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Chapter 1

A BRIEF HISTORY
WILLIAM HAYDOCK LUKE



Of his life and works, Junction, Utah, written by himself, September 1932

My grandfather's name was William Luke, born in Manchester, Lancashire, England the 8th of May 1801.  He came to Utah in 1850 and settled at Manti.  My father's name was William Luke, he was born in Manchester, Lancashire, Monday 2nd of September 1834.  He emigrated to Utah in 1853, coming by ox teams.  He also located at Manti.  My mother's name was Mary Haydock (Luke), born in Little Eaton, Lancashire, England, on Thursday 29th of January 1838.  Emigrated to Utah in 1856.  She and her mother pulling a handcart across the plains.  She married my father in Great Salt Lake, January 10, 1857.

My name is William Haydock Luke, being born in Manti City, Sanpete County, Utah Territory, Monday 25th of January 1858.  The first son in the family of seven sons and three daughters.  Born in their first home built of adobes, on the S. W. corner of the block on the north line of the street running east and west, 2 rods east from the S. W. corner.  The door to enter was about 4 feet from the N. E. corner of the building on the north.  The building was 12 feet wide by 18 feet long, 7 feet to the square, with a dirt roof.  Divided into two rooms by a partition center way, a fireplace facing east in the center of the partition, a jamb on either side of the chimney.  Just before going through the roof, a door in the partition north of the fireplace to go from the east room and one in the west room in the west end.  The fireplace with dog irons to hold the wood, a small bake-skillet to do their cooking in.  The west room used for a bedroom was the humble place of my babyhood.

In my childhood, as in my manhood, I was active and nimble.  My mother said of me when I was eighteen months old that I would go out of the house and many times she would find me in the corral with the cows and calves, hold of their tails.  When I was five years old I would climb up on the house and sheds.  I was curious to know what was on the jambs of the chimney, so I climbed up and found a small piece of navy tobacco.  Child-like I put it into my mouth, chewed it and swallowed it--To my sorrow.  My parents became distracted, no doctors, no one near to advise them what to do.  My mother, being inspired, said, "Dear, administer to him."  My father did and I began to vomit and was saved.  I have hated tobacco all my life.  My father was a moderate user of it, only chewing it.  Ten cents worth of navy would last him a month.  Few people knew he used tobacco, not even his wife.  To keep it out of her sight, he put it up the jamb where I got it.

I can remember the first pair of pants and jacket mother made for me.  It was buckskin and, of course, boy like, I would get in the water.  They would stretch and I would take a knife and cut them off.  Imagine my looks, pants up to my knees when they got dry.

Indians in those days were a source of trouble and fear to the people, especially to small towns and country places.  Whenever there was trouble or danger from them, the drum beat.  Everybody was on the move.  My mother would tuck us children under the bed.  Father would lock the outside door and gun in hand would tramp around the house.

In October 1865, I went with my parents to Nephi to do some trading and to visit old friends from England -- by ox teams and covered wagons.  On our way home, they stopped with friends at Moroni for dinner.  We learned the sad news that six men and two women of Ephraim had been killed there by Indians the day before.  My parents could see the danger they were in of being killed by them.  As a means of protection, Father fastened the cover to the box with nails and rope.  With mother and me under the cover father walking by the side of the oxen, we started home.  We had gone about three miles from Moroni when we saw two riders on horse back coming directly toward us on the gallop over the ridge east of us.  Imagine our feelings.  We were sure they were Indians and our doom was certain.  In the hearts of father and mother was a prayer to their Father in Heaven that he would protect us.  All of a sudden the riders turned to the north and disappeared.  Their prayers were answered.  When we passed through Ephraim, people looked at us with a thought (I am sure) "How dare you folks be out traveling?" We arrived home safe, thanks to our Father in Heaven.

