that country in
1901. David Lewis, a brother to grand-
father, lived and died at Llandovery.
For over fifty years he led singing in
one of the churches in that little village.
Grandmother died when some of the chil-
dren were young. Grandfather married
the second time and had two daughters
by this wife. When I was in Wales in
1901, I called on these daughters. They
were living at Llandovery, both old
maids. .

On a little farm five miles from ILlan-
dovery, my progenitors had lved for
over three hundred years, (prior to
1856). There was a slate quarry on the
farm from which part of the country
was supplied with slate for roofing. The
name of the farm I have forgotten. It
was leased by our progenitors. In 1901,
there were none of our people on the old
homestead.

My mother was the daughter of Wil-
liam and Elizabeth Roberts. She was
born at Dowlais, South Wales, in 1823.
The day and month I do not know. She
was named after her mother, Elizabeth,
but called Betsy for short. Grandfather
Roberts was a shoemaker by trade, and
grandmother was called the “bakery
woman.” She had a large oven and
baked bread for the neighborhood for
one cent (half-penny) a loaf, small or
large.
and the bread of a good quality. These
ovens are still to be found in Wales, but
one fault I found with the bread was
that the crust was too thick and hard.

Mother had two brothers, Reese and

Some loaves weighed nine pounds’

John. Uncle Reese learned the shoe
trade. He also taught and led singing
for fifty years in Bryn Zion Chapel
(Congregational Church) at Dowlais.
He was considered one of the leading
teachers in sacred music, besides being
the composer of some excellent music.
During all the years he had charge of
the singing he never set a salary for his
faithful services. ‘The congregation,
however, was good to him. Xe married
and rented a small house in the same
yvard as the chapel. There he spent all
his married life. He had several chil-
dren. In 1901, when I was in Wales, I
called at the old home, and saw on the
wall of the small house a neat, framed
memorial card: “In memory of one we
loved, Reese Roberts.”” There were
some six long verses of poetry which
spoke highly of his Christian works.
The lady of the house gave me quite a
pleasant history of my uncle whom I had
not seen for over forty-eight years. She
said he had lived in that house for over
fifty years. He had then been dead sev-
enteen years. His four children were
living, two of them in the United States,
one in Southern England, and one in
Wales.

A BIT OF “HEAVEN ON HARTH”

In 1845, mother and father were mar-
ried at Dowlais, South Wales. To this
union were born eight children. Mary,
the first, died when two years old; Sarah,
the seventh, died when about three years
old. The other six lived to grow up and
have families of their own. Elizabeth,
the fourth child, married John J. Mor-
gan, in Brookfield, Ohio, in 1867. She
died at Cleveland, Iowa, February 8,
1903, leaving her husband, two sons,
John L., and David L., five daughters,
Margaret, Mary Jane, Mattie, Sarah
Ann, and Elizabeth. In March, 1904,
the husband died.

Sarahann, my younger sister, married
the nephew to John J. Morgan; his name
was John W. Morgan. He died from an
accident received in the mines at Bevier,
Missouri, 1900. Sarahann died February
8, 1904, in Bevier, Missouri, leaving three
children, David John, Thomas, and
Lizzie.

My brother, Joseph R., the third child,
and second son, married Susann Price in
Brookfield, Ohio, and they are at this
writing still living in Kansas City, Mis-
souri; they have a large family of chil-
dren.

My sister Jane, married Howell Price
in Brookfield, Ohio. They have a family
of five daughters and one son, living.

Brother John, the sixth child and third
son, married Mattie Marion at Stewarts-
ville, Missouri. She died within one
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year at Bevier. He went West to Mon-
tana; married the second time and again
to a Mattie. He was gone ten years
that we did not hear from him. He re-
turned, then left in 1894, and we have
not heard from him since.

I was the second child and oldest son,
born November 23, 1847, on the old
homestead, near Dowlais.

My father and mother united with the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day
Saints in Wales at a date early in the
forties. At the time they became mem-
bers, the church in Wales was in good
spiritual condition, and using their
words, “It was a heaven on earth!”
Shortly after the death of Joseph Smith
in Asmerica, the evils of Brighamism be-
gan to appear in Wales, and the Saints
became discouraged. Many withdrew
from the church.

Father was an elder and active in
church work. He was president of the
branch at Glen Neath. One of the mis-
sionaries from Salt Lake asked him to
preach in favor of polygamy. He re-
plied that he could not teach that which
the law condemned. From that time on
my parents had nothing to do with that
faction of the church.

WESTWARD TO THE UNITED STATES

In the latter part of May, 1856, my
parents left Wales for the United States.
I was in my ninth year, and there were
four of us children. We sailed from
Swansea to Liverpool and had a very
rough passage. .

After arriving at Liverpool, my par-
ents became much discouraged and
would have returned home if they had
not paid their passage to this country.
An old sailor encouraged them to go ou
saying that they would not have another
storm as severe as the one encountered
on the way from Swansea to Liverpool.
So after staying in Liverpool some three
days, we took passage on the sailing
vessel, “City of Mobile.”” After a pleas-
ant five weeks' voyage, we arrived at
Scranton, Pennsylvania, in July, 1856.
My uncles, Morgan and John Lewis, had
been here for two years, and they had
sent us passes.

There were quite a number of Saints
at Scranton and at Hyde Park who had
come from Wales and who were still in
the faith, not endorsing polygamy but
hoping that the dark cloud which had
come over the church would soon pass
away. Uncle Morgan left shortly for
Salt Lake hoping to find conditions there

‘much better than had been reported. He

was to meet Uncle Daniel who had been
on a mission in North Wales, but who
had already started for ‘Zion of the
Mountains” as he called it. They were .
to meet near Council Bluffs, Iowa, and
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travel together over the plains. Prior
to his leaving, Uncle Morgan had an
understanding with father that he would
write from Salt Lake and advise father
what to do. In due time a letter came
advising father to stop where he was,
that conditions in “Zion” were at a very
low standard. This was in 1857.

HARD TIMES OF 1856 AND ’57

Times were very hard at this time:
not much work and little pay for what
was done. Father had four months’ pay
coming to him from the Diamond Coal
Company. He could not get any cash
nor groceries from the stores.. Young
as I was—ten years old—I well remem-
ber going with father from one store to
another trying vainly to get somecne of
them to cash his ‘“due bill” at a dis-
count or to credit him for a barrel of
flour. This was in the days of President
James Buchanan, the great pamic of
1856, 1857. We lived that winter on
buckwheat and molasses, a little bread
and potatoes; no butter, cheese or meat
for months. At last the company paid
part of the wages due their men and
later on paid all. .

I was only a boy of ten years, but I
worked the whole winter of 1856 and
part. of the winter of 1857 for twenty-
five cents a day picking slate in the
breaker. Not having any shoes, nor
money to buy them, I wore a pair of
old boots, man size. My mother put two
pairs of stockings on my feet and then
took straw and filled in so as to keep the
boots from falling off. I had to sit on
the soft side of a two-inch board in the
cold and coal dust from 7 a. m. to 6
p. m. for twenty-five cents with the
promise of pay. Think of working six
days, sixty-six hours, for $1.56 and hav-
ing a cross old boss who sometimes
stood over you with a twelve-foot rod in
his hand so that if you let some stone or
slate pass you he could hit your almost
frozen fingers with that rod!

There would be from fifty to seventy-
five boys working in one breaker, pick-
ing out the slate and sulphur and stone
that would pass in front of them in the
coal going down the narrow shoots about
eighteen inches wide. These shoots re-
ceived the various sizes of coal after it
was crushed in the breakers or rolls and
came out of a large revolving screen;
the opening of which were from a half
inch: to two inches.

Those days are gone forever, and I am
glad today that none under the age of
fourteen can work in the breakers and
that they get sixty-five and eighty-five
cents a day and work from 7 to 5 p. m.
The ventilation is much improved and in
the winter time the rooms are warmer.
Besides, fewer boys are needed today as
machinery does much of the work. In
my time, after the company became able
to pay monthly, we were paid on the
twentieth for the preceding month. Now
they pay every two weeks.

FIRE OF FAITH REKINDLED,

At the outbreak of the Civil War the
Saints would come together and read
the prophecy concerning it by the
Prophet Joseph Smith, dated December
25, 1832. This remarkable prophecy
seemed to rekindle the love they had

-once had, but which had now become

cold in fulfillment of the Savior’'s words,
“And because iniquity shall abound, the
love of many shall wax cold.” (Mat-
thew 24:12.) At this time John W.
Jones, editor of the Drich, a Welsh pa~-
per, in his editorial, made a special ap-
peal to the Welsh people to volunteer
their services in harmony with the call
of President Lincoln, for three months’
service to put down the Rebellion and
prove that the prophecy of Joseph Smith
was false, “For he has predicted that the
war should terminate in the death and
misery of many souls and that the South
should call on other nations for help,
even Great Britain, and after many days
the slaves shall be disciplined ror war.
“Come,” said the editor, “the picture by
the false prophet is too dark. Inm three
months we shall have peace.”

But it took nearly five years to end
that war so plainly foretold by the
Prophet Joseph—even the very place
where it should begin. This prophecy
contains approximately three hundred
words and there are about fourteen dis-
tinct predictions which had their fulfill-
ment. This brought to the minds of the
Saints the angel message to the Prophet
and their pleasant experiences in the
work before the evils of Brighamism
arose.

With the breaking out of the war
young Joseph Smith came to take his
father’s place. My parents were ready
to receive him as the lawful successor
to the Presidency, for after the martyr-
dom of Joseph and Hyrum, my parents,
in Wales, had been taught that young
Joseph would come and take his fa-
ther’s place. Well do I remember my
father speaking of this, and he corre-
sponded with Reese Price of near Coun-
cil Bluffs, Towa, about the Reorganized
Church.

In April, 1865, my parents moved to
Youngstown, Ohio, later to Brookfield, a
short distance away. At this mining
camp there were several families of
Saints. They were like sheep wander-
ing without a shepherd. Eilder Wil-
liam Anderson, an elder in the Reorgan-
ized Church, came there. Later W. W.
Blair arrived, but he stayed only one
night. My father found fault with his
short visit. Shortly after, Elder J. T.
Phillips was sent there by W. W. Blair.
He preached much at the firesides, and
baptized a number of people. Father
and mother gave their names, but prior
to their baptism father inquired of
Brother Phillips if he could promise the
same blessings to them that they had en-
joyed in the early days of the church in
Wales. Brother Phillips said, “Yes.”

At the confirmation meeting the Holy
Spirit was enjoyed to a marked degree.
Father spoke in tongues, and gave the
interpretation. I was informed by
mother that they had a Pentecostal
shower of the Holy Spirit. In the coun-
tenances of my parents I could see true
happiness, and in the home also there
was a change.

My parents had not drifted into bad
habits during the dark and cloudy day,
although they had been cold and indif-
ferent. They never attended religious
services after our leaving the church in
Wales. They said little to us children
about religion. I remember one Sunday
afternoon one of the neighbors called at
our home and urged mother to go with
her to hear some noted minister who had
come from Wales. I was surprised to
hear mother say she had been a member
of that church frora childhood and heard
some of the leading ministers, but that
she mever had received the Holy Spirit,
and that she had been years in the cor-
ner trying to console herself with the
thought that soon that blessed and
happy time, such as she enjoyed with the
Saints in Wales, would come again. The
good woman replied, “Come, Mrs. Lewis,
you can have just as good with us.” To
this mother said, “No. No; you have
nothing there that I can feast on.” I
thought mother was harsh and mistaken .
in her statements for I, boylike, was of
the opinion that all sects and parties
were right. Having said so much about
my parents I shall now try to give some
of my own experiences. :

RELIGIOUS IMPRESSIONS OF MY BOYHOOD

I was born at Rhymney, near Dow-
lais-Top, in South Wales, November 23,
1847. When my parents moved from
Scranton, Pennsylvania, 1863, to Ohio, I
was very much disappointed. I was
then in my sixteenth year, and I had
some dear chums in Scranton. I at-
tended the Baptist Sunday School and
went to preaching services at the Con-
gregational Church. I had good com-
pany. After reaching Ohio I could not
find new friends to take the place of
those I had left behind me. I became
low spirited, and if I had had the means
I would have gone back. I found fault
with my parents for moving from such
a pleasant, lively town as Scranton to
Crab Creek, a little suburb of Youngs-
town.

I became so despondent it affected my
health. We children had not been trou-
bled with poor health, for while mother
was not a strong woman her children
were all healthy and fat. It was my
heart that gave me troubje. I could not
breathe as I should. I believe that it
was worrying about my playmates and
chums = which brought this on. My
brother, Joseph, two years younger than
me, was enjoying the new company and
conditions. My two sisters were also en-
joying themselves.

(Continued on page 752.)
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arrangements with an old friend of mine in England to buy
his very rare old violin at a very reasonable price.

I might pay for it in small payments.

ing it.

Paul. Oh, father, I'm sorry! I didn’t really intend to be
such a poor steward. Please don’t write yet; give me until
time for you to leave again to show you that I do want to
I will take that paper route Mr. Wells has

make good.

Of course, I may as
well write to him now and tell him not to bother even pack-

He said

Father.

ardship.

wanted me to take and I will pay for violin lessons myself.
I know I have been selfish and unfaithful, but I can and will
make good on my old violin.

Well, son, it will mean a lot of hard work, de-
termination and faithfulness.
I believe you can do it if you will
shall all be happy if you, too, can make good in your stew-

You've lost a lot of time, but
Yes, Yil wait, and we

{Curtain.)

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF WILLIAM
LEWIS

(Continued from page 746.)

Omn. the fifth day of July, 1865, an ex-
plosion occurred in the Welsh Company
Coal Mines at Scranton which killed
nine and crippled two for life. When
the men were going in to work with
their horses and mules some of them
wandered into some old, gas-filled mines
where they had no business to go. 'the
horses and mules were killed, together
with the drivers. It dawned upon my
mind then that in place of finding fault
with my parents and being so unpleas-
ant, I had reason to be thankful that
they moved from Scranton when they
did. The two boys who had taken my
horses, and my brother’s, were among
those killed. After this my condition im-
proved, but still T had bad palpitation of
the heart.

We moved again; this time to Mineral
Ridge some thirteen miles away. I went
to Sunday school, and I got mother to
buy me a Bible, the first English Bible
we had. I had not been able to work
for some months, and several doctors
had tried to help me, but none did me
any good. One day while reading the
fifth chapter of James I stumbled onto
this: “Is any sick among you? let him
call for the elders of the church; and let
them pray over him, anointing him with
oil in the name of the Lord: and the
prayer of faith shall save the sick.”
When I read this I had what I can truly
say was faith, and I had always thought
that if I could have the privilege of call-
ing upon the elders I would be healed.
But I was of the impression that the
elders referred to were the various min-
isters. I made up my mind to go to the
minister of the Methodist Episcopal
Church where I attended Sunday school
and ask him to pray and anoint me with
oil. I informed mother what I had read
and what I intended to do. “Well, well,”
she said, “my dear boy, if you do go to
one of the ministers of the wvarious
churches they will do nothing for you,
for they do not believe in that promise,
and besides they are not the elders re-
ferred to.” At this I was very much
disappointed, for I had implicit, childlike
faith in the promise. I have often
wished that I had called on the minister
or others and heard for myself what the
answer would be. I have no doubt but
it would have been as mother said.
When T think of the impression the pas-

sage had on my mind and read of the
many cases of sickness that have been
healed in the world, I can understand
that it is because of the exceeding faith
they have in the promises of the Lord
and because their faith is not tinctured
with the spirit of unbelief that is in the
minds of some who claim to be minis-
ters. I was young then and not ac-
quainted with the various creeds. I sup-
posed that all believed in the Bible as it
read, and I was saddened by the discov-
ery that they did not.
(To be continued.)

SEEKING AFTER TRUTH
(Continued from page 744.)

devil, and also a warning of the danger
of arousing these forces, whether dia-
bolic or of earth. Great emphasis is
placed also on the necessity that the
neophyte must be clean in body and
heart and mind. He must be pure in
heart and have kept from the contam-
ination of the world, and only such a
one is safe. He must be one who is un-
selfish, for one who is covetous is bound
for destruction. Criticism is made of
Christianity on the ground that it pro-
poses to save sinners, while the ancient
mysteries are only for the adept, the one
who is clean and holy. No sinner could
enter therein according to their teach-
ings.

The adept also was of necessity
studious and the claim is made that only
those who will study persistently can
ever become adept, but because there are
some who are not clean and not pure in
heart the divine knowledge must be kept
from them, lest they use it for their own
destruction and that of humanity. This
is stated to be the reason for secrecy.

It seems more worth while to find that
the Rosicrucians published a declara-
tion in the 17th century that the world
was on the eve of a great enlightenment
and that much truth concerning science
and nature was about to be disclosed;
that there was to be a spiritual revival.
The Theosophist claims the same, that
we are entering now a higher race in the
return to God and that more persons are
now being born who possess high mystic
powers.

(To be Continued.)

The man who is above his position
soon finds himself below it.

"Love Is Best"

Qur time on the planet is short. By
some mystery, from some eternity, we
are thrust on this little swinging ball
called “earth” and there bidden to try
the adventure called “life.” In various
tasks men may spell out their little tale
of days. They may build ugly and ex-
pensive cities——but cities moulder and
become an antheap. They may make
themselves a name—but earth’s names
are written in sand: the ocean of time
rolls up and washes them away. They
may write books—but books grow yel-
low with the years, and the last book-
worms are worms in very fact. They
may lead armies—Dbut stern silence falls
at fength upon the shrieks, bleeding, and
rotten death of war; and fo that silence
men of war must give account. They
may make comfort and shelter for their
fellows——a lamp to light the home, a
table spread, a strong roof-tree over-
head, a smoother pillow in the time of
sickness. In sundry callings men may
fill the allotted hand’s-breadth of years; -
but on all man’s work falls the curtain
of death and it is seen no more. The
work of man abides and fructifies only
when it is done in love. So history seems
to show; so our faith teaches. So Brown-
ing sings in “Love 4mong the Ruins”:

On heart! oh blood that freezes, blood
that burns!
Harth’s returns
For whole centuries of folly, noise and
sin!
Shut them in,
With their triumphs and their glories
and the rest!

Love is best.

In all the tasks of earth, love is best.
There was a Man who forscok the mak-
ing of tables, doors, and oxen-yokes that
He might tell mankind of God. Tables,
doors, and oxen-yokes—what do they
matter now along side His telling of
God? Now the whole world says of
Him,

“Thou spread’st a Table in my sight.
Now the whole world hears Him say,
“Take my yoke.upon you,” and Knows
that yoke is life. Now fhe whole world
listens as he says, “I am the door,” and
looking through Him, sees—God! Was
He useless? He “came preaching’!—
George A. Buttrick, in Jesus Came
Preaching. :
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WAITING FOR DIVINE CONFIRMATION

Shortly after this we moved to Brook-
field, fourteen miles east, where as I
have already told you, my parents came
into the Reorganized church. On the
sixteenth of February, 1866, I, too, was
baptized.

The day of my baptism was cold. Sev-
eral inches of ice had to be cut for the
ordinance. After the baptism I had to
walk about a quarter of a mile to the
house to change my clothes. They were
frozen stiff, but, strange as it may seem
to the reader, I was warm. Elder W. D.
Williams baptized me, and T was con-
firmed by HElder John J. Morgan and
Brother Williams in a meeting of the
Saints on Sunday.

I was very anxious to receive the Holy
Spirit in my confirmation. While the
elders had their hands on my head I was
‘hoping that the good Master would bless
me with the gift of prophecy, but I was
_disappointed. Still my faith in the prom-
ise that signs would follow the believer,
was unshaken.

Some months passed and I could mot
say that the doctrine I had accepted was
of the Lord. The promise of Jesus found
in John 7:17: “If any man will do his
will, he shall know of the doctrine,
whether it be of God, or whether I speak
of myself,”’ gave me courage to continue
in my effort to obtain the knowledge.

Several who had came into the church
after I had, testified that they knew the
work was of God. My brother and two
sisters younger than I had received festi-
mony, and still I had not. As I attended
the meetings I took part in song and
prayer, and heard various ones, young
and old, testify that they had received a
witness of the truthfulness of the work.
Some had enjoyed the gifts of the Spirit,
tongues, interpretations of tfongues,
prophecy. Others had been healed by the
anointing of oil and laying on of hands.
All of this was encouraging and in har-
mony with the Scriptures (see 1 Co-
rinthians 12; Mark 16: 12-19).

Still I could not say that I knew the
church was of the Lord, neither could I
say that there was a God and that Jesus
Christ was his Son. No one had stronger
faith in the Lord and in his work—it
seemed to me—than I had, and still I
had not received of the Spirit as others
bad.

I remarked to father one Sunday
morning, “Why is it I cannot testify of
the divinity of this work as I have heard
others?” At this I could see that father
was surprised. He was blessed with the
gift of tongues and prophecy. ‘“Have
you no testimony ?” I said, “No.” “Well,
is not your understanding enlightened 7"’
he asked, “Can you not see that accord-
ing to the Bible, this church is right?

Part Two

In other words are not the Scriptures
much more plain to you than they were
before you came into the church and can
you not see that it is according to the
pattern of the church of the New Testa-
ment, that this church is in perfect har-
mony with it in organization, doctrine,
gifts and blessings?” 1 answered, “Yes,
but one reason I understand the Scrip-
tures better is because I have read and
studied more.” “You believe the Scrip-
tures, do you not?” “Yes.” “Then you
can see that this church is according to
the pattern laid down in them?” All of
this was plain to me, but I explained to
my father! “I do not know whether the
Scriptures are true; neither do I know
that there is a God and for months I
have been striving to get what is prom-
ised to all that believe and obey, a
knowledge of the work” Father ad-
vised me to continue to be humble, pray-
erful and faithful, assuring me that I
should receive sufficient evidence.

I TALK WITH ONE WHO PREFERS
DARKNESS TO LIGHT

In the midst of this trial-—for it had
become a trial to me——I was invited to
come and spend a noon hour with Mr.
Levy Lewis who said he wanted to have
a talk with me. I wondered what he
wanted to talk about, but supposed it
would be along religious matters.

Mr. Lewis was one of the leading
members in the Welsh Congregational
Church and was nearly the age of my
father, and I-was only a lad of eighteen
years. ‘“Well,” I thought, “if it is about
the church he wishes to talk, I believe
that I have more Scripture in support
of ours than he has of his,” and despite
the difference in our ages I did not fear
to meet him in private conversation on
church matters.

I stored my mind with all the Bible I
could in favor of our faith, and was pre-
pared to show that his church had little
Scripture in its favor, while ours was
supported from all sides.

Mr. Lewis was a miner and I drove
mules, hauling the cars of coal from the
rooms to the foot of the shaft. This was
a slope some five hundred feet from the
top to the bottom. This slope pitched
at an angle of about twelve inches to the
vard. The coal was taken up the slope
with a wire rope or cable, two cars at a
time; each car had about one ton and a
half of coal. The steam engine was on
top. The mines were known as the
“Brookfield Slope.” I am mentioning this
for the benefit of those who have had
no experience around coal mines. There
were séven of us boys who hauled the
cars from the mines fo the bottom of the
slope, and at noon hour we usually went
outside to eat our lunch. The miners

did not go until they had finished their
days work.

According to my promise, I called on
Mr. Lewis and as we only had one hour,
our conversation commenced at once by
his asking me this question: “Can you,
William, say that you know that the
church you are a member of is approved
by the Lord? Do you say as I have
heard some of your brethren say, that
they know the church of the Latter Day
Saints is the Church of Christ?”