I can remember passing through three grasshopper sieges or wars as they were called.  The first in 1866, second 1870, third 1871.  They were so numerous we could not put our feet down without stepping on them.  We would make ditches, put water in them, drive the hoppers in and catch them in tubs and baskets, then destroy them.  Some people would feed them to their pigs.  Another way of killing them was to scatter straw, during the night they would get into it, early in the morning we would set fire to the straw.  I have destroyed thousands of them by water, fire and with chickens.  All was done while they were small.  When they got so they could fly, nothing could be done with them.  For in those days we had no poison bran as was used later to kill them.  I have seen them rise up in clouds so as to darken the sun so great were their numbers. They would strip the leaves from the trees and willows.  Our farmlands were as bare as the paved roads of vegetation.  We would all have starved to death if we had not listened to our leaders.  They taught us to always keep a surplus of wheat on hand, which most all the saints observed to their salvation.  Very little grain was raised the years of 1865, 70-71.  I can say I never saw my father's wheat bin empty as long as he lived and know of him loaning as much as 60 bushel to his neighbors at a time during those grasshopper years.

In those early pioneer days, the Latter Day Saints did not observe the full requirements of the Gospel on account of so much other work to attend to.  I was over fourteen years of age before being baptized.  On the 6th of November 1872, Bishop Andre J. Moffet baptized me in a wool carding and lumber-sawing millrace and on the 7th, I was confirmed by Elder Robert Logan at Manti.

Being the oldest child in the family I received very little schooling except what my parents gave me.  I attended a mixed school three months out of the years from 1872 to 1878 -- 18 months in all. At the age of fifteen I became apprenticed to John Grier in learning the plaster's trade serving three years, during this time making a trip to St. George to do donation work on the St. George Temple for the Manti Ward.  I arrived there June 15th and left there September 15th -- the three hottest months of the year.  During the month of August, I cooked an egg in the hot sand in five minutes.  I had the privilege while there of working in the plaster of paris molding shop.  Molding the large center flowers that are on the ceiling of the temple, and helped run the cornices of the temple on the inside.

I was an active member of the Manti Ward in all the beneficiary amusements, in securing libraries, organs, sending missionaries abroad, and charitable purposes.  I was second counselor to the first President of Y.M.M.I.A. at Manti.  At the age of sixteen I was set apart as Sunday School teacher at Manti, and acted as such until I left there fourteen years later.  Teaching the Kindergarten class of twenty-five in number.  Shortly after my 16th birthday I first became acquainted with my first girl to love and respect.  On the first day of March 1878, I was ordained to office of an Elder in the Melchizedek Priesthood by John B. Maiben.  Four days later in a covered wagon, I started for Salt Lake City with Annie Martina Ottoson to go through the Endowment House and make her my wife.

The first night we stayed with friends at Fountain Green.  We started early in the morning, knowing we had the divide of snow to cross, but had all we could do to get over.  At times we would break through the snow, and then would have to get out and dig the snow away to get started again. That night we camped just south of Payson, arriving in Salt Lake the night of the 7th.  After caring for my team and securing my girl up in one of the upstairs rooms at the tithing office used for campers, I called at the home of Joseph F. Smith who was in charge of the work at the Endowment House, to learn when we could go through.  He was not at home.  One of his wives invited me to come in; she said she expected him home soon.  I waited there over two hours for him.  He said he had been detained on important business and said I was a week too early -- a mistake of Bishop Maiben.  I returned to the tithing office, found my girl safe but quite worried, she was afraid I was lost.  The next morning I called at the home of John Picknel and wife.  Having been requested to call on them by their son-in-law, John L. Bench.  I told them of our disappointment; they took us in and cared for us as their own children for one full week.  On the 14th of March 1878, we went through the Endowment House and were sealed husband and wife for time and all eternity.