At this time I was not prepared to
answer in the affirmative, and I inquired
why he should ask that question of me

‘knowing that I had not been a member

long. Could he not believe the testimony
of these men? Were they not, so far as
he knew, honest and truthful? Yes, he
considered them such, but said, ‘I know
that you led a good moral life before
uniting with the Saints, and I have confi-
dence in what you say. Some of these
men had for years been addicted to
drink, and it has been only about one
year that they have lived sober lives.
Now the burden of their conversation is
the church and what they know. T can-
not believe that they have received what
they claim. To me it seems inconsistent
for them to talk as they do after leading
the lives they have for years. I have
always lived a good, honest, sober life
and have been a member of the Congre-
gational Church from my boyhood, and
I cannot say now that I have received
what they say they have.”

“You seem to think,” I said, “that be-
cause they made no .profession of reli-
gion prior to their uniting with the
Saints’ church it is impossible for you to
believe that the Lord has blessed them
as they claim?” “That is my position,”
he affirmed; “now I want you to answer
my question. What do you say?”

I wanted to evade answering, for while
I believed the testimonies of my brethren
were true, I could not testify as they did,
so I said, “Do you believe that Paul re-
ceived visions and revelations from
God?” “Oh, yes.” “Was he not a
wicked man pricr to his receiving that
vision? Was he not on his way then to
persecute the Saints?” “Yes, but he was
a chosen vessel afterwards to do the
work of the Lord.” “True; are these
men not doing good work? Are they
not supporting their families, living
good, honest, upright, sober lives and
trying to get you and others to obey the
gospel? If Paul was blessed after turn-
ing over a new leaf, why cannot the
Lord bless these men? Again, did not
the Lord give the Holy Spirit to the peo-
ple in Samaria after they had obeyed the
gospel? Did not Peter say on the Day
of Pentecost that all who repented and-
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were baptized should receive the Holy
Ghost and that the promise was to all,
even to as many as the Lord would call ?
Do you believe the Lord is calling to-
day?” “Oh, yes.” “Then why find fault
with the Lord for making his promise
good to men in our day?”

“But, William, you have not answered
my gquestion. Now, tell me what you
‘know.” I then tried to answer by asking
him a question, but he held me to his
request and would not let me wander
off. I was forced to teil what I knew,
and I would have given the world—if I
had had it—if I could have said what
some of my brothers had told him. I
replied, ‘“Mr. Lewis, I am a young man
and young in the church, but I believe
with all my heart and soul that this is
the church of Christ.” I was going to
present some Scripture in support of my
faith when he said, “Here! I do not ques-
tion your belief, but what do you know ¢
I have believed all my life that the Con-
gregational Church is approved of the
Lord, but I do not know it, and as some
of your brethren say they know the
Saints’ church is right I thought I would
ask you. Now answer me.”

While I had much light on the subject,
still T could not say that I had received a
testimony such as I had hoped I would.
So I said, “I have heard the gift of
tongues, the interpretation of tongues,
prophecy; some who say they were sick
were prayed for and anointed with oil
and they were healed. I have heard and
seen this.”

“Did you speak in tongues?” “No.”
“Did you prophesy?” “No. “Have you
been healed by the laying on of hands
and the anointing with oil by the
elders?” ‘“No, but I was in poor health
when I came into the church and now
I am in good health.”” “But you were
not healed by the laying on of hands?”
“No” : “So you cannot say that you have
received any of the gifts and you do not
say that you know the church is the
Church of Christ.” “I do not say that it
is not.” “Well, that is not the question!”
“I do say that the church I am g mem-
ber of now is in harmony with the
church of the New Testament. You
can’t say that of yours for you do not
believe in the manifestation of spiritual
gifts, nor in present-day apostles and
prophets, do you?” “I believe that these
were in the church in the apostolic age.
Now you have not yet answered my
question.”

So to this I replied, “I cannot at this
time say that I know positively that the
church is the Church of Christ.” At this
he seemed to be highly pleased and said,
“I thought you would tell me the truth.”

Thinking over this matter in years
afterwards, I could see that this person
preferred darkness to light, for had he
been anxious for light, in place of being
glad when I said that I could not say I
knew the church was the Lord’s, he
would have been sad.

BLESSED WITH TESTIMONY

The above experience created in me a
greater anxiety for a testimony. I lived
as close to the Lord as I could and con-
tinued much in prayer. I am glad that
during this long time my faith was
strong in the work, save it be for short
periods. I could see that God had a
church on the earth; that judging from
the Scriptures, it must be the Reorgan-
ized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter
Day Saints. :

In the vicinity of our home there were
members of the Brighamite Church,
some followers of Sidney Rigdon and
others. They all testified that the Lord
blessed them in answer to prayer. Still
I could see that the Reorganized Church
was more in harmony with the Bible,
Book of Mormon and Docirine and Cove-
nants.

The long-sought testimony came, but
not in the way I had thought it would.
I had fasted and prayed that the Lord
would bless me with the gift of proph-
ecy at the time of my confirmation. I
was hoping I would be blessed with the
gift of tongues or prophecy, thinking
that either of them would be testimony
enough to me of the divinity of the work.
I had overlooked the saying of Paul that
these precious gifts were given not al-
ways as man chose, but as he, God, and
the Spirit will. (1 Corinthians 12: 11.)

Some months after my baptism, I was
down in the coal mines. Why the Lord
should commune with me there I cannot
say, and I never have found any fauit.
That dark and lonesome spot, hidden
from the sunlight of day, is sacred and
dear to me. When I think of the glorious
manifestation of the Holy Spirit which
came, I believe, by virtue of my con-
tinual pleading with the Lord, truly that
place, down in the bowels of the earth,
was made sacred!

I had been praying and I was sitting
down when suddenly without any out-
ward demonstration there came into my
soul a heavenly influence such as I never
had witnessed. With it came a light, and
my understanding was quickened. I
could say that which I never had been
able to say, that there was a God and
that Jesus Christ was his Son. With-
out the Bible, Book of Mormon or Doc-
trine and Covenants, I could truthfully
say this. I was made conscious of the
fact that the Holy Ghost, the Comforter,
had come. I know—as well as I know 1
breathe-—that it did come to me and was
the means of giving positive assurance
that the form of doctrine I had obeyed
was the Lord’s and that this was his
church. From that time I have been able
to say truthfully, “Jesus is the Christ,
the Son of the living God.”

I do not speak of the glorious message
in a boastful way. Often I have thanked
the Lord for manifesting himself unto
me in the way he did. Paul said, “No
man can say that Jesus is the Christ but
by the Holy Ghost.” I know that I could
not have said it.

In a later conversation with Mr. Levy
Lewis I testified to him that I could
truthfully say that this was the true
church of Christ. He replied that he did
not believe I would tell a falsehocod, but
that I had been deceived. Thank God,
that over forty-one years have demon-
strated to me the fruthfulness of the
above message. Time and time again
has the good Lord confirmed it to me.
At the judgment bar I shall meet all to
which I have testified, to the condemna-
tion of some.

BEGINNING IN THE PRIESTHOOD

Shortly after this I was ordained a
priest and it once entered upon the
work., I was requested by the branch
president to visit the Saints at least once
a month and to report at the meeting of
the branch officers which was held every
two weeks. The branch had a member-
ship of sixty-five, including twelve
elders, three priests, two {eachers. Serv-
ices consisted of prayer meeting at 7
a. m. Sunday; Sunday school at 9 a. .,
and-preaching at 10:30 a. m.; sacrament
meeting at 2 p. m. every Sunday, then
preaching at 6 p. m.; prayer meetings
every Tuesday at 7 p. m. This was ex- |
clusively a prayer hour, and on Thurs-
day at 7 p. m. a prayer and testimony
meeting was held. Nearly all the Saints
lived within a ten-minute walk of the
place of service which was in a log house
built for this purpose by my father on
our land.

Brothers W. W. Blair and Hlijah
Banta made us a ten days’ visit. Brother -
Blair said that Elder John T. Phillips
had been sent to labor here by direction
of the Lord in a night vision. Those
who had found fault with Brother Blair
for his previous short visit—including
my father—had since seen the wisdom in
sending Flder Phillips for he could
preach in Welsh and did a good work.
Brother Blair was highly pleased with
the condition of the branch and the pros-
pects for the work in that part of Ohio.
Of the twelve elders in the branch some
of them were able and spiritual men.
Brother Blair said that this was one of
the most spiritual branches he had seen
in the church, one that seemed to ob- .
serve the law and order closely. At this
time the gifts were enjoyed by many,
even little girls of twelve to fifteen years
of age prophesied.

I sought the Lord earnestly for the
gift of prophecy.. I fasted for one week,
that is, I ate only dry bread and drank
cold water. It was quite a task for me
to sit down with my folks to eat and
take only bread and water, without their
detecting it, but I succeeding in doing so.
I can now see that I went too far for one
of my age and for one working every
day in the mines, but the experience of
Daniel in eating no pleasant food for
twenty-one days encouraged me to so
do. I did not realize that he was a man
of experience and that his line of daily

(Continued on page 780.)
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subordinate parts of the department or
school unit,

Available space, lighting, ventilation,
seating, tables and other equipment
should have constant attention and fre-
quent check should be made to be sure
a maximum service is being rendered.

SUBJECT MATTER

Directors and supervisors are respon-
sible for the selection of the course of
study for the school. In general this is
determined by the published quarterly
series, the subject matter being distrib-
uted over a range of some twenty-four
years. Unless there is special reason
otherwise, the officers of the school are
expected to see that the materials pre-
pared with great care in the gquarterly
series are used in the various classes.
In small schools where there are less
than seven classes, choice must be made
of the materials best suited to the needs.

Not only should the proper materials
be in use in a certain class, as provided
in the church school curriculum, but su-
pervisors are responsible to see that the
material is taught efficiently. The ob-
jective, of course, is the growing, ex-
panding, enriched personalities which re-
sult from the class experience. It is
assumed that the use of the materials in
class presentation, in discussion, in proj-
ects and -inspiration may result in cer-
tain desired outcomes in habits, attitudes
and character. The teaching processes
must continually be checked against the
results achieved.

TESTS OF EFFICIENCY

In the space available we can do little
more than indicate the importance of su-
pervision and suggest some of the means
available. First of all, the supervisor,
be he pastor, director, age group leader,
or special supervisor, must realize his
responsibility to the school, to the
branch, to the church and to God, for
the faithful discharge of his duty. Let
him study to qualify for the task. He
must establish a definite standard by
which the teacher and his teaching are
to be judged. He must be able to recog-
nize good teaching and be stimulating in
his commendation. All his criticism
must be constructive. He must be able
to point out error and to suggest the
remedy. He must be able to do this
most kindly and helpfully. He must be
able to take the class at any point and
demonstrate the improvement he would
urge.

The following tests are certain general
“outcomes” which we may reasonably
expect to follow efficient teaching in the
church school. These results are the
product of a complex series of causes
which include personality of the teacher,
spirit of the school, discipline, attitude of
supervisors, selection of subject matter,
teaching method, home cooperation,
cornmunity influence, and other personal
factors. These tests, however, may serve
as a beginning check on the work done,

and indicate some of the emphases re-
quired for improvement.

1. Sustained regular class attendance.

2. Apparent interest and response of
the class. .

3. Participation of class members in
other services of the church.

4. Interest of the class members in
the program, projects and objectives of
the church, including active church mem-
bership.

5. Improved habits of Christian life
and fellowship.

6. Improved attitudes toward moral
problems of home, community, nation,
and the world.

7. A sharing of responsibility for the
ideals of the church.

8. Understanding of the message and
program of the church.

9. Familiarity with characters, inci-
dents and teachings of the Three Books,
and the history of the Restoration.

10. Appreciation of the present prob-
lems in the program of the church, and
willingness to share in their sclution.

AUTOBIOGRAPHY
OF
WILLIAM LEWIS

(Continued from page 778.)

labor was not down in the coal mine in
water and powder smoke from 7 a. m.
to 5 p. m. Coming home from the mines,
supper on the table, everything in the
vegetable line, roast beef or steak, ham
and eggs, pies and cakes, it was hard
not to eat, but I was true to my vow! I
did this three different times, and shortly
after this I was remarkably blessed with
visions and dreams. Along the forty-one
years of my past life I have received
valuable information through that pre-
cious means. I know that the promise
of Joel is true: “I will pour out my spirit
upon all flesh; and your sons and your
daughters shall prophesy, your old men
shall dream dreams, your young men
shall see visions.” (2: 28.)
(To be continued.)

SEEKING AFTER TRUTH
(Continued from page 774.)

THE ELDER BROTHERS

There are traditions of ‘“elder breth-
ren,” men who have progressed beyond
the human aspect and who continue to
live, who possess wisdom and under-
standing of the divine purpose, more
than is now permitted to man. This
story agrees with both that of John in
the New Testament and of the three Ne-
phites in the Book of Mormon. There is,
however, this great difference. In the
case of the three Nephites and of John,
the beloved disciples, we are dealing
with a known quantity; we do not grope
in darkness. We are assured that the
glory of God is intelligence, or, in other
words, light and truth; that as the spirit
of God acts with us our minds and spir-

its are opened to its understanding as
we are able to receive, and we go for-
ward only as we see the path before us.
We do not enter blindfolded or blindly
in a way we know not, to receive husks
at the end.

(To be continued.)

THE HOLDEN STAKE CONFERENCE
(Continued from page 775.)

they had these suggestions passed out.
T'm going to take these sheets home and
study them, and am going to try hard to
put some of them into practice in my
own home branch.”

With a feeling like that on the part of
the young people, Holden Stake is on
the way to progress, to a higher and glo-
rious future. “Onward to Zion!” is the
motto, and that’s the way these young
folks are going. Let's go with them!

AFTER DECISION DAY—WHAT?
(Continued from page 772.)

are the children led to think of any-
thing unrelated to this motion upwards,
of their spirits toward God.

A SUGGESTED SERVICE

There follows a suggested outline for
sacrament service for children. It may
be altered to suit the needs of a com-
bined service for children and adults to-
gether, but care should be taken when
this is dome, that what remains is not
beyond the range of appreciation chil-
dren may have of this ordinance.

Theme: “Let Us Be More Like Jesus.”

Prelude: Zion’s Praises, 128: “Oh, to
be more like Jesus.”

Call to Worship: John 8:12. Jesus

said, “I am the light of the world: he
that followeth me shall not walk in
darkness, but shall have the light of
life.”

{S) Song: Zion's Praises, 100: “Step-
ping in the Light,” verses 1 and 2.
Brief Talk: On the opportunity of shar-
ing our lives with Jesus through the
oblation. Explain this money is given

for the poor.

Oblation.

Brief Talk: On the need of asking for-
giveness, and renewing the pledge
made in baptism. How this is related
to the sacrament.

Administering of emblems:

Song: Zion’s Praises, 57:

Scripture Reading:

“Prayer.”

2 Nephi 3:61, 64,
65. In the Book of Mormon Nephi
says: “O Lord, I have trusted in thee
and I will trust in thee forever.” What
does . it mean to trust in the Lord?
How many of you children trust in the
Lord? .

Again Nephi says: “Yea, I know
that God will give liberally to him
that asketh.” What does it mean to
give liberally ?

“Yea, I know that God will give me
if I ask not amiss.” What are some
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SPIRITUAL BLESSINGS TO ASSURE AND
COMFORT

The first dream that I can call to mind
and which impressed me with the assur-
ance that it was spiritual was the follow-
ing. I saw the Savior wearing a beauti-
ful white robe. At the breast it was
open. There was a halo of light which
came out from him, and especially was
it very bright above his head. I thought
he was making a circle in the heavens,
moving with perfect ease. He spoks
aloud with a voice that was not harsh,
but very convincing and all the earth
heard and understood. ‘“The Latter Day
Saints are my people!” At this I saw
that the inhabitants of the earth were
greatly surprised and very sorry they
had ignored the Saints.

A very comforting piece of informa-
tion was given in another dream.
Brother and Sister George Moore, near
neighbors to us were expecting the ar-
rival of their fifth child. At the birth of
each of the children, Sister Moore came
near dying, and they feared for her life.
I had heard Brother Moore speak about
the matter. I said to my oldest sister, Liz-
zie, one morning after getting up. “You
can tell Brother and Sister Moore that
everything will be all right at their
home.” I had seen mother holding in
her arms some valuable parcel. I could
not see just what it was for it was cov-
ered with a white cloth or sheet, but
mother was looking very pleasant apd
asked what time it was. Someone an-
swered, “Nine o' clock.” I remarked to
my sister, “You will see that at 9 a. m.
the child will be born.” My mother at
the time was af Sister Moore’s and had
been there since 2 a. m. The dream was
received as good tidings, and all were
cheered, notwithstanding it was received
by one inexperienced and young in years.
The dream was literally fulfilled, and
Sister Moore's illness and recovery were
unusual, and mother’s countenance was
pleasant, as I had seen in the dream.

Shortly after this, my mother saw her
father in a wision. e was living in
- Dowlais, South Wales, about four thou-
sand five hundred miles from us. He
appeared at her bhedside one Saturday
night in the month of May, year, 1867.

Grandfather was a deacon in the Bap-
tist Church. When the various religious
sects had agreed that they would not
permit the elders of the Saints’ church
to hold services in their chapels and had
also given notice to all their members
that they must not attend the preaching
services of the Saints nor open their
doors for their elders to preach in their
homes, grandfather did not approve of
such harsh measures. Still being an
officer of the Baptist Church he did not
wish to be countrary to the orders. He

Part Three

had, prior to this, let the elders preach
in his house, but when the above meas-
ure was adopted, my father did not ask
for the house any more.

One day grandfather said to mother,
“I wish you and David would rent part
of our house. It is too large for us.
You can have the large front room and
then if you wish you can have the elders
hold preaching services there.” So they
rented part of the house and at once
had preaching. Grandfather was called
before his church officers for violating
the rule of the church. He stated that
his son-in-law had rented part of the
house and that he could not prevent his
holding preaching there if he wished.
During the preaching grandfather would
sit in his own rooms, but he would open
the door and listen very attentively.

On the night he appeared at my moth-
er’s bed, he called her by name, “Betsy,
how long is it since Joseph Smith re-
ceived the gospel by the hand of an
angel?” Mother was somewhat sur-
prised to hear him ask the question. She
said she was not asleep, and that she
recognized that it was her father. While
she was figuring just how many years it
was, her father answered the question
and said, “You know that when my
brethren of the Baptist forbade me to
open my door for the elders to preach,
I arranged it so they could, and had it
not been for the wickedness that came
into the. church referring to polygamy
I would have been a Latter Day Saint.
But when I saw that, I concluded that I
had better stop where I was. Now,
some of you will have to be baptized for
me.” Then he departed.

Sunday morning at the breakfast table
mother related the vision or dream. I
said, “Grandfather is dead.” In the
course of a few weeks a letter was re-
ceived giving the account of his death.
There was only about twelve hours’ time
between his death and the time he was
at her bedside.

1 had faith in the doctrine of baptlizing
for the dead and this vision strengthened
it and gave added testimony that the
Reorganized Church was approved of by
the Lord.

At the time of this vision, one George
P. Dikes was sending weekly letters to
numbers of the Saints at this place de-
nouncing the claims of the church. Therse
were also some of the followers of Rig-
don, Young, and others, each claiming to
be the legal successors, but the request

of my grandfather was that some of us,

our family, should be baptized into the
Reorganization for him. At this time
we were members of this church, and,
thank the Lord, we are still living in the
faith, so are our children and grandchil-

dren, and we hope to be worthy to be
instruments for good in it.

AN OPEN VISION

For nearly two years Brookfield
Branch had been wonderfully blessed.
Some remarkable manifestations of the
Spirit were given, and we were admon-
ished to be prayerful and to live upright
lives or we should be rejected and scat-
tered like chaff before the wind.

I attended the young people's prayer
meeting of that branch; we had been
warned by the gift of prophecy to be
very careful; that Satan was striving to
get a foothold, and unless we were very
watchful and humble and prayerful, we
would he scattered. Mark you, a body
of people whom God had recognized, who
had enjoyed the blessings of God to a
marvelous extent, whom the Lord in his
loving-kindness had warned that the ad-
versary of our souls was at work, and
that they would go into barren and un-
fruitful fields if not careful!

This was not good news, and it was in
one of these prayer services that I had
ithe first open vision, while some were
praying.

I saw two pools or ponds filled with
fish. In one was large fish, but there
were only one or two that were fully
alive. There was no water in that pool,
and some of the fish were so far decayed
that there was nothing but the bone or
skeleton; others were just gasping for
breath. On the left side of that pond,
there was another pool about the same
size. 'This one was full of small fish and
plenty of water, and the fish were lively.
That was all of the vision.

I arose and said to the brother in
charge, who was acting teacher of that
branch, “Brother James, I have had an
open vision,” and I told it fearless of
consequences, and gave the interpreta-
tion. “The pool of large fish represents
the priesthood; the little fish represent
the membership, and in particular the
young Saints.” There were quite a num-
ber of young people in that branch.

BRANCH PRESIDENT AT TWENTY YEARS
OF AGE

The branch had by this time built a
small church and had it nearly all paid
for. Later on some of the priesthood
gave way to drinking, jealousy, and the
spirit of fault-finding. There was marked
change in the spirit of the meetings. I
was ordained to the eldership and chosen
to preside over the branch. I entered a
strong protest against taking the presi-
dency as there were eleven other elders,
but they could not agree on one to pre-
side.

Brother W. W. Blair was present on
this occasion, and he advised me to ac-

www.LatterDayTruth.org



814

THE SAINTS' HERALD

June 26, 1934

cept and I consented. Brother Blair said
that as I was so young, only twenty
vears of age, he was impressed to lay
hands on me and set me apart for that
work which he did. ’
I have often thought of that meeting.
Here were eleven elders, all experienced
men in the work who could not agree on
which one of their number was to pre-
side! They had been unable to agree all
slong. Brother William D. Williams had
been sustained right along. He was a
good man but had taken sides with
others against the ruling of the president
of the district, my father, on the drink
question. Father had silenced some of
the elders for drinking. Brother Wil-
liams thought he was too hasty. Brother
Blair supported father in the steps he
had taken, so a boy was chosen to take
charge of that spiritually sick branch.

I LEARN 7THE MEANING OF TRUE FAITH

Suddenly my dear mother was taken
deathly sick, and in about two weeks she
died. I had an experience then that has
been very helpful to me since that time.
‘When the doctor informed wus that she
could live only a few days, I was not
alarmed for I believed that she would
yvet be restored to health. I would not
permit the thought of her dying in my
mind. When she would get worse, fa-
ther, a man of great faith, with others
of the elders, would administer to her
and invariably she would get up and be
much better for hours at a time, then be-
come worse again. One day word came
to the mines for me to come home,
mother was dying! This did not cause
me to give up. I thought the victory
would soon be curs and I would not per-
mit the thought of dying to enter my
mind. Upon reaching home I found
mother very low. Father and I admin-
istered to her with no other motive in
view than to contend for the blessing of
health to be given to her. This time she
arose from the bed and asked for some-
thing to eat. I could have shouted aloud,
“Thanks to the Lord!” This was about
2 p. m. That evening, about nine o’clock,
she again was taken very sick. Brother
William D. Williams called father and
me into the bedroom and said he Dbe-
lieved it was the will of the Lord that we
should give up our dear one. At this I
wished Brother Williams would leave the
house for I did not want anyone in the
house who had any doubt about her re-
covery. I said, “I think it is the power
of darkness that is determined to rob us
of the blessing, for if it is the Lord’s will
she should die He would not answer our
prayers so often in her behalf.”

Brother Williams replied that it was
the earnest prayers and exceeding great
faith that had raised her from the bed so
often. I then said, “I am willing to be
submissive to the will of the Lord, but
I have never given her up.” Father
asked Brother Williams to call all the
Saints who were in the house to order
(there were several present) and for
him to offer prayer and to ask the Lord

if it was his will to take her home to do
s0. As Brother Williams said, “Amen,”
she breathed her last! :

When all was over, there came to our
minds a prophecy that was delivered a
few months before by my own father,
one Sunday in Saints’ meeting. There
were at least fifty present. The proph-
ecy was that shortly the Lord would call
from our midst one of his handmaidens.
This had, for some reason, passed from
father’s mind and mine also, and bpot
until mother had died did it return to us.
Many of the Saints had not forgotten it
while I was pleading with the Lord for
him to spare our dear mother, not per-
mitting the thought of her death to enter
my mind. It was not because I was not
willing to be submissive to the will of
the Lord. No. But it was because I had
the wrong understanding of true faith,
which is, when asking the Lord for any-
thing, to be willing to say, “Thy will be
done.” We are so short-sighted that we
may ask and plead with the Lord for
that which would not be the best for us.

OTHER REMARKABLE PROPHECIES

Another remarkable prophecy was
given prior to the death of Brother Wil-
liam Byron who lived near Mineral
Ridge at a place called “Old Town.”
Just three weeks from the Sunday the
prophecy was given, he was buried. It
was then I preached my first funeral
sermon. In the prophecy we were in-
formed that one of the priesthood would
soon be called and that he would preach
in the Spirit world to those who had not
the privilege fo hear the gospel in the
flesh. Brother Byron was an elder and
a very faithful man.

Sister George Masters, mother of Sis-
ter H. O. Smith, of Independence, was
very ill. Six elders went to the house
from the church on Sunday evening. She
had been administered to several times,
but she had received only temporary re-
lief. Father was asked to take charge
of the administration. “Now,” he said,
‘“we want to be united, and if there are
any here who for some cause do not be-
lieve the sister will be blessed, I ask that
they stop in this room, and those who be-
lieve she will get the blessing, come into
the room with me and assist in the ad-
ministration.” I was present and I en-
tered the room with father and one more
elder. So three stayed out and three went
into the sick-room. Sister Masters had
been confined, giving birth to twins, and
she was very weak. During the adminis-
tration the Spirit of the Lord was present
in the gift of tongues and interpretation
and healing. As soon as the three broth-
ers who were in the other room, heard
the voice of the Spirit, they came in, and
the sister was wonderfully blessed and
soon was up and around.

CHOOSING A LIFE COMPANION
On March 16, 1868, I married Mary,
the oldest daughter of Brother and Sis-
ter Robert Jones. Both of us were young.
I was only twenty; my wife was seven-

teen. When anyone would mention about
our age our neighbors would say, “Yes,
they are young in years, but old in ex-
periences and in their ways.”

Nearly forty years have passed, and I
can truthfully say that I made no mis-
take in the choosing of my companion
for life. True and faithful has she been
all along, as a wife and a mother. The
matrimonial voyage began not too early
in life, and if I had my life to live over
again, T do not see that I could improve
as to the time or a helpmaste. Intce the
harbor of everlasting rest may we an-
chor with our cargo of loved ones, as an
unbroken family, is my earnest prayer.

CALL TO ELDERSHIP CONFIRMED

At the time I was ordained to the
cldership I had received no light, and as
I have already stated I did not comsent
as willingly as I did to the ordination of
priest. To the latter ordinmation I had
received satisfaction that it was timely.
Having confidence, however, in the
brother who recommended my ordina-
tion to the eldership, with the unanimous
support of all the priesthood of the
branch and district, I consented to ac-
cept the office. The call came through
the same brother each time. William D.
Williams, president of the branch.

After the ordination I wondered why I
did not get some light on this important
matter. With this came a feeling of
doubt and fear to move out in the work
of that office. When called upon to ad-
minister to the sick I would ask to be
excused until I could get some other
elder to assist. Often I would walk a’
considerable distance in search of one
to come to help. I had evidence that the
angel brought to earth the Melchisedec
priesthood and conferred it upon Joseph
Smith and Oliver Cowdery. From them
it was given to others such as the Lord,
by the spirit of wisdom and revelation
called. Thus the holy priesthood had
come down. I had reasons to believe
that these men who recommended my
ordination held the Melchisedec priest-
hood. Notwithstanding this fact, T did
not have the confidence in my call that
I should.

One morning on my way to attend a
mass meeting of the miners at Hubbard
sonie six miles from my home, I called at
the home of Sister Jane Thomas, wife of
Brother John Thomas. “I am glad you
called,” she said. “I am very sick and
want you to administer to me.” I prom-
ised her I would try to get some of the
elders to come and assist me. She said
nothing more.

On my way to Hubbard, whea about
half a mile from her home, going
through a beautiful grove and pasture,
I heard a voice above my head, saying,
“William, go back and administer to
Jane.” I stopped and for a moment I
did not know just what to do. I heard
the voice and understsood the message.
Strange as it may seem, I went on.

Upon reaching Hubbard, I began to
think how disobedient I had been, and I
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returned over the road that I had come
as fast as I could, pleading with the
Lord to forgive me for my unwise and
disobedient conduct. On my way I
called on Sister Thomas’' father, Brother
Morgan. He accompanied me.

We found her very sick, and she said,
“William, I wished you had administered
te me when I asked.” I apologized to
her and related what my experience had
been, and again I pleaded with the Lord
to forgive me and to bless Sister Jane
with health. This he did in the admin-

istration.

Not until after the administration did
it occur-fo me that that was evidence my
ordination was approved of by the Lord,
or he would not have said, “Go back and
administer to Jane.” Fven to this day I
feel that I was very disobedient and have
not mentioned the circumstances much,
for it seems incredible that a man would
not do as he was told upon hearing an
audible voice, when not another soul was
around, commanding him to do some-
thing for the benefit of those in need. One
consolation, however, was that not much
time elapsed from the time I was spoken
to—though I did not go back then—until
I was at the bedside, and I am grateful
that the Lord has forgiven me.

One pleasant Sunday morning I ac-
companied Elder George Moore to Mid-
dlesex, some five miles from our home,
where he and Hider John McMullen had
an appointment at eleven o'clock in the
Presbyterian Church, which Brother
Samuel McBurney had secured for them.
Only one person was present besides us.
The brothers concluded they would not
hold any service.

“There is one nonmember,” I observed,
“why not preach for his benefit ?”

“No we will not speak to only one per-
son.”

I offered to open the meeting, but they
thought it unwise to speak to empty
seats. I again urged them. Although I
had done little preaching I said, “Rather
than go home, and not speak even to this
one person, I will make a few remarks.”
One of the brothers opened the meeting,
~and I spoke about thirty minutes. Later
on, Joseph Parsons, then living in Pitts-
burgh, Pennsylvania, and president of
that district, held some meetings in this
same church and baptized this one per-
son who was at our meeting and who
said the first time he had ever heard of
our faith was when a boy preached at
his church. It will not always do to
judge what is accomplished by the num-
ber present.

{To be continued.)

"HEAR YE HiM"”
(Continued from page 804.)

was his will that his people should have.

no part in it, so he reiterated the com-
mand, “Thou shalt not kill.” He knew
the reign of dishonesty coming, the graft
and rackets and robberies, and the dis-
honesty among the highest apostles of
finance whom we have trusted and who

have robbed the citizens of America of
untold millions of dollars. He knew what
was coming and he reiterated to us the
commandment, “Thou shalt not steal.”’
And he knew the wave of immorality
and of loose concepts that was to come,
so he reiterated the command, “Thou
shalt not comamit adultery.”” We are to
have nothing to do with any of these
things. “Hear ye Him.”
{To be continued.)

SEEKING AFTER TRUTH
(Continued from page 812.)

serpent was wise or experienced. How-
ever the Inspired Version reads “wise
servants.”

SOME DANGERS

Revelation 16: 13 and 14 warns us that
there will be unclean spirits in the lat-
ter days, the spirits of devils working
miracles. Also Revelation 13: 13 and 14,
and Revelation 19: 20 warns us against
the false prophet and the miracles
wrought by him. Jesus in the sermon
on the mount warned them that in the
last days there would arise false Christs
and false prophets who would show great
signs and wonders insomuch, if it were
possible, they would deceive the very
elect according to the covenant. Surely
that is fulfilled today. In the days of
Jesus there were these magicians. (See
Acts 8:9-11; 13-23 and Acts 19:13-16)

The Bible plainly teaches that some
were possessed of devils. This is alse
taught from these ancient mysteries, re-
newed in modern times. Psychology
only confirms this under other terms and
names, as it recognizes this dominance
of the lower aspects working toward
psychosis. The name matters but little.
The facts seem reasonably clear. (Mat-
thew 8:28-32; Acts 16: 16-18; 19: 13-16)

It is hardly necessary to quote Scrip-
ture to prove that there is a spirit in
man and that a clear distinction is made
repeatedly between the higher and the
lower nature. Nor is it necessary to
refer to the fact that the sick were
healed and that Jesus and his followers
were able to cast out devils. A few
texts to the latter effect have already
been given. The power of faith is well
set forth in the 11th chapter of Hebrews,
but note in the Inspired Version that
faith is not a blind faith, but that faith
is the assurance of things hoped for, the
evidence of things not seen. This de-
notes clearly an inner or spiritual know-
ledge. There are many texts in the
Bible that these lower powers should be
kept wunder subjection, and we are
warned concerning seducing spirits.
Magic is repeatedly condemned, (2 Kings
23:24), workers with familiar spirits,
wizards, etc. Isaiah 8:19 and 20 says:

“And when they shall say unto you,;.

Seek unto them that have familiar
spirits, and unto wizards that peep and
that mutter: should not a people seek
unto their God? for the living to the
dead? To the law and to the testimony:
if they speak not according to this word,

it is because there is no light in them.”

There is a dispute over the above as
to whether the statement, “should not a
people seek unto their God” is spoken by
the prophet or by ‘“they.” In other words
when “they” ask you to seek those that
have familiar spirits, unto wizards,
they say, “should not a people seek unto
their God? for the living to the dead?”
Then, “To the law and the testimony: if
they speak not according to this word it
is because there is no light in them.” In
any event it points us to the safe course,
that we must work only with God and
under the direction of his Spirit and then
it is a clear way according to the law
and testimony.

1 Chronicles 10:13, 14 tells us that
Saul died because he sought one that
had a familiar spirit. The above is the
testimony, but turn to the law (Leviti-
cus 19: 31) which reads:

“Regard not them that have familiar
spirits, neither seek after wizards, to be
defiled by them: I am the Lord your
God.”

Of special significance is Deuteronomy
18: 9-12:

“And when thou art come into the
land which the Lord thy God giveth thee,
thou shalt not learn to do after the
abominations of those nations. There
shall not be found among you any one
that maketh his son or his daughter to
pass through the fire, or that useth di-
vination, or an observer of times, or an
enchanter, or a witch, or a charmer, or
a consulter with familiar spirits, or a
wizard, or a necromancer. For all that
do these things are an abomination unto
the Lord: and because of these abomina-
tions the Lord thy God doth drive them
out from before thee.”

The significance of this is that when
we go far enough we find in these mystic
orders reference to such teaching, that
one must pass through a ring of fire in
order to gain control over the fire gpirits.
That is not the divine method and is
here plainly condemned.

Turning to the New Testament, 2
Thessalonians 2: 9-12, we find:

‘“Eiven him, whose coming is after the
working of Satan with all power and
signs and lying wonders, and with all de-
ceivableness of unrighteousness in them
that perish; because they received not
the love of the truth, that they might
beg saved. And for this cause God shall
send them strong delusion, that they
should believe a lie: that they all might
be damned who believed not the truth,
but had pleasure in unrighteousness.”

Again we refer you to Revelation 13:
11 to 14, and 16:13-14.

There are many other texts which
might be quoted of miracles and power
that reside in the church of God and
which will be with that church in the
latter day according to the Holy Scrip-
ture, as well as the Book of Mormon and
Doctrine and Covenants. There also re-
mains the plain statements of the Masg-
ter:

“In secret have I said nothing.’-—John
18: 20.
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Autobiography of William Lewis .

A Providential Happening

In the winter of 1869, an experience
came to me that I have called providen-
tial. I was still driving a mule in the
Brookfield Slope and had to be at work
at seven o'clock in the morning. My
wife’s folks were staying with us. They
had sold their home and were going
West the next spring.

Next door fo us lived Mr. Richard
Richards. Father Jones left the house
at six o'clock every morning, and he
called us before going. If we were not
up soon after he left, our good neighbor,
Mrs. Richards, called us.

One morning neither called, and we
slept until eight o’clock. Mrs. Richaris
apologized for not calling, saying that
she thought I was up and had gone io

work. It was oo late then, so I sent
word that I would be on hand next
morning.,

Then the guestion arose in my mind,
“What is going to happen?” Surely
there was some reason why I had not
been called by one or the other of cur
two faithful guardians, for such thsy
had been to Mary and me. On retiring
at night we were not uneasy about over-
sleeping, for they had invariably called
us. I was not superstitious, but I be-
lieved that before the day was gone, I
would see some reason for my being at
home. Some workers, I knew, had over-
slept, and had thereby been saved from
mine accidents.

About eleven o'clock there came to our
house an old pedlar whose name was
Underwood. He laid his bundle down,
picked up a tract that lay on the table,
and at once became deeply interesied in
its contents, so much in fact, that he for-
got aboutl his wares.

Flor an hour the man read. At last he
asked if we had the Bible called the In-
spived Transiation. I was in another
room reading, and my wife gave him the

=1

book.
For another hour he was in deep
siudy. When at last he quit reading, he

wanted to buy the Bible. I said, “It is
not for sale,” and gave him the address
of the Herald Office where I told him he
could purchase one. But nothing else
would do, he must have thal one, sc I
scid it at cost price. The tract he had
been reading was the “Contrast of lhe
Two Bibles,”” by Wlder Isaac Sheen.
“Well,” he said, “I have gained more
light in the little while I have been read-
ing this Inspired Bible than I received
from a life of study. I used o preach
in the Christian Church, but my lungs
became weak, and I had to give up pub-
lic speaking. Now I am peddling for the
good of my health. I have two brothers
who are ministers in the Christian

Part Four

Church, and often we have been up until
midnight trying to study out some of
the errors that are in the King James
Version. We did not wish to disbelieve.
To me this Bible is truly a Godsend, and
I am grateful for it.” I was then pre-
pared to say that my stay at home was
providential.

Call of the West

In the winter of 1868, Elders T. J.
Smith and George W. Martin came on
a mission to Ohio, and made their home
with us for seven weeks. During this

WILLIAM LEWIS

time they advised us to go West to Ne-
braska and take up a homestead. So in
the spring of 1869, in company with
Brother George Masters, I was ap-
pointed by four other families to go to
see the country and report to them. I
was gone about two weeks. I met
Brother Smith and Brother Martin at
Desota, Nebraska, and they made us
quite welcome and showed us the coun-
try. We were up in Flk Horn Valley.
Claims were nearly all taken. I returned
to Ohio, leaving Brother Masters there
after making arrangements with him
and Brother Smith and Brother Martin
to look up & location where we could get
homesteads for six families.

On my return home, John Jones, the
boss over the mines where I worked,
gave the contract of hauling out the
coal to the foot of the slope, to one
John Evans and me. We were to be
paid seven cents per ton. We were to
hire all the help and the company was
to furnish the mules.
work when we could get the cars to put
coal in, was about three hundred tons.
‘We hired five men at $2.25 a day, so ocur
expenses were $11.25 a day. This was a
good paying contract. We made about

The average day’s:

five dollars a day each, on the average,
every day we worked during the sum-
mer of 1869. The demand for coal was
not good, but the following winter we
had about all we could do.

Then we received word from G. W.
Martin that he had filed on six claims,
one hundred and sixty acres each; but in
order to hold them until we came the
next spring, there would have to be a
small shanty, twelve by twelve feet, put
on each claim. They would cost one
hundred dollars each. We sent him six
hundred dollars, and he was to buy the
lumber, just boards, and put up the
shanties or rooms on each of the six
claims.

I was at this time making good money
in the mines and the boss said, “William,
you had better not go West. Stop here,
and in a few years you will have enough
money to buy a farm in Ohio.” I would
have heeded the advice, but I had prom-
ised these families I would go on to the
homestead with them, as they insisted I
should. So I informed Mr. Jones, the
boss, that I would have to go with them,
and he replied, “After you have located,
then you come back. Your wife’s folks
will be there with her, and you can do
well here.”

To this proposition my wife would not
consent, and I did not favor the idea
very much, although I believed that
financially it would have been the best.
The best month I worked was very
tempting to me, too (March, 1870), for
I made $120.00, and the prospects were
flattering for the coming year. I was
presented a seventy-five dollar cash
purse from the miners as a token of re-
spect which I appreciated. I had worked
there for seven years, and although
young I was highly respecited. (At the
time of my marriage, the Coal Company,
through their boss, Mr. Jones, had sent
me word to go to the jewelry store, se-
lect a good clock, and they would pay
for it. I thanked them for their kind-
ness, and suggested that Mr. Jones made
the purchase which he did and presented
us a good Seth Thomas clock.)

Brookfield Branch at this timne, March,
1870, was in a very low spiritual condi-
tion. There was a balance due on the
church building, and the curse of drink
and spirit of contention were such that
like the fish presented in my cpen vision
many who once had the Spirit had lost
it and were dead and some others were
dying. The building was sold, and out of
the twelve elders, only two or three re-
mained alive in the work. The branch
of sixty-five members was scattered,
only one family, Brother and Sister
Jones remaining firm in the faith. How

true had been the warning voice that we
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should be scattered like chaff before the
wind!

Homesteading in Nebraska

In April, five families of us, consisting
of about thirty persons, young and old,
left for Nebraska. Nine of us were
Saints. We arrived at Columbus, Ne-
braska, the county seat of Platt County.
Our claims were thirty-five miles north
and west, at the head of Shell Creek,
near Newman's Grove, in Madison
County. Columbus was the nearest rail-
road point, and we had to drive with
teams and wagons to our claims. Upon
arriving there we learned for the first
time that only a few boards had been
placed on each claim. G. W. Martin had
bought only one thousand feet of lum-
ber. He returned home to Desote, a
distance of about one hundred miles, but
he never made any apology nor gave any
explanation why he had not done as he
had agreed.

It was about dark when we arrived to
find no place of shelter. We heard of an
old log stable nearby, and fo it we all
went for the night. .

Next morning father Jones and I
started on foot to Columbus to see if we
could not get homsteads nearer market.
On our way down Shell Creek, about
fifteen miles, we heard of a new farm-
house, sixteen by twenty-four feet, and
twelve feet high, for sale. The house
was on railroad land, and there was
homestead land joining it. On reaching
Columbus that night we were tired and
hungry, having had nothing to eat ex-
cept some sour lightbread and sour but-
ter that we had bought at noon for fifty
cents from an old lady who had taken a
homestead and was living in a dug-out.
ather Jones bought the house and we
took a homestead of eighty acres each,
all we could get as that was all the gov-
ernment allowed within the twenty-mile
zone on either side of the railroad. The
government had given to the Union Pa-
cific Railroad Company ten miles of land
on either side. They were to take every
other mile. We had a good eighty acres
of land. ‘

After buying the house, the next thing
to do was to go up for the families. In
the meantime, two more of our company,
Mr. David Joseph and Robert Lewis, his
son-in-law, concluded to locate near us.
After arriving in Columbus and taking
out our homestead papers, we met a
Mr. David Carige who lived on Shell
Creek, about ten miles nearer town than
our claims were. He had two good yoke
of oxen for sale for which he wanted
$400. So the four of us went out with
him to see them. We arrived at his home
about sundown. He unhitched his horses
and then we looked at the cattle. They
were extra fine. That night the four of
us had to sleep in a straw stack for the
unhospitable Irishman did not ask us
into the house, so we burrowed as far
into the straw as we could. Still we
were cold for the night air was chilly.

We thought if this man was a fair
sample of the Irish settlement, the
sooner we got away from them the bet-
ter; but we found he was an exception,
for when the neighbors heard that he
had taken us all out to see his cattle and
left us outdoors all night, they were en-
raged and talked of mobbing him.

Next morning he came to feed his
stock and found us four in a very bad
frame of mind. We got our Welsh up
and talked plain. He blamed his wife,
saying she had said there was no room.
He acknowledged it was very unkind and
then asked us in for breakfast. We ac-
cepted, for we were very hungry and had
another hard day ahead of us.

I went on up the Creek some seven
miles on foot, where I met a Mr. George
Lamb. who took his team and went to
get my wife and her folks. We had been
gone nearly three days and they were
very anxious to see me and I was anx-
ious to see them. Those three days in
the wilds seemed like months. But we
were soon in the new house and we were
very glad.

We commenced farming with cur two
yoke of cattle. They knew as much
about that line of work as we did.
We were coal miners who knew more
what to do and how to do it in the mines
than on the wild, open prairie. Soon,
however, we learned how to drive the
good, faithful oxen and we began to turn
over the sod that had not been disturbed
since the Nephites and Lamanites had
tilled the soil in America, if ever they
had in this region. Our homesteads were
right in the valley of Shell Creek. The
soil was black, and fifteen to twenty
inches deep. It was very productive.
After the first year, prairie life agreed
with us and we were always hungry. By
fall we had plenty of squash, pumpkins,
and potatoes. They did well in that sod.
But we were starving for scme kind of
meat. There were plenty of prairie
chickens, quail, geese and jack rabbits,
some deer and antelope, but none of us
were hunters. Father Jones had bought
a long distance rifle, but it did us no
good for I had never fired a shot in my
life. Omne day I bought an old govern-
ment musket from one of the Indians
for three dollars, but I did not use it for
some months.

A Dream Directs Me

Soon after we moved into the new
house I dreamed I saw three cakes, one
dark, one light red, and the third cream
color, one of which was for me. I chose
the cream color. Next day Father Jones
said, “We ought to go and buy a few

cows.” He wanted two and we could get
one. He offered, “I'll loan you the
money.” We went down to the Irish

settlement and called on one Mr. Rays
who had a large herd of cows. We could
get our choice at fifty dollars a head.
Father Jones bought two that in color
were like the two first cakes I had seen,
and by this time the dream was strongly

impressed on my mind. I concluded that
if there was a cow in the herd that was
cream color, I would take her. After
our looking for some time, Mr. Rays said
he had one cther cow that he would
show us, but she had one bad trait. If
it were not for that, he would not sell
her, for she would give as much milk as
two ordinary cows.

As soonn as I saw the animal, I said
to myself, “That is the cream cake,” and
told her owner that I would like to buy
her if she could be milked. Mr. Rays
informed me that it was not safe for
one to milk her alone. He suggested
that my wife and I do it together, one
tying her legs with a rope and holding
it firmly, the other milking. He said that
she might not lift her foot for weeks,
and again, she might do it any time.

On the strength of my dream, I bought
the cow, and she proved to be one of
the best in the valley. On grass she
would give twelve quarts of milk morn-
ing and evening, and in the winter she
gave eight and ten. To us she was a
blessing. We sold a two-gallon jar of
butter every week all fall and winter,
besides having all the butter we needed
for our own use. She was known for
miles around as the best milk and cream
cow in that part. I have not seen her
equal since. While it was true that she
was ftroublesome at times, she was the
means of supplying us money with which
to buy flour, sugar, and other things.
Often I have thought that we did not
appreciate her nor the ‘direction given
which encouraged me to buy her.

In our second year in Nebraska, we
found her dead. We had moved to our
own homestead, and we staked her out
with a long rope where she could get
to the creek. Somehow she got one of
her front feet tangled in the rope and we
found her lying in the creek, her nose in
six inches of water. She was the only
cow we had and we had not the money
with which to buy another.

The law required us to move to our
own homestead. The house had one
room, sixteen by sixteen feet, dug into
the ground, three feet at one end and
four feet at the other. .The log walls
were six feet above the ground. There
was one window, a dirt fioor and a board
roof with sod on the top of the boards.

We were twenty miles from the near-
est branch, Columbus, and our only
means of conveyance was the ox team.

In this humble home ocur third child,
Martha, was born May 21, 1873. 'This
was a wet spring; the earth was full of
water. When the child was two days
old, water came up out of the dirt floor
and in a few hours it was several inches
deep.

We carried wife and the baby out into
the wagon, wrapped them up so that
they could not see the light and tock
them to my wife’s mother. For this ex-
perience they were none the worse.

We had built a cave in one end of the
house and put a loft over the main room.

(Continued on page 845.)
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"HEAR YE HIM"
(Continued from page 838.)

couraged to go any farther, I went on a
few hundred feet and then I would call
him and he would hear my voice and
would come to where I was. Then I
would go on a little farther and again he
would hear my voice and come, and so
presently we reached the top of the
mountain, both of us.
“HEAR YE HIM”

Now, remember, no matter how dark
the day may become or how hedged
about with obstacles in the road we
must traverse, if we will stop and pray
and listen we will hear the voice of our
Master and it always calls us to higher
ground, and if we seek higher ground al-
ways, eventually we will reach our goal.

It is my fortune to preach the last ser~
mon of the conference and I take this
occasion to bid you all God speed as you
go to your homes and to put upon you
the admonition to carry with joy to
those who were not so fortunate as to
be here the spirit of this conference, and
to learn, wherever you are, the Godly
task of living together. You can have
the spirit of Zion wherever you live.
May God speed the time when we shall
not need to part and go to distant homes,
but may be a gathered people under his
light, and all of us hearing his voice.

THE NOMADS
(Continued from page 842.)

fret, honey; when youwve been all
through the mill and gotten where I am,
yvowll be satisfied and thankful if you
can get three good meals a day. You
won't worry—"

. *Oh, but modern women don't give
way to old age as they used to, Aunt
Bashy. I don't intend to let the years
take away my beauty and—-"

“You can’t help it very well, Lou”
chuckled Aunt Bashy; “the years go
whether we want them to or not.” She
sighed. ‘Jist this afternoon your grand-
father was sayin’, he says, ‘Lou is a per-
fect beauty—jist the image of what you
used to be, Bashy.' TI've come 2 long
way, but we all go the same road.”

Louisa  shivered. Could life possibly
hold such an inglorious finale for her?
She shook her head as though to rid her-
self of the terrible idea. Science was
continually making new and startling
discoveries; there would be something to
prolong her youth; it would last a long
time—

They heard the door of the house
swing violently open, a long streamn of
light from the doorway shot down to-
ward them, illuminating the little Hower-
bordered path, and Dave, one of the
younger boys, came running wildly, cry-
ng

going for the doctor. He hasn't been
feeling well all evening, you know, and
he just suddenly fell from his chair!
Mama thinks he's dead!”

{To be continued.)

“It’s grandfather?” he gasped. “I'm’

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF WILLIAM
LEWIS

(Continued from page 840.)

We had to enter the loft from the top of
the cave on the outside.

During the wet spell, I carried all the
clothing up to the Iloft and slept there.
In the meantime I dug a ditch to let
the water out of the place.

One night after I had gone to bed, I
heard a strange noise between the box
and side of the house. I got the lamp
and looked. A big bull-snake was try-
ing to get through the narrow space be-
tween the box and wall. I killed it,
threw it out, and again retired. After
lying down a few minutes, I heard an-
other noise similar to the first. “Well,
well,” I thought, “has that snake come
to life and come back?” Soon I found
that it was not the same but a second
snake, about the size of the other, its
mate, no doubt.

(To be continued.)

BUILDING THE WORLD SOCIETY

(Continued from page 836.)
of the misunderstandings and fatigue of
a very human group of men then in
charge of foreign affairs in every coun-
try, men paralyzed by fear and by a
lack of adequate information about hap-
penings in other countries.

But learned discussions about the
rights of sovereignty, etc., will not do
much for the average man. This build-
ing for world understanding and world
cooperation affects every one of us. It
is the process which will control the
lives of our children. Without becoming
experts on international procedure we
must nevertheless do all in our power to
aid the movement toward common un-
derstanding and wider freedom. What
can we do?

IRST, we must accept responsibility
_for our part of the total movement.
We shall not drift into the millen-
nium. Deity will not compel us to build
Utopia.  We ourselves must learn to live
with discrimination, following the good
and combating the evil. International
ideals, whether expressed in law or lying
fluid in public sentiment, says John M.
Mecklin, are the result of the slow habit-
uation of the thought of the average
man under the discipline of his own na-
tional institutions. Men who love peace
and pursue it are the products of social
institutions which encourage peace, and
we must build such institutions. We
must accept our share of responsibility
by surrounding ourselves by stable in-
ducements to larger thought and action.
Pulpit, press, and platform must com-
bine to encourage the international atti-
tude, and they must do it because of the

will-to-peace which they find meeting "

their message.

~ All this means the participation of de-
cent and clear-visioned men and women
in the business of government. The
world state is not likely to spring into

being through neglect of the national or
local governmental processes.  Our im-
mediate concerns must be conducted in
the spirit and hope of the larger goal.
From these smaller units must come the
leaders of the international groups. In
these smaller units, justice and equity
must become realities, and from them
they must stretch across the seas which
now divide.

And, finally, we must learn to feel this
thing deeply. Most of us lack capacity
for sustained eagerness for the best. We
pursue our own immediate ends, catch a
momentary -glimpse of a better order
and are deeply stirred, then we turn
again to the pettiness of selfish individ-
ualism. We are likely to continue this
unless somehow we can be made to feel
the overwhelming importance of the
coming age of cooperation. God grant
us the inspired imagination to see the
World State at our doors, and the cour-
age to work that our vision may come
true.

The Camouflage of Words
By H. E. Depew

So many people who profess

To live fine lives, that they may bless
The hopes of others with some light,
Are often far from being right;

They make long speeches, so sincere,
For all the other folks to hear—

But down beneath that surface coat
Are many things they fail to note.

How oft in solemn meetings these

Proclaim aloud from bended knees

Such long, and weighty, prayers that we

Forget, perhaps, to look to see

The life that truly these display

While doing tasks from day to day.

Fine speech, just now, may hide dark
sing,—

Until the Judgment Day begins.

'Tis not the voice that's raised in songs
That should be taken by the throngs
To indicate the life one lives,

Or what one thinks, or does, on gives;
For wealth of words can be obtained
Regardless of the progress gained:
And so it’'s well to wait and .see

How near one’s words his life will be.

T've found that many good, true souls,

Whose lives are nearest to the goals

That must be gained to earn a crown,

Are apt to be without renown;

Because these quiet, earnest ones

Won't seek their places in the sun's

Bright rays, but choose to sow their
seeds

Of good by ever doing deeds.

So, next time someone starts a song,
Or speaks, or prays, tooc loud and long,
Just look beyond to see how far
Astray that life’s real actions are.

'Pis nice to voice one’s feelings real,
But never should that oral zeal

Become so false, and far astray,

As to condemn that soul some day.
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Autobiography of William Lewis .

BITTEN BY A RATTLESNAKE

On a very warm day in September,
1870, with John Jones, my wife’s twelve-
year-old brother, I was getting wood out
of a gulley some two miles from home.
As T was climbing up the bank with one
hand holding the wood, I reached to take
hold of the grass in order to pull myself
up. A rattlesnake bit me on the wrist.
I called to John to hand me the axe and
I killed the snake. It was two years of
age, having one rattle and the button.

My arm began to swell, and we started
home. As soon as we reached the house,
he ran in and excitedly informed them
that I had been bitten by a rattlesnake.

My wife bandaged my arm tightly
above the swelling which had reached
near the elbow, in an endeavor to keep
the swelling and poison from going up
into my body.

News of my accident spread swiftly,
and the neighbors came in each one with
his own remedy. After trying several
without any relief, I was urged to drink
whisky. To this I objected for in the
Irish settlement one boy (son of the
family where we had the straw-stack ex-
perience) was given whisky and the ef-
fect of the spake bite and whisky left
him bloated like one having dropsy. I
had also read the statement of Doctor
Chase that the “drink of the ‘Devil’s
tea’ was as had as the bite”

It was Thursday afternoon that I was
bitten and on Saturday evening Brother
George Masters came to our house. The
bandage was nearly covered with my
swollen flesh. He asked if I had
anointed my arm, and I replied that I
had put olive oil on it freely, but that
the oil had not been blessed. He was a
priest and advised me that as an elder I
should bless the oil, then anoint my own
arm and pray that the good Master
would heal me. He offered prayer, then
I presented the oil to the Lord, asking
that he bless it. I anointed the arm
freely. We all retired for the night, and
next morning the swelling was entirely
gone and the skin was loose as if there
was no flesh under it; it hung in loose
wrinkles.

To me and to all in the house this was
a great blessing. I noticed the differ-
ence in the effect of the oil before and
after it was blessed. I believe, however,
that the oil helped me before, for I suf-
fered no pain.

James Walker, one of my neighbors
and a Catholic by faith, called to see me,
and he remarked: ‘I heard that you
were bitten by a rattlesnake.”

I answered, “Yes.”

“What did you do?”

I said that I had tried several things.

“Take any whisky?”’

“No, I did not.”

Part Five

“Let me see where you were bitten.”

But he could not see any sign of the
bite and remarked, “Why, man, I don’t
believe you were bitten by a rattlesnake,
for if you were and did not take any
whisky nor have the doctor, you would
be a dead man.”

I answered that John Jones, my broth-
er-in-law, was with me; we killed the
snake, and he could see it if he would go
to the place, telling him where it was.
He went off saying that it was not a rat-
tlesnake. I did . not feel like telling him
how I was healed. If I had said that I
had sent for the Catholic priest and that
he had placed some holy oil on me and
prayed for me, he would have believed,
but if I had stated the true facts, he
would have treated them lightly. I have
since thought, however, that I should
have told him everything. Here was evi-
dence to show that I had been poisoned
by the snake bite and had been miracu-
lously healed.

THE FIRST GRAIN HARVEST

In the fall of 1871, we harvested our
first crop of wheat and oats. Having no
granary, we secured sixteen-foot, twelve-
inch boards, and made a bin in the house.
There we put the grain. We had only
the one room in which to cook, eat,
sleep, and store our grain. Sometimes
someone would stop for the night. We
had room for three beds and we were
always glad to have our friends visit us.
Brother Charles Derry stopped with us
several times.

The house was small but after we put
in a good pine floor, lined the sides and
had a loft, we were happy, because we
were trying to serve the Lord, and often
I thought of the blessings the Saints of
former days received when worshiping
the Lord in caves. He also blessed us.
We were poor and had little means when
we arrived in Nebraska, and nearly two
years had gone since I had earned any
money. In the summer we went bare-
footed.

HARD TIMES

Late in the fall Brother Charles Derry
sent me word to meet him at Newman’s
Grove, to help him with a two-day meet-
ing. That was fifteen miles up the
creek. It was too cold to go barefooted
and I had only one shoe. I wanted to
attend the meeting, and the old saying
is, “Where there is a will, there is a
way.” My wife had one good shoe, and
as it was more for comfort than appear-
ance, being large, I started to the meet-
ing wearing my one shoe and Mary’s one
shoe.

On arriving at the grounds, Brother
Derry called my attention to his feet.
One of his big toes was beginning to

come through the end of the shoe. He
remarked that it was too bad he had to
preach in such poor shoes.

As misery likes company, I said, “No-
tice the shoes I am wearing.”

He turned away and said, ‘“William,
you have done well to come.”

Brother Derry at this time was on a
homestead. He had left the active min-
istry for a season. T wondered when I
heard him preach if he had not made a
mistake in leaving the ministry. Still
circumstances were such that he had to
do it for the sake of his family.

At this time, too, my wife washed and
dyed flour sacks to make clothes for the
children and for me, .

In the year, 1872, we had bright pros-
pects before us. ‘The small grain was
good and the corn was better. But in
the forepart of August, as the corn be-
gan to form its ears, the grasshoppers
came. Like a black cloud they swarmed
in upon us! The next morning there
was no corn. Throughout the whole
State the crops were destroyed!

BACK TO OHIO FOR WORK

Leaving my wife and my three smal}
children I went back to Ohio to work
for the fall and winter months. My
wife’s folks were about a quarter of a
mile from our house. I arranged with a
boy of twelve to come to my home and
do the chores. I was promised work be-
fore leaving home. I had to borrow
money to pay my fare.

Upon arriving in Ohioc I made ar-
rangements to purchase a double harness
costing forty dollars, for which I was to
pay before returning home the coming
spring. Soon the public works began to
close down putting thousands of men out
of employment. This was the beginning
of the great panic of 1872 and 1873.

My family was in need of money to
buy both food and fuel. I was working
at the Woods Coal Mines near Church

Hill, Brother William D. Williams was
the boss. He was the man who baptizel
me, and president of the Brookfisld

Branch. It was he who had promised
me work before I had left my home in
Nebraska. '

After working a few weeks, I came to
the conclusion that I had better change
my place of work k-qause the mine in
which I was working might run out as
it had a small vein of coal. It was called
the “Pumpkin” because of its thinness.
Many said there were places where a
large pumpkin would not ge imto the
mine. I wanted to go to work in what
was called the Sodom. It was new and
had a much thicker vein of coal. While
a number of mines were closing down,
owing to the great money panic of '72
and ’73, this mine was working steadily.
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I was boarding with my sister, Mrs.
John J. Morgan, who lived near this
mine, and I was offered work there.
Making the change would make it much
more convenient for me as I had to walk
about a mile to the Pumpkin. I said to
Brother Williams that I was thinking of
going to work at the Sodom. He did not
like me to do so; he argued that he had
kept this work for me and that he pre-
ferred my staying with him. I was
‘driving a mule that was very high spir-
ited, one which he had had much trouble
“in getting men to drive. I was doing
so well 'withrher that he did not like to
‘change drivers.

I wanted to do what was right and
“again mentioned the matter to him say-
ing that I would be going home in April
and that I thought it was best for me to
‘make the change. IXe became a little
vexed and said that if I left and the
Scdom should stop he would not give me
work. He thought his mine would run
just as steady as the other. I then dis-
‘missed the matter from my mind for a
few weeks.

Again I was thinking on the matter,
thinking of the thousands of men out of
work and of my own wife and three chil-
dren a thousand miles away from me in
a dug-out with nothing but flour to live
on since the grasshoppers had eaten up
everything that was green. As I lay
‘upon my bed at night I said, “Oh, Lord,
-thou knowest my condition. What shall
I do?” That night I dreamed that two
boys, one from'each mine, stood before
me; one holding in his hand a piece of
dry bread without any butter, cheese,
jam, jelly, or meat. The other boy from
the Sodom mine held in his hand a piece
of apple pie. A voice spoke saying,
“Take your choice.” I awoke and with
feelings of gratitude in my heart I knew
what to-do. Had an angel of the Lord
stood by my bed and told me what to do
it would not have had a greater impres-
sion.

I called on Brother Williams and told
him I had concluded to make a change
and that I would give him a week’s no-
tice. He replied that I could go then if

" I wanted to but never to ask him for
work again. I did not mention the
dream.

The next day I went to work at Sodom
-and in a few days Brother Williams in-
formed me that I had made a wise move,
that their mine was only going to work
one or two days a week and how long
he did not know.

I worked every day for about four
months and left for home in April with
a box of dry goods I had bought and the
set of harness. I had sent money home
and had some when I reached the family.
How true the dream! How good the
Lord had been to me!

MORE (GRASSHOPPER INVASIONS

One time more, the season of 1873, we
put out a large acreage of wheat and
ocats and corn. The grasshoppers came

again and left us only the small grain.
It was beyond their power to hurt all in
the stalk or shock. We had a large gar-
den. My wife thought she would save
some of it by covering the beets and on-
ions with straw. But after the grass-
hoppers were gone and she went to
uncover her garden, she found every-
thing had been destroyed. The grass-
hoppers had eaten even the strong on-
ions. They were a sore pest and covered
hundreds of miles. Men who had the
most stock were the worst sufferers as
they had nothing to feed their cattle ex-
cept straw, wheat and oats and did not
have enough of that. That winter, how-
ever, I stayed home. We had plenty of
flour, potatoes and butter, and game.
The year, 1874, was a repetition of the
former two years. That fall I went to
Carbon, Wyoming Territory, to work.
The Government and the Eastern States
sent supplies to the grasshopper suffer-
ers. We were entitled to our share, but
I was making three and a half and four
dollars a day in the mines so I wrote
home to my wife not to take any, but to
let others have it. While I was away,
our fourth child was born whom my wife
named “William Thomas.” I worked
seven months in Carbon. The fare from
Columbus to Carbon was ten cents a
mile on the Union Pacific; the distance
was four hundred miles which made the
cost of the trip forty dollars each way.
As I was thinking of returning home
the news came that the grasshoppers
had deposited their eggs in Missouri and
southern Kansags after leaving us in the
fall and summer and that now in March
and April they were hatching and eating
everything that was green. It looked as
though there would be a famine in that
part of the country.  When the hoppers
grew large enough to fly there was no
telling in which direction they would go.
I was very anxious to return home
after my seven long months in Carbon.
It was a wicked place, a typical mining
town of the early West. I lived alone
and it was decidedly unpleasant for me,
a married man, to work hard all day in
the mines and then come home to a dug-
out and get my own meals. But to go
home and put in a crop, and thén have
the grasshoppers destroy it was not wise.

IN THE MIDST OF PERPLEXITIES

What was to be done? Some said,
“The grasshoppers will not go back
West; you will be safe in going home
and putting in your crop.” Others ad-
vised me not to go home, but to wait
and see which way the grasshoppers
would go. But it would be too late then
to put in the crop. To send for my fam-
ily to come to me was too expensive.
Besides if there was no one on the home-
stead for six months, we would lose it.
On the other hand, to stay in this place
under the existing conditions for another
year was more than I could make up
my mind to do. I was making good
money though, and the superintendent

said if I would stay he would promise me
steady work at four dollars a day. I
was driving and hauling out the coal to
the foot of the shaft. They had much
trouble in getting practical drivers. I
had broken some mules to the work
after -others had failed. One span of
mules for which the company had paid
five hundred dollars {(mules were cheap
then) had been taken down into the
mines, but the drivers were as inexperi-
enced as the mules, and they could do
nothing with them. Miners were call-
ing for cars and the company was call-
ing for coal. The miners would not let
the company put on more men as they
were not getting the cars they ought to
have. The conditions were perplexing to
all. The drivers had never been in a
coal mine before and they did not know
how to do the work. Some parts of the
mines were very steep, and they could
bring only one car at a time from these
places. When another experienced driver
and I came in, we brought from four to
six cars out at once. It was only a few
days until the miners could not supply
us with coal, and the company had to
hire roore miners. We were very well
thought of by both the miners and the
company.

The young man who was with me was
a brother to Sister H. O. Smith, William
Masters.

I have simply mentioned the above to
show that “knowledge is power.” The
drivers who were there .really worked
hard, but they had had no experience.

The work was agreeable, and I was
kindly treated by all notwithstanding it
was a wicked place. But I was in such
a frame of mind that if there had been
any fortune tellers in the place 1 would
have been strongly tempted to ask their
advice, for I was very homesick!

THE GUIDING HAND POINTS THE WAY

I needed light and under the circum-
stances I sought the guiding hand of
Him who never makes mistakes and I
was permitted in a dream to see myself
at home with a fine prospect for crops,
when suddenly I heard the unpleasant
noise in the distance of the grasshoppers.
At last they came down, a black cloud of
them. The earth, I thought, was covered
with them. At last I saw them rise and
go northwest. To my surprise, there
remained a beautiful crop of small grain
and corn. Y was satisfied after I awoke
that it would be safe for me to return
home. Still I said, “It doesn’t seem pos-
sible that the crop can be any good if
they come down as thick as I saw them,
for they were so numerous that in a few
hours they could have eaten everything
green.” My brother, John, had come to
Nebraska. With his assistance and that
of my wife’s folks I put in the spring
wheat and oats although I did not come
home until the ninth of May. It was
snowing then, while the earth was green
with vegetation. But it was not long
before the snow disappeared. We put in
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our corn and had an excellent stand
which grew nicely.

About the middle of June the grass-
hoppers came, just as I had seen them in
the dream. I was standing in the potato
patch with hoe in hand when I heard the
familiar and unpleasant sound. Shortly
after they came down so thick they
darkened the sun. Fortunately for us,
rain commenced to fall and the weather
turned cooler causing a heavy damp
mist which prevented the grasshoppers
from doing much damage. The mnext
morning, aided by a strong breeze, they
all left. The only damage of any impor-
tance was to the corn that had not yet
made over six inches of growth. Had
it not been for the cool, heavy mist all
the crops would have been ruined. We
harvested sixty-five and seventy-five
‘bushels of corn that fall.

There were several other interesting
incidents that occurred while we were in
Nebraska. One was the baptizing of
Grandma Stow, who had been an old-
time Saint in the lifetime of Joseph and
Hyrum Smith. She had been faithful
through dark and cloudy days of the
church. She sent me word to ccme and
baptize her. She could have been re-
ceived on her former baptism, but she
requested me to baptize her. She en-
tered the water with a very sore and
painful limb. It had troubled her for
years. In answer to her prayers for
fifteen years she was healed of that long
standing complaint. Just a few years
before her death the afiliction returned
she being over-taxed with work in her
extreme old age.

One late "Easter Sunday, about the
thirteenth of April, my wife and I and
the children went to visit Sister Stow.
She lived thirteen miles above us on the
creek. That night there came a terrible
storm, a blizzard which continued for
nearly three days and nights. We had a
young ox team, splendid travelers, but
there were deep ravines to cross and no
bridges, and we had considerable anxiety
as to whether or not we could get
through to our home. Imagine our sur-
prise when we found the snow packed
so hard that it held up the oxen and
wagon. Soon we arrived home to find
our few hogs all safe although they had
been covered with the snow. One year-
ling heifer was gone with the storm.
She was found a week later scme thir-
teen miles from home. Strange as it
may seem to the reader, the knowledge
of the whereabouts of the lost animal
was revealed in a dream.

(To be continued.)

Music strengthens hearts courageous, it
urges men along,

The tide of battle often has been altered
by a song;

No race can live without it, it is heard
from pole to pole,

For music is the utterance and expres-
sion of the soul.

—Unknown.

Clean Food, Clean Hands,
Clean Dishes

(Editorial from American Jowrnal of
Public Health, February, 1934.)

The recent outbreak of amebic dysen-
tery, which has caused more than twenty
deaths, and which has spread to more
than one hundred communities through-
out the country during the past few
months, points to a task demanding the
serious attention of all health depart-
ments; that of eliminating insanitary
practices in the dispensing of food and
drinks.

Amebic dysentery first broke out in a
Chicago hotel, where it was traced to
food handlers. The disease spread rap-
idly to other food handlers and thence
to guests of the hotel, many of whom
were visiting the Century of Progress
Exposition, and it was carried back to
more than a hundred widely scattered
communities.

This is one example of what can hap-
pen when purveyors of food and drinks
are not required to uphold high stand-
ards of sanitation, and when there is
inadequate medical examination and su-
pervision.

It is well known that in most restau-
rants, soda fountains and other public
eating places, the basic principles of
sanitation are not generally observed.
No food handler, without first washing
his hands thoroughly with soap and wa-
ter, should serve a customer. How
many do it? No dish should be used
for serving focd or drinks without first
being thoroughly cleaned “in a solution
of soap or soda or suitable cleaning pow-
der in hot water followed by a thor-
ough rinsing or spraying or immersion
in clean, boiling (212 F.) water for a
period of one minute, or in hot water
of a temperature of not less than 180 ¥.
at all times when used for purposes of
sterilization, for a period of two min-
utes; by sterilization with live steam, or
by some other equally effective method
approved by the Department of Health.”
What proportion of utensils used in pub-
lic eating places, especially soda foun-
tains, are washed in this way?

About ninety-two percent of all com-
municable diseases are transmitted
through the mouth and nose. Surely
there is no better place to break the
chain of saliva-borne and food-borne in-
fections than at eating and drinking
places. Transmission of disease by food
and drink dispensers will end when the
public demands that all food and drinks
be served by healthy attendants with
clean hands, in clean dishes, and health
departments take vigorous action to en-

force sanitary codes.

Years ago the public accepted the
common :drinking cup. We believe that
unnecessary sickness and death was the
result, but the public did not seem to
care. The public did not understand;
that was the real reason it tolerated this

deadly disease carrier. When health de-
partments convinced the public of the
awful price of the common drinking cup,
action was demanded for its abolish-
ment.

However, the common drinking cup
has never really been abolished. We
still have it, though not in the same
form as before. Now it is in the form
of glasses, dishes, and tableware inade-
quately cleaned between servings. Go to
almost any soda fountain, in any city;
watch the attendant pluck a glass from
the counter, swish it about hastily in a
basin of muddy-looking tepid water,
rinse it quickly in cold water, then use
it to serve another customer.

That glass is worse than the common
drinking cup! Its superficial washing
has served only to bring it into contact
with germs from many other glasses
“washed” in the same water.

Influenza, the common cold, tubercu-
losis, pneumonia, scarlet fever, diph-
theria, whooping cough, and Vincent's
angina, are among the principal diseases
that can be transmitted by unclean -eat-
ing utensils., Pathogenic organisms are
not removed by common methods of
washing. After they are used and hand
washed, more than twenty percent of
the organisms remain adhering to eating
and drinking utensils.

Clean food, clean hands, clean dishes:
These three hold great hope for the con-
trol of saliva-borne infections.

To educate the public, to demand sani-
tary practices in the dispensing of food
and drink in restaurants, soda fountains,
and other public eating places, there has
been organized in New York City The
Committee for the Study and Promotion
of ‘the Sanitary Dispensing of Food and
Drinks.

This committee is urging the public, in
its own interest, to follow four courses
of action when eating in public:

1. Decline dishes, cups or glasses that
are obviously unclean.

2. Quietly protest to the management
against all insanitary practices observed.

3. Commend the management of pub-
lic eating places that uphold high sani-
tary standards.

4. Report by name and address to the
Board of Health, all public eating and
drinking places violating high sanitary
standards.

Endorsement of the purposes of the
committee has already been given by
many leaders in civic, industrial and
public health fields.

After stumbling around looking for
contentment for years, I suddenly
learned that you cannot find it by hunt-
ing furiously for it. Happiness sneaks
in through a door you didn’t know you
left open.—John Barrymore.

Love is in the lofty realm of appre-
ciation where the highest insights are
made possible.—Frank B. Fagerburg.
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WILLIAM LEWIS

To the Land of Missouri

During the five years and some
months that we lived on the homestead
in Nebraska I did much preaching in my
humble way, but I baptized cnly two as
I now recall. Some others were fr.ends
to the faith. )

We concluded to move to Stewartsviile,
Missouri, in order to be with the Sainis.
I sought counsel from the brothers in
conference at Columbus as to the advisa-
bility or our going, but no one had any-
thing to say. Brother Charles Derry
said if he were to advise, it would be
only Charles Derry speaking; so he
would not counsel me. However, he dis-
liked seeing us go even though he hoped
such a movement would be for the best.

December 5, 1875, we left the cld home
where three of our children had been
born, and one was laid to rest, little two-
year-old Martha had died about two
weeks before we left.

We sold everything and had about one
thousand dollars when we started to
Missouri. We received only five hundred
dollars for our eighty acres of land. The
buying and selling of land at that time
was exceedingly slow. Before leaving
Nebraska I dreamed that I saw a Cath-
olic Church on the side of the bluff
fronting our house. Righteen vyears
later when I was visiting there, I saw
the building on the spot.

From a financial standpoint we lost by
moving, for the eighty acres we sold for
five hundred dollars were worth five
thousand dollars eighteen vyears later;
but due to the change, our children have
married those believing in the church.
The chances are that if we had re-
mained in Nebraska the children would
have married those antagonistic to the
work, so we are perfectly satisfied with
the change and grateful for it. Gold and

Part Six

silver are not all for whickh we should
labor. That has been a serious mistake
made by man. The human family has,
and is, making great efforts to obtain

the material things of this world at the.

expense of the spiritual!

We were favorably impressed with
the country around Stewartsville, after
having lived on the prairie where timber
was scarce, where none of the farms, not
even the gardens, were fenced, where
there was no fruit, and where the closest
post office and market were eighteen
miles away. Good, well-improved farms
could be bought in DeKalb and Clinton
Counties at prices ranging from fifteen
to twenty-five dollars an acre, and today,
(1907), they are worth from fifty to one
hundred dollars an acre. If we had had
the means we could have bought some
good farm land cheap.

There was a small branch four miles
north of Stewartsville known as the De-
Kalb Branch. There was also one at
Saint Joseph, at Cameron, and at Star-
field. Those were all the branches in the
Far West District: and the total mem-
bership about seventy-five. )

We Reverse a Decision

We made our home for about three
weeks with Brother Albert Bishop. The
spirit of contention and fault-finding was
rampant in DeKalb Branch. We be-

came so much discouraged with the un-’

pleasant condition that I had decided to
leave and go to Lamoni to see if I should
find peace and unity there. My wife and
I talked the matter over and made the
decision before retiring one night that I
would leave the next morning. That
night I saw in a dream the Saints com-
ing from all quarters: east, west, north,
and south, and locating near Stewarts-
ville, Besides that I saw quite a num-
ber of people coming into the church,
northwest of Stewartsville. Next morn-
ing we reversed our decision, and bar-
gained for forty acres joining what was
known as the Ace Mann farm about one
mile north of Father L. W. Babbitt's
farm.

At our Wednesday evening prayer
meeting Father Wood related a vision
which he had since the last time we had
metf. He saw the surrounding country
dotted with new houses, and he saw also
a few of the old ones crumbled down to
the ground. He said, “The new houses
represent the homes of Saints coming in;
the old crumbled houses are the homes
of those who were contentious and
fault-finding. They will leave the coun-
try”” 1 also related my dream. Thus,
by wvisions, dreams, and prophecies, we
were given to understand that conditions
would change.

Promises Fulfilled

How true were the promises! Not
long after this a branch was organized
at Stewartsville, at Pleasant Grove, and
at German Stewartsville. Now in 1907
Far West District has fourteen branches,
some thirteen church buildings, about all
paid for, with a total membership of
nearly two thousand. The country is
prosperous and the Saints are in the
faith.

In the fall of 1875 the grasshoppers
that had done so much damage in Ne-
braska and other parts reached Missouri
too late to do any damage to crops. But
they deposited their eggs and the next
spring, 1876, they hatched so that the
ground was covered with them, and for
about eight weeks they ate all the vege-
tation.

The prospect for crops was dark. It
was getting late and the pests were still
with us. Many were of the opinion that
there would be a famine. The Saints

‘were encouraged by the voice of the

Spirit not to fear for there would yet be
an abundance. Through gosod, old Fa-
ther Wood, by the gift of tongues and
interpretation, the Saints were promised
a bountiful harvest., Some believed and
some like Thomas doubted. Sometime
late in June, the grasshoppers had ma-
tured sufficiently to fly and to the joy
of all in Northwestern Missouri they left
the country. :

Many thought it too late to plant corn,
potatoes, and millet, but some, hoping
that they might raise corn, planted, and
according to the Lord’s promise, there
was an abundance.

That was the year we came to Mis-
souri. There was plenty of hay, pota-
toes, and corn. The latter was not fully
ripe bui it made great feed for stock.
The season was extraordinary, plenty of
rain and no frost until late.

The winter of 1875-6 was an open one,
really one of the most pleasant winters
T have ever seen. Birds made nests in
February, 1876, and not until the twenty-
first of March did we have any snow.
On this date we had a very heavy snow-
storm, but it was not cold. Thus it was
that out of darkness, gloom, and dis-
couragement the good Master brought
sunshine, comfort, and happiness.

As I have already stated we had
bought forty acres of land, but we could
move into only part of the house, Mr.
Levi Quick, who sold us the place, could
not give us full possession until March
1, but permitted us to occupy two rooms.
Mr. Quick, his wife, four children, and
two brothers of Mr. Quick—eight per-
sons in all--occupied the one rcom, and
my wife and I and three children lived
in the other room. We were very
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- cramped, but for three months we put
up with the inconvenience. We found
Mr. and Mrs. Quick very agreeable and
by the time they moved to their own
farm, we really thought as much of them
ag if they had been members of our
church. They were somewhat interested
in the church, especially Mrs. Quick
who died a few years later. .

I Learn a Lesson From My Neighbor

We stayed on this place for three
years. While we were living here, cne
of our neighbors sold out to a family of
Saints, and although we thought much
of our older meighbor, we were pleased
at the prospect of having a new one of
our own faith. But, we soon became
very much dissatisfied with our new
neighbors. We were poor pecple, living
mostly on cornbread, sorghurn, and pota-
toes. We kept a little flour on band so
that if any visitor should come to see
us, we could make a pie or & cake or
some biscuits. We had plenty of good
butter. The new neighbors had bought a
farm of two hundred acres and paid for
it, but they lived a bit too economically.
They formed the habit of visiting their
neighbors at meal time, also of borrow-
ing butter, sugar, lard, flour and pay-
ing back with a much less quantity. We
became so provoked at their miserly,
overbearing conduct that I permitted an
unkind feeling to develop in me towards
them. I wished they had not come into
the church for there were, in my judg-
ment, many better neighbors who were
not church members. It would have
been much better both for them and for
the church if they had kept some of
their money to live on rather than put-
ting it all into the farm and then im-
posing on their poor neighbors for their
livelihood.

I got out of patience with them and
had very little use for them. I thought
that the Lord certainly did mot recog-
nize them, that they were beneath his
notice. Really I do not know of anv-
thing over which I ever became more
wrought up and disgusted. It is true I
was young and had not seen much of the
world and had not yet come in contact
with stingy, covetous people in the
church—people who impose on those
who do not have much to give.

I dreamed one night that I was travel-
ing in a railway car. I was in the front
and this neighbor was in the rear on the
last seat. I remarked to myself, “He
has no right to be on this train. When
the conductor comes in he will have to
get off.” To my surprise he handed the
conductor a ticket and I could do no
more. He had as much right to occupy
the coach as I had. These words came
to me, “To him that much is given,
much is required. He that has five tal-
ents should do more than he that has
only one.”

¥From this ¥ began to reason and con-
ciluded that if I had more talent than
they I should do more good in the world.

From this experience I learned not tc be
too hasty in condemning any one if he
lacks along certain lines, for he always
has some good traits. Still I must say

that any person who will pay out all the

cash he has for a farm and then half
starve his family and impose on his
neighbors is not entitled to anything bet-
ter than a back-seat—if that!

"QOats for the Horse"

We rented a farm near Dayton City,
Kansas, known as the Selix Farm. This
was a fine farming region, and we were
all soon busy.

Let me here relate a little incident
which wrote indelibly into my mind that
part of the Word of Wisdom which says
“oats for the horse.,” I had been work-
ing my horses in the field day after day.
Harvest came on, and the weather was
intensely hot, so hot indeed, that we
took advantage of the cooler hours of
evening and night and worked in the
field.

A neighbor was helping me, driving
one of his own horses with one of mine.
Soon it was evident that the horses were
not evenly matched.

“Your horse is letting mine do the
work,” my neighbor charged.

“Neo,” I answered, “see, he is pulling
just as much as your horsge.”

“What is wrong, then? Look at my
horse sweat!?” And indeed the sweat
was dripping from the animal’s flanks,

“What do you feed your horses?” I
demanded after examining the horse.

“Corn—that’s all I have to feed them.”

“T feed mine oats. Oats are not so
heating and fattening as corn, and they
build energy. That's the difference be-
tween the two horses.”

Back to Missouri

Some time after that we returned to
Missouri, where I went into the butter
business. I made the acquaintance of
farmers in the vicinity of my home, and
began, on a modest scale at first, buy-
ing their butter to sell it in neighboring
towns, to stores, and also to private cus-
tomers. Soon I found a ready sale for
all T could buy, and I drove out to Mays-
ville, Osborn, and all the country stores.
For about the first six weeks I cleared
from twenty to twenty-five dollars a
week on my sales. Though I had to go
in all kinds of weather, I was encour-
aged, for the business paid. I had sev-
eral good customers in Saint Joseph
whom I supplied with butter every week
and I thought I could depend on them
so long as I could furnish good butter at
market price. In this I was sorely dis-
appointed. One week I bought up twice
my usual amount and after reaching my
customers who had all along been so
anxious to see me, learned that they
would not mneed butter this week and
gave me no encouragement for the next.

Farmers were now making more but-
ter. They sold it to the merchants apd
tock trade in pay for it. I was not

posted along that line, comsequently X
lost about forty dollars on that trip as I
had to sell my entire load to packers.
This was a crushing blow. It was not
only that I lost on that lof, but that I
‘had no market in sight for the next
week or the week after that! If it had
not been too late I would have gone back
to the farm or have done team work.
What to do was indeed a hard problem.

At last I decided to seek out the best
butter makers in the country and to sell
directly to the residents of the city. I
took up a small amount, about one hun-
dred pounds, and some fresh eggs. My
oldest daughter went with me to hold the
tears while I canvassed from house to
house for customers. Sometimes she
would call at the houses until at one
house a large dog rushed out at her. Be-
coming frightened, she turned and ran,
but the dog ran over her. I do not know
which of us was the more. frightened.
She was only nine years old.

To everyone who bought from us I
promised that on a certain day I would
be back with fresh butifer, eggs, and
poultry. Thus I worked up a good re-
tail and wholesale trade, and for five
years had a thriving business. During
that time I never failed to be on hand
at the promised time. My patrons had
implicit confidence in me and I never dis-
appointed them.

For the Tuesday bvefore Christmas
(which came on Thursday) I got my
load ready Monday night, mostly poul-
try. During the night it turned very
cold. My wife begged me not to go as
the wind would be in my face and the
thermometer registered twenty-two be-
low zero. It seemed to me I must go
for my patrons would be locking for
their Christmas turkey. I started but
except for my having read that persons
traveling in extreme cold have a tend-
ency to drop off to sleep and freeze to
death, I would have perished. After
walking a few miles I would ride and
get terribly cold. One time I had a hard
struggle to arouse myself and get out to
walk. The awareness that I would soon
be too numb to get out helped me, and I
walked the rest of the way—about tem
miles. The distance from Stewartsville
to Saint Joseph is about twenty-two
miles. This was a trip long to be re-
membered; very few people were on the
roads. My patrons had not been expect-
ing me, but they were highly pleased
that ¥ did come.

(T'o be continued.)

More lonely vear by year becomes the
man who lives an aimless life, who is not
conscious that any one is dependent
upon him, who does not feel that he is a
vital force, who neither lives for human-
ity in time of peace, nor dies for his
country in time of war, who has squan-
dered kis life, and as he nears its closs,
looks back over the profitless years and
realizes that he has wasted the only life
he had.—The Youth’s Instructor.
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A DreEaM WHICH HELPED Us
FINANCIALLY

After five years I turned exclusively
to wholesale trade and to huckstering for
another two years. One remarkable
event I shall relate.

We were overstocked with turkeys.
All markets were glutted, but we kept
on buying from the farmers. We did not
like to turn them away for fear they
would go to other towns o trade. We
were hoping that soon the market would
open. We had every place on our home
lot covered with turkeys, and our bank
account was about run out. Every week
I would take some poultry o market
only to find it full and the price low.
Turkeys dressed and ready for the oven
were worth only five or six cents a
pound. I became discouraged.

One night I dreamed that I went to
Saint Joseph and found the market bare.
One man asked me if I bad any turkeys.
I replied that I was tired bringing them
to town. “Well,” he told me, “you could
sell all you could bring and at a good
price.”

There was no telephone by which I
could call to find out the condition of the
market. But having implicit confidence
in my dream, we dressed all the poultry
on the place. While we were getling
them ready-—1 was doing the scalding,
my wife and Lizzie picking, and Dannie
opening—=Sister J. M. Terry came by.

“You are getting a lot of them off,”
she observed, knowing that we were
overstocked.

“Yes,” was my answer, “and we are
doing it on the strength of a dream.

“I hope you will not be disappointed.”

Such a feeling of assurance had ac-
companied the dream, that I thought it
safe to give heed to if. No doubt or
fears troubled us. 'This is a characteris-

Part Seven

tic of the dreams given by the Holy
Spirit as promised in Joel 2: 28,

I found the market just as foretold,
and I unloaded all that I had in a short
time at a good, fair price.

When I came home, Sister Terry was
anxious to know the success I had, and
when I informed her that it was just as
it had been foretold I could see that she
too partook of the feeling of gratitude
that had already found place in our
hearts. The dream was to us a blessing
as well as to others who needed that line
of goods for they could not have had it
if it had not been for my dream. There
was plenty of poultry in the country,
but people had grown tired of sending it
to market; so this week, as it happened,
all were of one mind to let the city go
without. The information came to me
and I gave heed to it—thanking the

Fiver of all that is good.

CASES OF BLESSING THROUGH
ADMINISTRATION

On June 15, 1881, our seventh child,
third daughter, was born whom we
named Ann after her aunt, my wife's
sister. When the child was seven weeks
old, wife went to Netawaka, Kansas, to
visit her uncle, William Hopkins. There
she fell sick. A telegram called me
there. I went and in a few days we
came home. Mary was very weak and
grew much worse. She was administered
to and a blessing was pronounced on her
with the promise that she would live to
see many more years. Brother J. M.
Terry was present and assisted in the
administration. From that time on she
gained in health.

When Ann was nearly two years old
she was dangerously ill with spinal men-
ingitis. Her eyes were so turned that
only the whites were to be seen. She
lost the use of her limbs, and her head
was helpless. The child was indeed a
pitiful sight. She was administered to
by Brother J. T. Kinnaman and Brother
J. M. Terry at a Wednesday evening
prayer meeting. I assisted. There was
no visible change in the child. She was
administered to again the next evening
by the same brethren. From that on she
began to get better and was fully re-
stored. It was a strong testimony to all
the Saints of that branch of the wonder-
ful power of God.

A singular operation of the Spirit
would be of interest here. In company

with Klder John T. Kinnaman, I admin-

istered to Sister Betty Smith, who was
very sick with measles. After anoint-
ing her, Brother Kinnaman offered
prayer. During the prayer there was a
power manifested which was so uplifting
that I could hardly hold my hands on her

head. It was with much effort on my
part that I did so. I could with ease
have taken hold of the sister and lifted
her out of the low bed in which she was
lying. Brother Kinnaman had good lib-
erty in prayer, and the sister was
blessed.

~Another time in company with Elder
J. M. Terry we administered to Sister
Anna Smith, a sister to the woman men-
ticned above. She had been sick for
weeks. While we had our hands on her
head, the Spirit came and I was
prompted to speak to her, but I hesitated
and while thus quenching the Spirit 1
felt as if it were a hand pressing on my.
left side. Brother Terry was standing
on my right. Brother Jacob Smith sat
in a chair some six feet from me. Twice
I felt the pressure of the hand, and with’
it came the strong impression to speak
the following: “I say unto thee, my
handmaiden, Satan has sought to destroy
thy mind. , Fear not, I shall deliver and
protect thee.”

After the administration I related the
above experience and inquired if anyone
had touched me. All answered, “No.”
Sister Anna said, “Something unusual
has caused me much worry, . I have been
so discouraged and despondent that life
to me has not been worth striving for.”
The message was short, but. it brought
peace, comfort, and sunshine to  that
home, and the probabilities are if I had
not been urged by the gentle pressure of
what seemed to me a hand, the consoling
words would not have been given, at
least, not by me, for I believe that I was
overly cautious at times. Paul at one
time said, “Quench not the spirit; de-
spise not prophesying.” 'There are two
extremes we can take; one is to be overly
cautious, and one overly anxicus. In this
attitude we are apt to be deceived either
by our own spirit of enthusiasm  or by
an evil spirit. .

Another case of healing that was maxr-
velous, and caused many to speak of it.
many of whom were not members of the
church, was that of George Brown. . He
lived north of Stewartsville about ten
miles. He was the son of Eliza Brown,
a widow, and was not in the church at
the time. He was about  twenty-one
years of age. He had been suffering with
intense pain in the right side. One of
the leading  doctors from Maysville at-
tended him. The case was considered a
haopeless one. Brother A. H. Smith, then
living at Stewartsville and I were sent
for. George said if the Lord would spare
him that as soon as he got able he would
be baptized. He was administered to,
and to the surprise of the doctors ané
neighbors he was healed. True to his
promise he was shortly afterward bap- -
tized. ‘
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A STRUGGLE WITH THE POWER OF
UNBELIEF

Another case of healing was that of
Brother George Ross. He had been in
poor health for months. Doctor Richie
said that his liver was decaying. One
Sunday afternoon he was taken much
worse—some thought he was dying. We
had no church in Stewartsville at the
time, but the meetings on Sunday were
held two and a half miles north and
west of town. My wife was sick at the
time so I was at home. About four
«’clock in the afternoon one of the neigh-
bors came over after me saying that Mr.
Ross was dying and that Mrs. Ross
wanted me to come at once. On my way
over I saw a wagon load of cur people
coming dewn the road from the church.
We arrived at the house and found
Brother Ross unconscious. Brother Kin-
naman, Brother D. J. and Brother D. H.
Powell and I administered to him. He
awoke, shook hands with us, and said
that he had seen a beautiful light in the
far distance and that he was trying to
go te it when he heard the prayer. He
was able shortly to be up and around
although not entirely free from pain
and distress.

Then he was taken down again and for
weeks Sister Ross did not take off her
clothes, nor turn out the light. Night
after night she would send for me say-
ing, “George is worse; come over.” There
were at this time no elders living in
Stewartaville. Brother Terry had gone
to Nebraska City and Brother Alexander
H. Smith had moved away. In the ad-
ministration Brother Ross would get
temporary relief. Our faith and patience
were taxed, and one night several of the
Saints were over at the house. We were
much discouraged and the burden of our
evening chat was, why was the blessing
not retained? What was the cause?
We had prayer and bade the family
goodnight, each one returning to his own
home. That night the following remark-
able dream was given to me:

I saw Sister Ross and myself inside of
a lawn that was fenced. We were look~
ing for the tail part of a snake. I
thought the grass was thick and several
inches high so it was quite difficult to
find the snake. I suggested that she take
nold of the end of a strong rod I had,
and we would strefch it across the grass
and then drag it. When the cord or rod
would come in contact with the tail part
we could see it move. No sooner had we
stretched the cord than we found the tail
part. Then there appeared a wild, cun-
ning looking animal like a ground hog.
He had a hole in the ground and had it
covered so that it could not be easily
seen. I said to Sister Ross, “Here is the
old animal that has been stealing our
chickens.” With that I seemed to have
in my hand a large baseball bat, and
with it I struck the tail part of the ani-
mal a blow and drove the creature away.

The dream left a pleasant impression
on my mind and before breakfast I called
at Brother and Sister Smith’s and

Brother Ross’ homes and told them the
dream. They were encouraged, but they
could not give the interpretation. The
day went by, that night, Brother Moses
Holmes, Brother and Sister Smith,
James, and Betty, and some others met
at Brother Ross’ home where we talked
about the mystery connected with
Brother Ross’ sickness and abouf the
dream I had had. I then administered
to Brother Ross and the Spirit promised
that he should be healed. So powerful
was the Spirit that it changed the tone
of my voice, and Brother James Smith,
who was asleep at the time, awoke and
heard what I said. This brother was
quite deaf and when in company would
almost always sleep.

As I turned from the bed and walked a
few steps, the spirit of unbelief came like
a flash to me and said, “Man, you said
that he should be healed; what if he
dies?” With that I dropped on my
knees and with all the strength and faith
I had asked the Lord not to let the power
of unbelief rob us of this blessing that
He had promised. With that we felt the
victory was won by the goodness of the
Lord. The dream and the interpretation
came forcibly to my mind. The tail part
of the snake represented the lingering
part of the disease; the cord or rod was
faith; the animal was the power of un-
belief; the chickens were the blessings.
The club was the prayer of faith and
authority. Truly we had a struggle, but
thanks to God the blessing was retained.

Some few weeks after this, Brother
Ross said to me, “If what Doctor Richie
stated is correct and that the liver is
decaying, then I cannot live.” At once
I was reminded of the hard fight we had
had with the animal of unbelief and I
discerned that still it was at work.

I replied, not in 8 boasting way as the
reader may think, “George, liver or no
liver, the Lord said that you shall live.
Why trouble about what the doctor said?
Believe in God.” Since that time I have
never heard the brother refer to the
statement of the doctor.

A PROPHECY THAT WAS FULFILLED

Many, many blessings we received in
the Stewartsville Branch. 8till we be-
came careless and forgot in a measure
the hand that fed us. At one meeting
we were spoken to by the Spirit through
Sister I. N. Roberts, and we were told
that many of us should move away until
the branch should become very weak,
but that the branch should again become
strong and some of those who were scat-
tered should return. That has literally
come to pass. May the work never go
down!

I Go INTO THE CREAMERY BUSINESS

While at Stewartsviile I went into the
creamery business. Later on we moved
the plant to Amity ten miles northeast.
In the mean time I had located my fam-
ily in Saint Joseph, in Octcber, 1886.
This same year the bhank at Stewarts-
ville failed and some few of our patrons
suffered by it.

One man had in his possession at the

time the bank clcsed its door, the checks
we had paid him the last three months.
He came up to Saint Joseph and pre-
sented the checks to me and demanded
that I cash them. I informed him that
I would not do so, that he was to blame
for holding the checks so long. He said
that he had a note that would soon be
due and that he was keeping the checks
to apply on it. He insisted that I take
up the checks saying that 1 had never
paid him for three months of cream. He
saidl he did not consider the checks
money and would see that I paid him the
cash. I inquired if he had not cashed

some checks. He said, “Yes.” '

“And is it not a fact that I have al-
ways paid with checks wyourself in-
cluded?” I asked, but to satisfy him I
said, “Let us go to the Commercial Bank.
You present your claim io the cashier,
and i after hearing the facts in the case,
he says I shall cash the checks I will do
s0.” To this he consented.

The cashier locked at the date of the
three checks. The last one was then
twenty-one days old. The cashier said,
“You cannot look te Mr. Lewis for cash
on these checks. You should have pre-
sented them to the bank and if there
were no funds to the credit of Mr. Lewis
then you could hold him for payment.”
In answer to my question as to what the
law was on the matter, that is, how long
a person had to cash the check if any
stated time. He said, “No certain time.
The law says sufficient time.” In his
opinion this man had had ample time.

Still the man was not satisfied. I said,
“Suppose you buy a horse from me and
in payment thereof you give me a check
for $125 on the Stewartsville Bank. Your
money is there, and I carry the check for
a month, then the bank closes its door.
Would you pot consider that wvou had
paid the $1257 Or would you be willing
to give me back the horse for the check,
or to cash the check yourself?” He left
murmuring that I had cheated him. I
have forgotten now the exact amount—
about fifty dollars. I am mentioning this
matter in full because this party has
since accused me of refusing to pay him
for his hard-earned labor. I am pleased
to say that only a few held their checks
out, of possibly more than one hundred
that were sent out on the fifteenth of the
month, The bank failed the sixth of the
following month. None would have lost
a dollar if they had presented their
checks to the bank when they should
have.

Shortly after locating in Saint Joseph,
I added the milk, cream and ice cream
trade to my business, wholesale and re-
tail. I was now located at 1101-1103-
1105 Frederick Avenue. If I had my life
to live over I would not go into any busi-
ness that would need my attention and
presence on Sunday. For nearly twenty-
one years I had to work every Sunday
for at least part of the day. I often
would go from the creamery to the
church on Sunday mornings to preach.

{To be continued.)
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MORE BLESSINGS OF HEALING

For over twenty-five years I did much
church work here. For fifteen years I
was bishop’s agent, and part of the time
I was president and vice president of
Far West District. I also presided over
the Saint Joseph Branch part of the
time.

Some more very wemarkable cases of
healing occurred during this time, some
of which I shall mention:

Brother Charles Hubacker, a young
man, who had recently united with the
church, was guffering from lung trouble.
He suffered much and was quite weak.
He was administered to in prayer meet-
ing on Wednesday night in the Brick
Church, was entirely healed, and became
a strong, healthy man. Brother Charlie
often spoke to me about the great bless-
ing and remarked that whether he re-
mained faithful to the church or not, he
knew that the Lord had blessed him with
health in answer to prayer, and by the
anointing of ¢il and the laying on of the
elders’ hands. I hope he will never go
back to the world and its follies.

Another case was that of Sister Up-
hoff, wife of Brother Fred Uphoff, who
lived north of Stewartsville six miles and
was a member of the Pleasant Grove
Branch. She had a sore limb and for a
number of years there had been a run-
ing sore just above the ankle on the
shin. During the district conference held
in that branch, with 7. P, Hinderks I
anointed the sore, and we laid our hands
on the limh as we were impressed to do
and the blessing for which we sought the
good Master, came. The sore part has

healed and she has not been troubled:

since.

A LOSING BUSINESS VENTURE

One business venture that proved o be
of much worry, and an eventual loss was

of Willlam Lewis .

Part Eight

the creamery at Ray, Andrew County,
Missouri. The citizens of Guilford, next
town unorth of Ray, were very eager for
a creamery and offered a bonus of six
hundred dollars. The people of Ray par-
tock of the same spirit and offered the
same amount. At this time there were
no creameries within fifty miles and the
prospect at either point was flattering.
I borrowed $2,500 from Thomas Evaus,
my wife’s first cousin, and put up a plant
at Ray, a two-story brick, thirty by fifty-
two feet, equipped it fully with machin-
ery, installing also a mill to grind feed
and meal at a total cost of $4,200.

Within a year after I started this
creamery, there was one put up at Sa-
vaunnah, six miles south and also one at
Rosendale, four miles southwest. With
these two plants so close, our business
began to go down. One creamery could
have taken care of all the milk and
cream that could be had.

The three creameries were running at
a loss and to make matters worse, a Mr.
Morton started ome at Whitesville, two
miles east of our plant. As soon as I
heard that he intended to do so, ¥ sent
himg word that I would like to see him.
He called upon me, and I explained that
there were already too many in that sec-
tion and if he wanted to go into the
business, I would sell my plant for
$2,500, or $1,700 less than cost. I wanted
to pay back the $2,500 to Mr. Evans.
Mr. Morton said he did not have the
money and I then offered to sell on pay-
ments, one hundred dollars down and
fifty dollars per month in milk, cream
and buttermilk. Still ke declined, and
rented an old store room in Whitesville,
put in a churn and started to gather
creart.

To make matfers worse one of our
cream gatherers made arrangements
with Mr. Morton, that when he started
up, he, Fisher by name, would try to get
the farmers to sell their cream to Morton
and that he would bring it o him instead
of to-us. This was all arranged without
my knowledge. I was at Saint Joseph
in charge of our creamery there, and
of course, was not personally acquainted
with our patrons near and in Ray.
Therefore, it was a very easy matter
for Fisher and Morton to get the trade
to come to them, regardless of the dam-
age it did to me.

The last day of the month Fisher sent
me word that he was going to gather
cream for the Whitesville Creamery.
This was such low trickery that I made

up my mind I would try to hold my trade-

by offering mere for the cream than it
was really worth, but whatever price I
made Morton would meet it. He was
known to most of the farmers as he had
made cheese in that neighborhood for a

few years; so the majority of them soid
their cream to him. To the credit of
some I can say that they would not seli
as long as I was in the market. They
said I had put up a good plant and at
their request and was paying market
prices and that it was a shame the way
Fisher had treated us. Even his own
brothers would not sell to him.

At last I closed the creamery and Mor-
ton had full control. He left within two
days for parts unknown with a large
sum of money due the farmers for their
cream and owing his friend, Fisher, some
for wages.

WE LEARN BY OUR MISTAKES

I advertised our plant there for sale
or trade. As a result I traded it for two
hundred and eighty-five acres of land in
Morgan County, Missouri, twenty-five
miles from Versailles, the county seat.
The farm was rough, only about twenty-
five acres of tillable land, the rest in
rock and timber. After making the trade,
we found an error in the deed. At the -
time when we sent it for correction a
survey was being made for a railroad
that was going through near the farm.
The man I had traded with, heard of
this and would not make us a deed. Our
attorney, Mr. E. B. Randolph, said, ‘“Well
you can, by going to law, make him fur-
pish a deed.” But as he lived in Saint
Paul, Minnesota, it would have been toc
expensive to go te law. We live and
learn by our mistakes. We should have
kept the deed and made out the other.
then forwarded it to him to sign. The
error was not very serious, and if we had
known that we were dealing with a man
who had no regard for his word nor hon-
esty, we would have kept the first deed.
One of his near relatives I knew to be an
honorable person.

I finally traded the creamery for one
hundred and sixty acres, on mile west of
Columbus, Kansas, one of the best pieces
of land in the county. Although there
was no house, there was a good barn and
all the ground was under cultivation. It
was heavily mortgaged, about $1,800.
but I thought I could hold it until I could
sell it for a good price.

One of our sons went down to farm it.
and as I had been appointed to labor in
Far West district, we decided we would
make this farm our home. We chartered
a car and moved our household goods,
horses, wagons, and farm implements to :
Columbus. We tried to rent a house
there, but there was none to be had, so .
we went out to a small house near the .
farm: just three small low ceilinged
rooms. An old lady had been sick there -
for several months and the odor of medi-
cine was still in the house; she had died
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and the house had been closed up for
sometime. .

When we went in, my wife became ill.
Our car load of stock was still on the

irack and the boys, Dave and Rob, were .

anxious to have us stay there, but my
wife and Ann were feeling poorly. I was
noping they would make up their minds
to stay, but I could not persuade them.
I wag supposed to return shortly to my
field of labor, Far West, but I sffered to
stay on the farm and if the authorities
would permit, I would labor in Kansas.
My wife was so sick though, that it
seemed folly to stay.

I was strongly tempted to say, “Well,
we have ~come to stay and let us all
make up our minds to that end.” It
seemed. child’s play to spend money to
come all this way, then turn arcund and
20 back.

The boys urged, “Mother will be bet-
ter in a few days; pay no attention io
her and Ann.” Some of our goods had
been unloaded from the car. Some we
could not get into that little house, the
ceiling was too low.

THE GOLDEN RULE AT HOME

I made the matter a subject of prayer.
I did not wish to be harsh and have
things all my way. I told my wife that
she could have her choice. Although it
‘would cost a hundred dollars to come
and go back, if she preferred, we would
go. I would not insist on stopping there,
and neither would I say, “Let’s go back.”
~ Her choice was to return.” It was too
late to go that day so the next morning
I sent our daughter, Mrs. D. C. Kinna-
man, a telegram to meet mother at the
station, “Coming on first train.” This
was something strange! What could be
the matter? When they reached Saint
Joseph, Sister Terry said that my wife
looked as though she had just come
through a month’s illness.

I returned in a few days and found
that all was going well. My wife was
stiil of the opinion that while the move
had been an expensive one, and an.ex-
perience, still it had been best to return.
I have never found fault with my wife
for wanting to return since I had left it
with her and I considered that she was
entitled to her way under the circum-
stances.. If we had stayed in Kansas and
her illness—and home-sickness-— had
caused either her's or my daughters
death the balance of my days would
fnave been very unpleasant.

“The Golden Rule will work in the
nome as well as outside,” I concluded,
and T am glad that this time I applied
it. It is true that the husband shouild
be the head and that the wife and chil-
dren should give heed to his advice, but
here was a time when I could not asset
patriarchial authority for I could not
say which was the best course to pursue.
Besides T am a believer in the idea that
it is possible for the wife to be right fre-
gquently in her judgments, and that as we
are one she ought to have her way at
times. I wish now that I had listened

movre often to my wife's advice. Is it not
frue that obedience to the gospel brought
back to Mother Eve and her daughters
equal rights with her sons? If not, then
that which was lost by disobedience is
not restored by obedience to the gospel,
and the gospel has not done its work. 1
favor the statement, “Man shall leave
his father and mother and shall take
unto himself a wife and they, too, shall
be one,” co-equal.

FINANCIAL REVERSES

I labored in the active ministry for a
few months, but the money I had bor-
rowed from Mr. Evans troubled me and
1 had no prospect of paying my debt.

Just prior to going to Kansas and
after selling what interest I had in the
creamery, I had taken stock in what was
known as the North Saint Joseph Brick
Yard Company. I was one of five stock-
holders. I had also bought a fourth
share in coal mines near Cincinnati,
Iowa, and I had opened up a wholesale
and retail coal office at 512 South Eighth
Street, Saint Joseph. Later I bought out
all the stock in the mines and went to
much expense in opening up the mines.
I furnished the brick-yard with coal and
wood. Business was generally good. The
Hyatt Coal Company wrote to buy my
coal mines. I offered to sell for $10,000
cash. They wanted to buy on the partial
payment plan; offered ten thousand dol-
lars in ten annual payments. . I then of-
fered to take five thousand dollars cash
and five years to pay the balance in five
equal payments. But their first offer
wag their last.

Shortly after this our main entry in
the mines struck a fault. Rock cut the
coal completely out. After putting down
several drill holes fo try to locate the
coal, we discovered that it would take
over twenty-five thousand dollars to go
through the fault, even then we could
not be sure of what the prospects on the
other would be. I sold out for eight
hundred dollars. The party I sold to sold
in turn for $400. Later the mines were
closed.

The brick business was also giving us
trouble. Notes were due and the com-
pany owed me nine hundred dollars for
coal and wood. One of the stockholders
who was reported to be worth fifty thou-
sand dollars, and who was considered
good bonds for thousands, placed every-
thing out of his hands., I had to pay
over $2,200 on their debts out of my own
slight resources.

I wrote Mr. Thomas Evans offering
him four houses I owned in payment for
what I owed him. But he was very an-
gry and blamed me in bitter terms for
not having paid his money back. If he
had done as I requested and had taken
the houses, he would have had his money.
As it was, T lost them.

I went to Kansas City and made ar-
rangements to sell butter for the Newton
Creamery Company of Kansas. I was
building up a good trade when they be-
gan to adulterate by mixing in country

‘Kansas City business.

butter. Whether they made a practice of
this generally, or whether it was only
for my trade I cannot say. However, 1
could not hold my trade and good butter
was hard to get, so I had to give up the
Then I returned
to Stewartsville to try to form a stock
company and start up a creamery. Sev-
eral had promised to support me. After
trying to organize and failing, the town
offered me five hundred dollaxrs if I
would put up a plant. I borrowed six-
teen hundred dollars from Sister Sally
Worrell and twelve hundred dollars from
Grandpa Jones, my wife’s father. I had
the promise from over one hundred farm-
ers that they would supply me with
cream. The first year, 1897, we did a
good business; but in 1898, business was
only fair. The roads were bad, and cut
down our busginess over half during the
spring. Farmers were behind with their
work, and promised 1o send their milk,
but this year closed with much loss. I
am sorry to say that many of the Saints
who bhad promised to send their milk if
I started the creamery did not do so
after the first year. True the price of
butterfat was low, but those who kept
sending their cream did much better
than those who kept their cream in order
to make butter at home. In the spring
of 1899 the supply of milk was very low.
I had put every dollar I owned into the
plant and I had borrowed $2,800 on the
strength of promises made by some
friends.

I had to close down. I turned the
property over to Sister Worrell with the
one hundred and sixty acres of land in
Kansas which Mr. Worrell bought, giv-
ing me five hundred doilars on it. This
I paid to Brother Frank Mauzey from
whom I had borrowed when I traded the
Ray Creamery. I was penniless and very
much discouraged by this time. Fur-
thermore I had lost confidence in some
whom I thought I could depend oun.

This experience brought us down to
bed rock; twelve hundred dollars in debt
to Grandpa Jones and twenty-five hun-
dred dollars in debt to Mr. Evans.

BACK IN BUSINESS AT SAINT JOSEPH

Having failed in Stewartsville, I said
to my wife, “I shall go to Saint Joseph
and see what I can get to do.” When we
sold out the milk and ice cream business,
I had said that I would never go into
that again, so I had no idea of doing so.
After reaching Saint Joseph and locking
around, however, I tock a walk up to the
old corner on eleventh and Frederick
Avenue.

I found that business had left that
once busy place and that the proprietor
wag sitting down doing nothing.. He
said to me, “Mr. Lewis you had better
come back and take up this business.”

1 replied, “There is none here.”

“Not mauch, but if you’ll come, the
trade will return.” He was quite com-
plimentary. Notwithstanding I had said
1 would not take up that line of work
again I was strongly impressed to do so
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and called on the owner of the building,
Myr. Hubbard, who was glad to see me
for he had been having much trouble to
get his rent, I arranged to take the place,

Returning home, I said to my wife,
“What do you think I have done?”

She replied, “You have rented the old
stand.”

“What makes you think that?”

“I was told so.”

“Who told you so?

“I was thinking what you would do
and the impression came that you would
do that.”

“Well, I have.”

It was quite an wundertaking. No
money and the business gone. The good
Master knew I had done all I could do
and that friends had forsaken me in the
hour of my need. It was everybody for
himself. In this condition I dresmed
that I was in the cellar of the old build-
ing and I saw a very fat fish. The floor
was covered with crumbs. “Weli,” I
said, “good reason why he is so fal; see
the food he has.’" The dream was en-
couraging.

After we moved into the apartment
upstairs and prepared to open the busi-
ness, Sister J. M. Terry called and made
the remark, *I feel you will have a good
business.”

The first thing I did was to clean out
the store room, and made arrangements
for the best of milk which tested six per-

cent. Then I had a large sign printed
which read: “Home Again, Lewis
Creamery.” 1 hung it on the corner

‘where it could be seen from a long dis-
tance. This sign seemed to catch every-
one’s attention. Many came in and com-
_plimented me upon the sign. That to-
gether with good milk and cream soon
gave us all we could do, and like the
fat fish 'we were surrounded with plenty.
It was an evidence that the impression
and the dream had been divine, and 1
had cause to be grateful.

This was in the fall of 1899. Two
yvears later I had a chance to sell out.
The church had mentioned to me about
going to Wales on a mission, and I was
anxious to go. But my debt was still in
the way. I had been paying Mr. Evans
what I could spare, sending as little as
five dollars al one time. I had paid only
five hundred dollars. Now the guestion
was, “Should I keep on in business, pay-
ing what I could, or should I sell out and
pay Grandpa Jonss part and the balance
to Mr. Evans. I wrote to Mr. Evans
that the church had reguested me to go
to Wales if I possibly could, but that I
would not go as long as I was in his
debt. I was willing to sell and send
him one thousand dollars if he preferrad
to take that them, or I would keep on
and send him some as I could. He re-
plied that he preferred my selling out

and sending him the thousand dollars.

He also bid me Godspeed on my mission.
I sold out in September, 1901, and paid
Grandpa Jones six hundred dollars and
Mr. Evans the thousand dollars.
(To be continued.)

"I HAVE FOUGHT A GOOD HGHT"
{Continued from page 995.)

You are naturally religious. I wish I
did not have temptations to meet.” I
say that we deceive ourselves and mis-
judge the man. We are all of one flesh
and blood. This man met with tempta-
tions common to us all. There is no
guestion about it. Even Christ was
tempted. But no man that I have ever
encountered in my travels and conversa-
tions in any field where this man has
lived and labored has ever reported or
seems to have had knowledge of the
slightest deviation in conversation and
conduct from the path of rectitude or
any appearance of evil or iniquity of any
sort in the life of Brother McDowell.
He met the issues and temptations
fairly and squarely and lived his religion
and left a record that his family and
the church may well be proud of.

“I have finished my course.” There
seerns to come & time when a man’s
work is done, and a man is fortunate
who continues active until his work is
done, and a man is fortunate who con-
tinues active until his work is done and
he can say in the language of the Mas-
ter, “It is finished.” After many years
of service Brother McDowell’s work was
obviously done. In a way he was fortu-
nate. He was active and continued to
give service almost to the end of his life
and then passed rather quickly away.

There is consclation in the further
statement, “Henceforth there is laid up
for me a crown of righteousness.” He
was sure of that, and the beautiful part
is that it was not for him alone; but for
all those who love and keep his com-
mandments this crown is secure. '

This afternoon we are sad about the
broken fellowship, for there are some
men who have been with us so long that
when we meet in General Conference
and they are not there it seems like
something is wrong; when we fail to en-
counter them on the street and do not
have their support any longer, there is a
feeling that something has gone out of
life——but in spite of all this there are so
many things we can be thankful for in
a life of this sort that we may rejoice
even in the midst of our sorrow. It is
often deplored that the young people are
drifting away from Christian influences
and losing interest not only in the doc-
trine of the church but in moral ideals,
and men and women who are older are

ofttimes to blame for this, but when 2

man like Brother McDowell lives the
kind of life that he lived before young
people, it is the greatest demonstration
and argument that can be presented for
their consideration. .

In conclusion, on behalf of the whole
church, I pay tribute to this good man,
because I am sure that wherever there

is a Latter Day Saint in touch with this.

work he would have me do that, and on
behalf of the whole church T extend the
sympathy of the church to Sister Mec-
Dowell and her children, because I be-
lisve wherever there is a good Latter

Day Saint in touch with this work he
would want me to do just that thing., I
pray that peace and consolation and the
blessing of the Spirit may be with them
and abide with them.

THE NOMADS

{Continued from page 1002.)

“Do you all believe there is a God?”

UYes‘?Y =

“My. Hunt,” said Louisa, “I am a‘raid
we shall have to go still farther away in
order to find our primitive people wheo
have not been influenced by religion.
Perhaps it will be impossible to find—"

Mr. Hunt waved an impatient nand.
“Oh, we shall move on by and by. This
trip is long enough for the time being.
I do not like the water—nor these small
boats. I think we’ll be able to discover
some things of interest, anyway. Sorve-
one back in Papeete told me all the peo-
ple in these islands believe in ghosts and
spirits. We can get some data on that,
and I can observe some other things.”
He turned interestedly to Robert: “Ask
that big fat man over there if he be-
lieves in spirits. Looks like a rather
practical fellow to me-—not easily de-
ceived.”

The “practical fellow” answered with
a short, shuddering laugh. Yes, he be-
lieved in spirits. He had seen some. Ore
had come at him one evening with a
breath like a puff of hot wind.

“What did you do?” questioned an-
cther native, “did you run?”

“No,” boasted the other. “I turned,
grabbed him by the coat coliar. shock
him, and threw him to the ground.”

“Haovaare! That's a lie!” Where-
upon everybody chuckled a little.

It was quite dark save for the feeble
light of lanterns, and someone started a
hymn, “Zion, Zion, Zion ithe pure in
heart!”

Louisa sat beside Dan and gave herself
over to the enjoyment of the pleasant
spirit that seemed to envelop the little
group. The stars had never seemed so
bright nor so near. They had stopped
the engine, and the wind made soft music
in the sails; the boat rocked rhythmi-
cally; and a strange people sang songs
about Zion, and a Savior who would soon
come again to earth. Then a native man
prayed. It was the first time Louisa had
ever heard one of them play. He was
darker in color than the average native;
she could see his face quite clearly by
the light of a lantern. There was some-
thing almost attractive about his fea-
tures. His whole bearing was one be-
tokening quiet dignity. But it was aot
altogether the soft vowel sounds of the
Tahitian language that made his prayer
effective. It was because of his utter
sincerity. He was actually talking to
God, and he knew that he was being
heard. :

‘When the prayer had finished, Louisa
turned to the quiet, dark-eyed young "
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MISSIONARY TO WALES

Answering the call of the church to
serve as a missionary, I accepted an ap-
pointment to Wales, and wife, and
daughter Ruth, our youngest, and I left
our home at Saint Joseph, where we had
spent twenty-six years. On October 30,
1901, we bade farewell to our dear chil-
dren and many of the faithful Saints of
Saint Joseph who had come to the sta-
tion to see us off.

We arrived in Chicago the next day,
five hours late, then took the Lake Shore
and Michigan Southern to Buffalo.
There we had hoped that we would
have time to call on Brother and Sister
Winning who lived at Niagara Falls,
but we were disappointed.

A STORMY OCEAN VOYAGE

On November 2, we sailed from New
York on our way to Wales on board the
Cunard liner, Campoania. Also on board
the Caompanic was Brother F. J. Pierce
who was to be associated with me in
Wales. We left New York Harbor at
ter o'clock on a beautiful Saturday
morning.

The Campania was a ship six hundred
and twenty feet long and carried a crew
of four hundred and forty men, twenty-
two of whom were engineers; ninety-six
firemen, fifty-seven coal shovelers and
wipers. It had six engines, thirty thou-
sand horse power, and the vessel had
carried as many as sixteen hundred pas-
sengers.

That night we encountered a severe
storm. Sunday morning we were out of
sight of land. The waves were mountain

high and our ship, the pride of the Cun-

ard Steamship Company, was doing
well considering the pressure of the
waves. Very few passengers were out
to breakfast; nearly all on board were
seasick- and my wife and Ruth were
among the number.

m Lewis .
Part Nine

Saturday night T had a very pleasant
and impressive dream. I thought we
had arrived in Wales; met Brother and
Sister Thomas Gould, of Cardiff, to
whom Brother G. T. Griffiths had re-

ferred us. I made the remark, “We
have reached Wales in safety.”
Next morning I went up on deck.

There was a strong head wind, north-
east. The white-caps were all around,
the waves high. I had told my wife of
my dream, stating that I thought I
would know Brother and Sister Gould.

After getting settled on board the
steamer, I had time to think of the
wonders we had seen in the cities
through which we had come, and the
questions came to my mind, “Just what
is there in life to compare with the won-
ders of the world and its pleasures? Is
there really any enjoyment other than
these? Am I foolish in giving up a good
business, leaving home and loved ones,
making all these sacrifices, and passing
through this severe storm?”

My thoughts turned homeward. My
wife and Ruth were still seasick, but I
was quite well. Up till noon Sunday we
had been out twenty-six hours and had
traveled four hundred and forty miles;
we should have made five hundred.

By sundown the storm was more se-
vere, but my dream gave me much com-
fort. The waves came over the top deck,
and the ship was at the mercy of the
mountainous waters.

Further reflections brought an answer
to my gquestions, “Yes, there is some-
thing far greater than these wonders
which you have seen or will ever see,
and that is one hour with Jesus, the
Shepherd of the fold. Meeting with the
Saints of God (who are really Saints)
for even one hour, when the Spirit of
the Master is present, is worth more
than all this you have beheld.”

I sat down and inspired by the feel-
ing this comforting answer brought me
wrote the first three verses of the hymn,
“One Hour With Jesus”:

“One hour with Jesus, the Shepherd of
the fold,

I esteem: of more value than silver or
gold;

The peaceful communion sent down
from above,

Makes clear to my vision his mission
of love.

“The world and its folly, I bid them all
adieu;

I find there no comfort that's lasting
and true;

One hour with Jesus, that noble true
friend,

Brings peace to my soul that will never
more end.

“One hour with Jesus, a grand feast to
my soul,

His burdens are light and his yolsz
easily borne;

Though hardships and trials I may
have to meet,

The Spirit bears witness the end will
be sweet.”

The last two verses of the hymn were
written some ten months later, at Llan-
elly, South Wales:

“One hour with Jesus, the true friend of
the weak,
Is very consoling on
The path may be
mountain high,
There’s joy in the
Savior is nigh.

land or the deep;
thorny or waves

thought that my

“Omne hour with Jesus, the joy of my life,

Will cleanse from the heart all malice
and strife;

And give me new courage to press my
way on,

In sunshine or darkness, in calm or in
storm.”

Not feeling the poem complete, T
waited some time before sending it to
my nephew John Morgan, of Hiteman,
Towa, who composed the music to which
the words are now sung by the Saints.

On Monday the storm was at its
worst. T talked with one of the engin-
eers and he said that they had had warn-
ing of the approach of a storm before
leaving New York.

“Why didn’t you wait?” I gueried.

“We wait for nothing,” was his an-
swer. But this, in his opinion, was the
most severe storm in the history of the
Campoenic which had been plying be-
tween New York and Liverpool for nine
years.

Because of the storm the engines had
been turned off and the ship was tossed
about like a rubber ball. One of the en-
gineers said that it was better to turn
off the engines than to try to plow
through those great waves.

On Tuesday morning we saw the face
of the sun for the first time since the
storm overtook us, and all who were
able to come on deck were very happy to
see the weather clearing. My wife and
Ruth were still sick—wife was ill about
four days, but poor Ruth did not eat
anything from Saturday noon until the
following Friday and lost five pounds in
weight. I was sick only an hour, and

.would have gotten along very well if 1

could have enjoyed a solid footing.~
Brother Pierce was in the steerage and
was only permitted to. come on deck,
after the storm. For three days no one
on board was allowed on deck because
of the large waves. We had bought
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tickets in the third class or steerage, but
we changed after coming on board and
it was & blessing that we did. At that
time the accommodations were very poor

in third class, much more so than on the.

boats built ten years later. The Cam-
ponio, was built in 1892 and held the rec-
ord of having crossed the Atlantic from
Liverpool to New York in, the least
amount of time, six days and twelve
hours.

Before landing I again remarked to
my folks and Brother Pierce that I be-
tieved I would know Brother and Sister
Gould, and I described their appearance
and clothing.

At Liverpool we were met by Mr, Wil-
liams, of the Gwalia House, who in-
formed us that Brother G. T. Griffiths
had been in the city the same morning,
but had to leave for Manchester to fill
an appointment. We stopped at Liver-
pool from Saturday afternoon untit
eleven o’clock Monday morning at which
time we took train (the Great Western
Railroad) for Cardiftf, Wales.

We were very much disappointed with
the train accormmodations, no water nor
toilets, and the passenger cars were ‘-
yided into compartments, two seats ir
each compartment, facing each other,
sach holding five persons.

On leaving Liverpool I asked for
checks for our baggage and for the first
time was informed that the railroad
companies did not give checks or re-
ceipts for baggage. All that was neces-
sary was, to have your name on your
baggage, and at the end of your journey
simply ask for it. “Such a careless
way!” I thought. However, we arrived
safely and with all our possessions.

WE ARRIVE SAFELY

As we were pulling into the station in
the early twilight, two men came across
the platform. Omne I pointed out as
Brother Gould. So plainly had I seen
niom and his good wife in my dream that
I eould have picked them out of a mul-
titude of people. Our dream was ful-
fitled for, notwithstanding the severe
storm, we arrived in Wales In safety.

Here is a question I want those who
do mnot believe in God mnor in spiritual
dreams to answer: How was I able to
recognize Brother and BSister Gould
whom I had never seen? No one had
described them to me, and prior to that
time I had mnot seen their photographs.
By what power was my mind able to
grasp a real and perfect impression of
them even as to their complexions and
their ages? One may say, ‘It was a
wave of the mind.” But what caused a
wave to take my mind to where the cb-
jects were and why did it do this so per-
fectly while I was asleep?

When I have heard someone speak of
certain people, read of them or corre-
sponded with them, I have at times
tried to do this when all my faculties
were wide awake, however, when I come
into their presence, I am invariably mis-
taken in all my calculations., But often
when I have been asleep there has come

to my mind perfect knowledge. The rea-
son I assign for it is the fulfillment of
the divine promise in Joel 2:28. It is
the Spirit of the Lord that causes one
to prophesy and another to see in
dreams what he does not see when
awake, and another to see the future in
visions.

I thank the good Lord that I have
been made to understand that he is and
that he has in various ways cominuned
with man, blessing him and directing his
mind.

MY DREAM OF OUR RECEPTION AT
GLEN NEATH

Some six years before X went to Wales
on my mission I dreamed I was there
and I was at my old home, Glen Neath.
The row of houses and the surroundings
had not changed in my forty years’ ab-
sence. I thought the people were so0
prejudiced that they believed no possible
good could come out of the Latter Day
Saint gospel. They looked upon me as
though I was a wolf and turned their
backs toward me. I thought they were
nicely dressed, intelligent, and led good
moral lives. ’

I felt my mission there was a failure,
and I found fault with the authorities
for sending me to a people who did not
want to hear the truth. I remarked that
1 could have stopped at home and found
a welcome with those not of our faith.

While I was thus criticizing, a person
spoke to me, calling me by name, “Wil-
liam, you must have patience. These
people, in a measure, are justified for
being so prejudiced, for when the gos-
pel first came to this land the peopie re-
ceived it by the thousands and the power
of God, like a wave, went all over this
land. But wicked men tramplsd the fair
name of the church under their feet, and
the honest-hearted people became dis-
gusted with what was now called the
Latter Day Saint gospel. You must
have patience.”” I could see the wisdom
of the position and the necessity of pa-
tience.

I thought I could see all the people
standing with their backs toward me
and not wishing to hear anything we had
to say. At last I got down on my kness
and prayed that the Lord would qualify
me for the work and give me His Spirit,
for without it the arm of man was teo
short to reach that people.

Arising from my knees, I walked to a
mound by the roadside. I raised my
hand heavenward and cried aloud, “What
a great pity that wicked men have tram-
pled the fair name of the Church of
Jesus Christ beneath their feet!” Then
I began to explain to the people that
Brighamism was not the Latter Day
Saint gospel, and they began to turn
their faces toward me, one by one. When
I explained the great apostasy and the
power of the gospel they came up to me,
some with tears in their eyes, and
reached their hands out to me and bid
me Godspeed in my mission. All this
was a dream!

WALES A PROMISING FIELD

When T arrived in Wales again after
my forty-seven years of absence, I found
the house and surroundings just as I had

. seen them in the dream. The prejudice

of the people was like a thick fog. I
could not get thelr attention on the gques-
tion of religion. But one by one they
turned their faces as the mistakes of
wicked men were made known, and
when they found out that the Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints was
not responsible for the misdeeds of Brig-
hamism.

i.et the church appear in her true
light in Wales and that little nation will
yet be heard from in favor of this great
latter-day work. God hasten the day of
his power to that end for truly the arm
of flesh is too short when left alone.
Satan did gain a great victory in that
iand, and I am extremely anxious to see
the day come when true and tried men,
who cannot be bought nor sold nor en-
ticed to do wrong, will stand upon the
highways and in thunderous tones pre-
sent the gospel in its purity and sim-
plicity to the confounding of the pow-
ers of darkness. Then the blessed sun-
light of fruth will shine to all parts of
the world and the Bride shall make her-
self ready for the Bridegroom, Jesus, the
Christ! Let our wedding garments be
the pure linen of righteousness! Come
help us, Thou Holy One, to bring about
this condition among our fellow men!

Here let me guote portions of a letter
I wrote on New Year's Day, 1902, and
which appeared in the Herald:

"This is the first day of the new vear,
and T wish to give the readers of the
Herald a brief history of the work here,
as I find it. There are butl six branches
of the church in Wales: Cardiff, Lydney,
Nantyglo, Porth, Llannelly, and Abera-
man. At all these places there are a
few active workers, and they nead
help. . .. .

“In gome respects this is a good field
for missionary work. First, because it
is one solid mass of people, the traveling
expense is not much. To give you some
idea: We went from here to Cardiff, by
way of Newport, to Merthyr, about
thirty miles. Then we came back by
way of Pontypridd, about thirty miles.
Total, sixty miles. In all we will have
passed through twenty-six good large
towns on this line, over one million peo-
ple. Why, it is all towns and people:
and go out in some other dirvections and
you find it the same. Hngland, Scotland,
and Wales are not as large as the State
of Missouri, yet there are over forty
million people, and I believe that here
there are as many of the blood of
Ephraim as in any part of the civilized
world. It is true that they are at the
present time hard to reach, but we can
see good reasons for this when we look
at the evils of Brighamism and remem-
ber that upon these isles the Salt Lake
people have put in some of their hard-
est work, .and their teaching was in-
deed disgusting to the honest. . . .

{Centinued on page 1040.)
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mobile accidents. In contrast with this,
Lieutenant Cclonel A. H. I.. Mount, the
Chief Inspecting Officer of Railways,
Ministry of Transport reports that in

1933 there were 282 deaths on British-

railways including cases of trespass and
suicide. This is the lowest number in
thirty years.

Viscount Snowden the famous Labor
and Socialist leader of England and one
time Chancellor of the Exchequer re-
cently celebrated his seventieth birthday,
and in a statement published in the Lon-
don Daily Mail said: “Looking back I
thank God for the developed Christian
conscience and the enlightened self-in-
terest which together have brought us
thus far along the path of progress. This
is the most hopeful sign of the times and
the most encouraging change I have 3een
in my long and active life.”

LEEDS, ENGLAND, July 21, 1934,

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF WILLIAM
LEWIS

(Continued from page 1030.)

“Since coming here and looking over
the field I am convinced that thousands
of good honest souls have passed away
that would have been Latter Day Saints
had it not been for the abominable dog-
mas of Salt Lake Mormons; but like
Grandpa Roberts, they could not fall in
with it, and I believe that there are
many more living here who will yet see
the light. . . .

“I do not wish to be too fast, but we
need here in South Wales twenty active
migsionaries; yes, we could use two
bundred and keep them at work. . ..
In my judgment for the next two years
the church should make a special effort
to supply this field. I hope that the re-
port of Brother Kelley and Brother Grif-
fiths will be in that line. Wales is in
need of help so bad that I believe the
angels of God will speak in our behalf.
The spring, summer, and fall months
are suitable for holding out-door meet-
ings.

“We intend soon to go up near Mer-
thyr, the old stamping ground of the
church in early days, also of this in 1865
to 1870; but nothing is there now. I am
informed that there are many old Saints
that have left the Brighamites, and that
there are hundreds of their children that
stand off. I do not know how true this
is, but will find out. Take it ten miles
esach way from Merthyr and it is a solid
field of people, where there used to be
thousands of Saints.

“I have just delivered, from door to
door, five hundred notices of the time
and place of our meetings and subjects
to be considered. We shall hold the
meetings as long as the interest is good.
Brother G. 'T. Griffiths has promised to
come and help us.”

Having labored nearly two years in
Wales, we started home July 3, 1903,
aboard one of the largest ships afloat,
the Cedric, a White Star liner.

THE DREAM OF A LITTLE CHILD

While in Wales our litfle girl, Ruth,
was baptized in the sea at Llannelly, by
Elder Gomer T. Griffiths, just as the

tide was going out at nine o’clock at:

night.

When we made up our minds to come
home, Ruth dreaded the voyage for she
had had such a hard sick spell during
the crossing. She was anxious to see
her brothers and sisters, but the sea-
sickness discouraged her, and she asked
us to leave her in Wales with some
neighbors.

One morning, however, she came
downstairs and said that she would not
mind going home if she could have as
pleasant a time as she had dreamed.
She said that she saw herself and some
other little girls playing on the ship,
running up and down the decks. Omne of
the sailors took a rope and made a
swing for them. They had very good
times, and she was not sick at all. The
child related the dream with great pleas-
ure—she was but nine years old.

When we boarded the ship Ruth men-
tioned her dream. She saw some little
girls and said: “Now if the sailor will
put up the swing, my dream will come
true.” To her joy and ours, her dream
was fulfilled. One of the kind-hearted
sailors spent many of his spare minutes
with the children and he put up the
swing and otherwise entertained them.

One day the little girl came to us say-
ing, “My stomach feels as if T was going
to get seasick.”

“Go and pray that the dream will all
come true,” I advised her. That was the
last complaint she made. She did not
suffer from seasickness.

(To be continued.)

THE NOMADS

(Continued from page 1032.)

whispering of the wind through the
palms. When one looked out into the
night he saw little fires that had not yet
gone out over which people had boiled
water and cooked their suppers. Now
and then a bright tongue of flame leaped
up and the surrounding vegetation flow-
ered in new beauty. Once and again a
slight smell of fragrant smoke drifted
in.

Lucy’s father was rising slowly, feebly.

“l cannot read this, Lucy,” he said,
huskily. “You will please come and read
it for me.”

She came forward with no hesitancy.
His fingers trembled as he held the paper
toward her.

“Teie,” he pointed out shakily, ‘““This
is a mistake. It should read: ‘Te tatara~
hapa nei au.—I repent.”

“No, father,” Lucy spoke frmly,
“There is no mistake in the writing. I
love Robert. I desire to be cast out.”

Head held proudly and defiantly high,
she walked down the aisle in a profound
silence. She paused at the door and
turned toward Robert. It seemed to Dan

that she suddenly personified all the soft
tenderness and yearning of the warm
tropical night as she stretched her arms
toward Robert. “Ropati, Ropaii!” she
whispered.

He rose like one in a dream and stum-
bled after her into the darkness.

Lucy’s father finally gathered strength
to announce the closing hymn and offer
the closing prayer.

“Dear God our Father,” he pleaded,
“give us Zion—give us Zion e'er long—
that city of holiness, that place of safety,
that city of the pure in heart, where we
may rear our children in righteousness
before thee, where they may grow up
without sin unto salvation—>’

“When I get out of this,” thought Dan,
“I'm going to give my life to Zion. I
shall work for Zion all my days. All the
resources at my command shall go into
the building of that city of refuge.”

Louisa thought: “T'1l surely be glad
when I get back to civilization and don’t
have to come in contact with such sordid
things. ©Oh, for a beautiful home, with
nice refined associates and friends! And
Dan is capable of earning enough to
maintain a lovely home. How thankful I
am!”

(To be continued.)

ACUTE GASTRIC CATARRH
{Continued from page 1083.)

Toward the end of the attack, ‘fever
blisters” (herpes) may occur about the
mouth. Jaundice may be present and
slight fever also; vertigo and a sense of
fullness in the head. Many of the ordi-
nary cases recover twithout any treat-
ment, The habits of the patient should
be corrected and the Word of Wisdom
obeyed.

In cases of poisoning {toxic gastritis),
1o fime should be lost and the best rem-
edy obtainable should be used to fight
the tendency to death and get rid of the
poison without delay. Quick action is
necessary. A physician should be sum-
moned at once and if it is a case of car-
bolic acid poisoning, alcohol and water
should be administered, or if this is not
at hand, vinegar may be of some bene-
fit; if it is a mineral acid, olive olil,
starch, white of egg, flour, milk, soda,
chalk, soap or wall plaster in water; in
sulphuric acid cases, avoid water, if
corrosive sublimate the white of one
egg, flour or milk,

I have not tried to give all the anti-
dotes for poisons as I fear this article
already too long. The layman should
understand some of the common anti-
dotes of poisons to be used until the ar-
rival of the physician. In toxic gastritis,
I cannot emphasize too strongly the ex-
treme necessity for the calling of a com-
petent physician.

If your morals make you dreary, de-
pend upon it they are wrong.—Robert
Louis Stevenson.
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WILLIAM LEWIS

WHAT 10 DO AT HOME AGAIN 7

Before leaving Wales I saw in a dream
that I had arrived home and was stand-
mg before the creamery on Eleventh and
Frederick Avenue, Saint Joseph, Mis-
souri. The landlord, Mr. Hubbard, came
to me and pointing with his hand to the
creamery building he said, “I would like
it if you would go in there for these folks
are not making the business pay.” At
that another person came up and said,
“T want you to work for me” I in-
quired, “What doing?” He answered,
“Selling flour.” ‘“What territory and
what pay is there in it ?” He said, “There
is a good commission and the lerrifory
is from Saint Joseph east as far as Rich-
mond, Missouri,” While he was talking
Mr. Hubbard stood there and had noth-
ing to say. He seemed to show by his
silence that this man had the best posi-
tion and that he had more claim on me
than Mr. Hubbard had. )

Sometime before I arrived home, Mr.
Hubbard was ingquiring about me and
saying that he wished I would come amd
rent that creamery. As soon as he heard
we arrived, he called on me and sug-
gested that I go back into the business.
1 gave him no satisfaction. In the mean-
time I had been appointed by the church
to labor in Far West District, Saint Jos-
eph the objective point, the territory ex-
tending from Saint Joseph to Richmond,
not to sell the flour or bread that per-
ishes but to distribute the Bread of Life.

Arriving at home July 14, 1903, I was
not in good health as I was being {rou-
bled with my heart. However, I was
improving.

At the reunion held at Stewartsville.

in September, I asked Brother I. N.
White’s advice in regard to my leaving
the active ministry and going into busi-
ness. He advised me not to becoime en-

Part Ten

tangled in business affairs; that I could
do much good in church work.

But I was anxious to be self-support-
ing and to get my soms into business.
There was an opening as the creamery
doors were closed. I thought I could be
a help to our sons; it would not be long
before we could build up a business that
the boys could run and then I could give
my entire time to church work and still
be seif-supporting.

I gave the matter much thought and
laid it again more fully before Bishop
E. L. Eelley and Brother I. N. White.
They, too, thought my idea was all right,
so I went into business. I took our old-
est son, Dan, in with me. Later on, I
took Dave and Rob. This venture proved
a mistake. I should have given heed to
the dream. No need to ask any advice
when I had been instructed what I
should do. However, I felt that I could
be self-supporting and do nearly as much
for the church as I could in the active
ministry. Later on, according to my fig-
uring, this creamery business was to
bring me sufficient revenue not to only
support my family, but also others. Then
I could give my entire time to the
church.

I had to borrow some money, and be-
gan business in October, 1903. By March,
1805, we had paid back to Brother D. C.
Kinnaman three hundred dollars with
six percent interest. We had also paid
the interest to Mr. Worrell. Besides all
this we had bought and paid for three
creamery wagons, four horses, the har-
ness for them, some ice cream cans and
tubs, and we had fitted up an ice cream
parlor, having electric fans and signs. I
bought a combined churn and butter
worker and a 12-horse power boiler, and
1 partially paid for a Jenson pastudyrizer.

MISSION TO PENNSYLVANIA

The business was getting along very
well and my sons were taking an active
interest in it. The church asked me to
go on a mission to Pennsylvania with
Scranton as the objective. After con-
sidering the matter, I decided to leave
the boys in charge of the creamery.
I had been laboring in Scranton for
about a year when I was taken gquite ill.
When administered to I would be free
from pain for a short time. A doctor
was called, and after an examination told
me that it was, in his opinion, inflamma-~
tion of the bowels. I had fallen on the
ice previous to my illness, and thought
possibly the fall had something to do
with the trouble; but the doctor thought
not. He gave me some strong medicine
to be taken every hour for seven hours.
He repeated the seven doses, and from
then on my stomach became very sick.
For weeks afterward my mouth would

fill with water and foam and the pain
continued.

It was on the nineteenth of March, a
cold stermy day, that we started home.
I was still guite sick. Two days later we
arrived home, and for four weeks I had
the same pain and suffered greatly. I
have always blamed the medicine the
doctor gave me and feel that it was not
the proper treatment for the trouble and
that I did not need what he prescribed.

Improved in health, we returned to
my mission field and I located my wife
and Ruth in Philadelphia, renting two
rooms upstairs from Brother and Sister
W. Smith.

Brother Farnfield and I held tent meet-
ings at Scranton. During June and July
we continued our services with good suc-
cess, baptizing a number of honest souls.

Then I received a letter from my son,
David, and also one from my son-in-law,
D. C. Kinnaman, saying that it would
be advisable for me to return home to
look after the creamery business. At my
request, I was transferred from the
Pennsylvania field to Saint Joseph and
Far West.

In August, 1906, we returned, and I
found that Rob had sold out his interest
to Dave for some mining stock in Ari-
zona without my knowledge or consent.
I found alsgo that the indebtedness had
increased and that the boys had made
mistakes and were spending money too
freely.

HEARNINGS OF A QUARTER OF A CENTURY
ARE LoST

From the first of September, 1906,
until May 8, 1907, I tried without suc-
cess to sell the plant or trade it. Some-
times I thought it would be advisable for
me to go back into business for the sake
of those to whom the boys were indebted.
1 did suggest to D. C. Kinnaman that I
was willing to try to build up the busi-
ness, but in order to undertake it, it
would be necessary for me to borrow at
least four hundred dollars. He did not
favor my leaving the ministry. He pre-
ferred to lose what he had put into the
business. We advertised the business, in-
cluding the equipment, for sale. I also
consulted Bishop E. L. Kelley and Presi-
dent Joseph Smith, and they advised me
to get out of it and to give my entire
time to church work.

Before the sale—public auction—we
sent notices of sale to all who were in-
terested in that line of business in parts
of Iowa, Kansas, Nebraska, and south,
and east as far as Saint Louis. I was
hoping that from all of the surrounding
territory someone would be interested
and would buy the plant. But we were
disappointed. We did not get a bid. No
one from a distance was present at the
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sale. We sold at a private sale at a \wry'

low figure. In all I did not receive more
than $650. Some of the things did not
sell.

Sister Sally Worrell held a mortgage:

for $500, and D. C. Kinnaman $307. He
held a mortgage on some things that
Sister Worrell’s mortgage did not cover.

As the administrater of my sister’s
estate, I had loaned $80 belonging to it
to the creamery, and $200 belonging to
my wife. Part of this sum my wife had
earned by making bread, piles, and
doughnuts. All this was gone, and still 1
could do no more than I had done. It
was hard to see the earnings of more
than a guarter of a century go to the
wind and to be indebted to others, to say
nothing of being indebted to members of
my own family.

MAKING A CHOICE

When I was contemplating going back
into business, I sought the Lord for light,
and dreamed that I was leading three
little girls into a river to baptize them.
The water was very shallow. One of the
girls was my own daughter, Ruth, who
was already in the church. As we walked
up the stream in search of sufficient
water, I saw a party of men who were
men of the world never giving the sub-
ject of religion a thought. All they cared
for was to satisfy their appetites and to
have what is generally called “a good
time.”

One of these men spoke to me saying,
“Go up farther and you will find plenty
of water.” I thanked him for the infor-
mation and found it just as he had said.

Leading Ruth into the water that was
guite deep, I said, “Do not be afraid.” At
that ¥ saw the wickedness in the world
and how much these little girls would
have to contend against. I was im-
pressed to pray for them as follows:

“Heavenly Father, I come unto thee in
behalf of these dear children who are
about to enter into covenant with thee by
baptism of water. Give them strength
to keep it sacred and unbroken. Many
are the pitfalls of sin in the world. De-
liver them, I pray thee, from the snares
of wicked men. Keep them in the hollow
of thy hand; bid back the tempter, and
when life’s journey is ended, may they
be worthy to enter into the rest prepared
for the faithful. I ask it in the blessed
name of Jesus Christ.” )

The earnest, simple prayer seemed to
touch the hearts of the listening men,
and I could see that they had never
thought the wickedness of the world half
so bad as it was; that they had never
considered the necessity of prayer or its
value, and that they were deeply inter-
ested and anxious that I should continue
in prayer. Although they were men of
the world, I could see that they had some
noble traits, and having once heard the
gospel, they could become a power for
good. I could see by the faces of those
strong, able-bodied men that there was
an awakening in their hearts and that
they wanted to seek for divine help so

their own lives might be of benefit fo
others.

When I awoke from this dream words
came o me: “Take your choice: labor
for silver and gold, the bread that per-
ishes, or devote your time to helping
your fellow man to understand God and
his truths, and to going among your
brothers and sisters, encouraging them
in the good work in which they are en-
gaged.”

“Lord,” T said, “it is enough. I shall
do all I can to help men within and with-
out the church to worship thee!”

BACK T0 MY KASTERN MISSION

Having been appointed to labor again
in the Hastern mission, Scranton, Penn-
sylvania, the objective, I concluded to
take my wife and Ruth with me. The
church would pay my fare. The family’s
fare I would have to pay. How to do so,
not having any means, was & puzzle. I
was wiling to go alone, but the branch
in Scranton was small and I did not
know whether there were any who would
board and lodge me. So I wrote to the
president, saying that I would come
alone, or if they thought it best, I would
bring my family; but that in either case,
the branch would have to care for me.
The Bishop also wrote the branch ask-
ing what they would do in helping to
support a missionary.

The matter was presented to the
branch, but no action for or against was
taken. Under the circumstances we con-
cluded that it would be best for me to
take my wife and to ask the Bishop to
help support me if the branch would not.
I was being sent out in the interests of
the church, and I had reason to believe
that the way would be opened up for us
to be cared for.

The train fare from Saint Joseph fo
Scranton was $28.50, so my wife’s and
Ruth’s tickets cost $57, without Pullman
reservations. Freight charges for some
household goods which we thought advis-
able to ship (at our own risk which was
cheaper than to ship at the company’s}
was $24. I had to pay a total of §81.

When we were ready to start on our
mission I did not have sufficient funds. I
dreamed that I dropped some money into
a grate on the sidewalk and that it went
into the cellar among some rubbish. I
hunted until I was tired but did not find
it. At last I found enough one, two, and
five dollar bills to make a handful. I was
very glad for I understood that someone
had put them there for me.

Upon awakening, I told my wife that
we were going to have some good news
soon. She replied that to dream of find-
ing money was not good. But I thought
it was. We had some of the creamery
machinery still on hand, and I thought
someone might come to buy it.

A Goop GIFT

The day passed and nothing came
either good or bad. We were stopping
with our daughter, Mrs. D. C. Kinnaman
as we had given up house-keeping and
were packed to start on our mission.

LETy have.

That night after all had retired but
Brother D. C. Kinnaman and I, he in-
quired of me how much of the Morgan
estate (my sister’s) I had let the cream-
I said that the sum was $250
but that all except $80 had been paid
back.

“How much did your wife lose ?”

“Two hundred dollars,” was my reply.

“Well,” he said, “here is a check for
$80 to pay the Morgan estate, and here
is one for $200 for your wife.”

My dream came to me and I said
“Carl, you have lost so much in that
creamery that I do not like to fake this
from you.”

“But I don’t want the Morgan estate
to lose its money nor your wife to lose
her $200,” was his answer,

To say that T was grateful does not ex-
press my feelings. I went to the bed-
room to my wife and fold her what Caxl
had done. She could hardly realize what
I was saying and wondered why Carl
would do that after losing so much him-
self.

Next evening I said to Carl, “The Lord
has certainly moved upon you to do this
kind act and if T had not seen in a dream
that some kind friend would help us. I
certainly would not take the money.” It
was a Godsend to us for it helped us fo
get located in cur new home and helped
pay Ruth’s school tuition. May he be
blessed for this kind deed in his hour of
need. )

‘We left for our mission June 13, 1907,
by way of Chicago, Buffalo, and Niagara
Falls. We stopped off just one hour then
proceeded to our destination, and arrived
at Scranton on the fifteenth. There we
were met by Brother Richard Hawkins
and stayed in his home for nearly sz
week. Ruth stopped with Brother and
Sister Fossie. We rented an apartment
consisting of four rooms, bath, and two
clothes closets for $12.50, which was too
muck for our pocketbook but not too
much for the property. The location was
pleasant.

WHEN DISSENSION AND INDIFFERENCE
CrErpP IN ’

We found the branch in poor condition.
Elder Brown had labored hard during the
winter and had given much time, but he
had been hasty along certain lines. The
branch had become divided and hard
feelings had followed. In my judgment,
both sides had overstepped their rights.

¥ found in this local an indifferent
spirit toward missionaries and their
work, and up to the date of August 18,
1807, the branch had taken no action {o
help support the missionary. From dif-
fereni ones I received about five dollars,
half of this coming from nonmembers.
I did much house tc house work, talking
with Saints and showing them their duty
toward their brothers and sisters.

I held outdoor meetings two nights a
week at Archibald, with some interest,
and in everything I undertook solicited
the cooperation of church members, old
and new. (To be concluded.)

www.LatterDayTruth.org



August 28, 1934

THE SAINTS® HERALD

1097

Autobiog apmy of William Lewis

WILLIAM LEWIS

(At this point the author discontinued
the writing of his autobiography, thouyh
it is evident that he planned later on 1o
revise the manuscript and finish his life
story. While he was in Scranton, the
church called Brother Lewis to tuake @
second mission to Wales, the couniry of
his birth. With him again weni his wife
and daughter, Ruth. Here we let Brother
Lewis tell the story of their ocean frip
and arrival in England and Wales as he
wrote it to the Herald years ago. It was
printed in the Herald, July 22, 1908.-—
Hditors.)

A SECOND JOURNEY TO WALES

Myself, wife, and daughter, Ruth, bade
farewell to the Saints and friends of
Scranton, Pennsylvania, on May 29, at
two o’clock in the morning. Several ac-
companied us to the Delaware, Lacka-
wanna and Western station, and waited
to see us leave for New York. The last
six months in Scranton had beex of such
pleasant character, that it was truly a
task to say good-bye. We did so, how-
ever, with the promise that if all were
well, we should call on our return home
to good old Far West District, State of
Missouri, which, by the way, we hope
will be organized into a stake before that
happy day (our return) comes.

Prior to our departure from Scranton,
I nad heard that many of the Saints had
concluded to see us off at the stalion.
The hour being late, or rather, early, I
advised at our last prayer meeting that
they bid us good-bye at our stopping-

place, which was at the welcome home,

of Brother George Morris and wife. [he

advice was heeded by all, with the ex-
ception of ten.
We arrived in New York City, at

seven o'clock in the morning. A cold,
chilly rain was falling, and the city

Part Eleven

looked as though it were deserted. We
were the first of our little party to ar-
rive, but all were in ample time to find
their quarters on board the Carmania,
which is one of the most comfortable
hoats afloat, built for comfort and not
so much for speed, as it takes usually
from. seven to eight days to make the
journey from New York to Liverpooi, a
distance of about 3,195 miles, which is
about two hundred miles farther than
the central, and three hundred miles far-
ther than the northern course.

From the first of May to October 1, the
large liners take the southern course,
which is one hundred miles south of the
Banks of Newfoundland. They do this to
avoid icebergs, which are numerous in
the summer months along the central
and northern courses. We did not see
any, but were informed there were some
not a great distance away. For two days
overcoats and wraps were in demand on
deck.

ixperienced seamen can tell; when
they are near the icebergs, for a%- they
say, Lhey tell it by the smell and taste
of the atmosphere.  Still, the officials in
charge of the ships do not trust to that
method alone. They take samples of
water, and if the t#&rmometer shows
changes, indicating cold, they take their
samples -quite often; every thirty min-
utes.  More often in'the night and dur-
ing a fog, and if the indications are such
that they are close to the icebergs, they
slacken their speed one half.

TWELVE LATTER DAY SAINTS ABOARp #wash-bowls,

There were twelve Latter Day Saints
on board the ship: Brother J. W. Rush-
ton, James Baillie, missionary to Scot-
land; Rees Jenkins and wife, missionary
to Wales; Brother Daer, on a visit to
Scotland, and Brother Truman to" Eng—
land on a visit; Brother and Sister
Giesch, and daughter, Louise, on g visit
to Germany; myself, wife, and daughter,
Ruth, to Wales.

At three o’clock in the afternoon, May
30, the Carmania started on her journey.
She ran aground on some soft mud, but,
fortunately, her twenty-one thousand
horse-power engines succeeded in get-
ting her into deeper water without call-
ing for other heip. The Carmania is 675
feet in length; 72 feet and 6 inches in
breadth; depth to the boat deck, 80 feet;
gross tonnage, 20,000 tons; crew, 450
hands; number of tons of coal consumed
every twenty-four hours, from 450 to 500
tons. She is a triple-screw turbine.

- During supper time, six o’clock in the
evening, May 30, we got into what the
sailors call the “swelled sea,” and the
boat began to heave, not bad, just enough
to cause a person to feel that the fioor

_good,

was giving way from beneath his feet,
and the head began to get dizzy. Sev-
eral had to leave the dining room, and
wife was one of the first, followed by
Sister Giesch. Wife was unable to go
alone, and I was of little support.to her.
Still, I was not sick, but I staggered, and
not with strong drink. We were mak-
ing poor headway towards our room,
when one of the waiters came to our
assistance, and we reached our comforta-
ble quarters none too soon; for in this
case, the signs did follow the bheliever,
for wife and said she believed she would
be sick.

Ruth and Louise were numbered
among the unbelievers, for they said they
were not going to be sick, and after sup-
per they both went up on deck to breathe
the refreshing air of the Atlantic; but,
about dark, they both had to fcllow in
the footsteps of their mothers. I called
at their room, and found the four in a
very humble position, doing the best they

could under the circumstances. They all
agreed that riding on the ocean wave
had brought about a very uupleasant ex-
perience. For about two days they were
paying tribute to Neptune.

The men folks, with the exception of
Brother Rees Jenkins, were more for-
tunate. They were always ready to an-
swer the sound of the gong (calling to
meals).

We were four in a room, Brothers
Rushton, Baillie, Giesch, and myself. The
rvooms are eight by ten, four single
berths, two closets for clothing, two
and electric lights, and
everything highly polished. Pressing on
the button brings to the room the stew-
ard or nurse. There are baths with fresh
or salt water, free.

The dining room is very large and
neat, and the table well supplied. First
call for breakfast at seven; lunch, at
half-past ten, consists of beef tea and
crackers, served on deck or in the draw-
ing room; dinner at twelve-fifteen; candy
(butterscotch), at three, passed to all on
the deck and in the drawing room; tea,
at half-past five; supper at nine, consist-
ing of tea, coffee, cocoa, lemonade, oat-
meal gruel, crackers, and cheese. There
was a fine. orchestra that played from
half-past ten to half-past eleven in the
morning and from half-past three to
half-past four in the afternoon. There
was a religious service Sunday morning,
conducted by the minister of the Church
of England. Music and singing were
reading from prayer-book; too
much form for me.

Brothers Daer, Giesch, and Baillie have
been discussing along gospel lines with
some of the passengers, and one Ply-
mouth Brethren minister in conversa- -
tion with Brother Baillie tried to impress
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the people with the idea that all the
Saints, or Mormons, as he called them,
were one. But he did not succeed.
Friends were made to the truth.

There were on board two Japanese;
one of whom took passage in the first-
class, and one on the same as us (the
second). The one in the second is the
general secretary of the Y. M. C. A. in
Japan. He has been to the United States
to learn more about Christianity, He
said that “the Christians disagree too
much.” He was given some of our litera-
ture, and Brother Rushton exchanged
addresses with him. He is a bright, well
educated young man.

There was a concert one evening in the
dining room of the second-class, admis-
sion free, at the close of which a collec-
tion was taken for the benefit of the
Seamen’s Orphans’ and Widows’ Homes
in Liverpocol and New York. Brother
Rushton, being asked if he would take
part in the program (he might sing a
song if he felt so disposed), answered,
“I am no singer, but here is one,” point-
ing to Brother Baillie, whose name was
immediately placed on the program as
one of the volunteers. He sang, “I 4m
Going Back to Old Ireland,” which, us-
ing a common phrase, “brought down
the house.” He was called back; the
audience would not take ‘“No,” for an
answer. He then sang a Scotch favorite,
“What Is the Use of Repining 2” 'There
were eighty-five dollars collected in the
second-class for the orphans’ homes. On
the following evening two concerts were
given for the homes, one on third and
one on first. During the year 1907, 1,165
children received the benefits of a home
in these institutions.

THE LANDING

The Pennygraig Branch gave a recep-
tion in honor of the return to Wales of
Brother Rees Jenkins and wife and rmy-
self and family. After feasting on the
sweet things prepared by the sisters, we
were entertained by reciting and singing
in English and Welsh. There have been
added to this church during the last year
several bright, intelligent young people,
who are active in the interests of the
cause. I was pleased to see the friendly
feeling that existed among them all.

CLOSING YEARS

The above autobicgraphy was found
more than six years after the death of
my father. It had never been completed
as he led a very active life and never
seemed to find the time in which to re-
vise and finish it.

The last year of his work at Scranton,
proved quite successful, and it was with
sadness that he left there for a mission
to Wales, as the church requesfed. He
sailed May 30, 1908, and mother and I
accompanied him.

Bishop Kelley secured passage for us
and also for several others going to vari-
ous parts of Europe: Brother John W.
Rushton was going to England; Brother
and Sister Albert Giesch and Louise
Giesch to Germany; Brother Truman and
Brother Baillie to Scotland; Brother and
Sister Rees Jenkins to Wales and later
to Jerusalem. Brother Jenkins died in
Jerusalem after Béing taken captive dur-
ing the World War.

We located in Cardiff, Wales, renting
the same apartment we had occupied
when we were there in 1801-1903.

SERVING AS A PATRIARCH
Mother and I returned to the United

Sunday morning, June 7, we were off’ States in December, 1908, because of ill-

deck bright and early to have a look at
the land of our birth, Wales. It is a
beautiful sight, Ireland on one side, and
Wales on the other. Sailing vessels of
every description were numerous, and

the sight was one not soon to be forgot-
ten. ’

Just eight days from the time we left
the land of our choice, the United States,
we arrived in Liverpool at.three o’clock
in the afternoon. Here our company
scattered to their respective fields. Dur-
ing our voyage eleven of us sat side by
side at the table during meals. On en-
tering the boat, each one was assigned
to his room, and given his number at the
table, which he held during the voyage.
Brother Rushton had arranged it so that
we could all be together at one table,
which was much appreciated.

On June 9, we left for Aberdare,
Wales, intending to locate there or in
Merthyr, but could not get suitable quar-
ters, houses being scarce. Plenty for
sale, but not for rent. We stayed over-
night with Brother and Sister Silas
Evans, of Aberaman. Came on the next
day to Cardiff.

e,

ness, but father remained until the fol-
lowing spring when he also was called
home because of sickness in the family.

In the spring of 1910, father was or-
dained a member of the order of evan-
gelists. At that time there were few
active patriarchs, and his duties called
him to various States and to Canada.
His experiences in this office were some-
times marvelous. Some of them he wrote
to the Herald years ago.

Having been appointed to labor in Far
West with Cameron as the center, father
bought property there in 1910, and made
his home there until the winter of 1918,
when he sold the home property.

It was after he had been ordained to
the office of patriarch that one day while
at home in Cameron I heard father sing-
ing words that were unfamiliar to me.
“What are you singing, father?” I asked.

“Oh, some words that are just the way
I feel.” )

They were verses of his own composi-
tion, and today we have that hymn in
the Saints’ Hymnal, “Come, Holy 8pirit,”
number 199. My cousin, John L. Mor-
gan, also wrote the music for this hymn.

Father wrote a great many things a
large part of which have never been
printed. He liked, when he found the
time, to keep a record of happenings and
of his thoughts and meditations.

Prior to the sale, however, he was ac-
tively engaged in his line of duty im
Kansas City Stake. When walking down
one of the resident streets one day in
December, 1918, he suffered a slight
stroke which knocked him to the ground.
However, he was able fo get up and
locked around to see if anyone had seen
him fall. He said he felt ‘“rather fool-
ish” for falling when there was nothing .
that tripped him. When he returned
home to Cameron, he suffered another
slight stroke which partially disabled his
left arm. Mother was ill at the time and
her cldest daughter, Mrs. D. C. Kinna-
man, went out to Cameron and took
them both to, Saint Joseph with her.

The week preceding this he had sold
the home and was anxious to go up to
Saint Joseph which had been his home
for nearly fifty years.

One stroke followed another, but they
were so light as to be hardly noticeable.
During this illness he had several re-
markable experiences. Four different
times he called me to get my tablet and
pencil, that he had a message to give,
but each time the flesh was too weak and
it was never written.

Nevertheless, father did tell me of
trouble that would come not only to the
world, but to the church in general, and
he declared that only those who were
steadfast would be able to endure. “For '
there are many things coming which will
cause men’s hearts to fail them, and
only those who cling closely to the rod of
iron will endure to the end.” He alsc
mentioned a wonderful dream he had in
which he saw our present Auditorium,
and described it as minutely as if he
were living when it was built. He de-
scribed it as “not the temple, but a large
building to house General Conference
crowds, church offices, etc.” We often
wonder why that dream should have
come to one who passed on a few years
before it was built.

A few days before his passing away,
father asked to sit at the desk-—he
wanted to write something. Humoring
his every wish, we helped him to the
desk. He was so weak that he wrote
just a few words. We thought he just
scribbled something andsdid not look to
see. He passed peacefully away March
29, 1919, at 11 p. m. The next day I
hunted up the tablet on which he had
scribbled a few days before. 1t was just
an ordinary school pencil tablet, nothing
in it; but about the middie of the tablet
we found the words, “Seventy-two hours
extension of time.”

We counted from the time he had writ-
ter: that until his death. It was seventy-
two hours.

RurtH LEWIS HOLMAN.
{The End.)
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