The next morning we thanked them for their kindness.  They would not accept any pay so bid them goodbye and were about to drive out of their place when Sister Picknel came out of the house and threw one of her slippers at us.  It missed us and hit one of the horses.  She meant to hit us and said that it was an Omen of Luck.  That night we camped at Fountain Green on our way home, and I tied the horses to the back of the wagon and fed them on the ground.  Before morning they had eaten all I had given them and began eating some hay I had put around in case of coal oil.  The team was Gray and Bay.  One of the cans had been damaged some way and leaked, saturating the hay.  The gray mare, being boss, ate the most of it, and before we got to Ephraim became quite sick.  She died at Ephraim.  The team and wagon belonged to Father Ottoson.  Our sorrow was somewhat soothed in that the slipper had hit the horse and not us.  A friend of Father Ottoson let us take a horse to go home.  The folks had worried because of our long absence and were glad it was the horse and not us.  We lived for some time with Father and Mother Ottoson, then rented a one room brick house where Willie, our first child, was born.




My father gave me part of a lot in the South Ward of Manti.  I built a small home there where we lived until we moved to Junction in 1888. Hans Jensen was our Bishop.  He chose me as one of the active teachers of the ward.  As such I served for many years.

In April 1877, I attended the dedication of the site of the Manti Temple dedicated by President Brigham Young on the 25th of April 1877.  The Saints of Manti, knowing of the prediction made by President Young that a temple would be built there, had reserved a block in the center of the city known as the Temple Block (now Tabernacle Block) for the building of the temple.  When President Young and company arrived at Manti on the 24th of April to dedicate the site, the saints informed him of their hopes and desires.  He called a meeting of the saints and members of the Twelve, President Young taking no part.  He was in his carriage about half way up the block waiting to hear from the members of the Twelve that were there.  I was standing about six feet south of his carriage when they, with John Taylor in lead, came up.  President Young addressing him said, "Well, what have you decided?" Taylor answered, "We have decided to leave it up to you.” “Get in your buggies and follow me,” President Young said.

Away they went with all the people to the top of what was then called the stone quarry hill.  I, being fleet of foot, was there nearly as soon as they.  He got out of his carriage, walked five or six steps to the southwest, planted his cane down and said, "Here will be the southeast corner of the temple.  (Thousands of tons of rock and dirt had to be removed for that to come true.)   He then dug a small hole and shoveled out the dirt, (breaking the ground) then he dedicated the place for the building of the temple.  This was Wednesday 25th of April 1877.

On the 24th, President Young and two others visited the spot.  In their presence he made this statement: that Moroni of the Nephites in his time of life had dedicated this same spot of earth for the building of a temple. (Taken from the Life of Kimball).  On the morning of the 26th, I was the first on the ground at the hole dug by President Young and removed a much larger amount of dirt than he did.  Elder Wareham of Manti was second, President Maiben, third.  I assisted in the erection of the temple by hauling lumber, removing of the dirt and rock, quarrying rock for building, and burning lime.  Doing a greater portion of this labor as donation.  Because of my faithful labors was on the 14th day of September 1881 ordained to the office of a Seventy, having previous to this time been baptized into the United Order.

In the year of 1880 I was called to mourn the loss of my brother George Henry, born February 4, 1859, who was killed in Colorado by the falling of a bank of rock and dirt.  In 1881, I went to the St. George Temple with my parents, my brother, John Thomas, and sisters, Mary and Elizabeth, to be sealed to Mother and Father (not having been born under the covenant -- endowed for brother George by proxy).

I wish now to relate an incident that happened on our way to the temple.  We had taken a few hundred pounds of flour, which we sold at Leads, then called Silver-reef.  This delayed us so that we could not reach St. George until late, we decided to camp for the night.  My brother George, before going to Colorado to work, had become engaged to a Miss Parsons.  On his return home they were to be married, but he was killed.  It became my duty to take her to wife and raise up a posterity for him

I talked with her about it.  She seemed at first to think it would be all right but as time went by a young single man came her way and she began to change her mind.  Before going to bed that night, I asked the Lord to make known my position in the matter.  That night my brother came to me in a vision.  I asked him if I should urge my claim and have her sealed to him.  He answered no, and reaching behind him presented a girl spirit and said, "This is the girl I want sealed to me."  On our return home, Sister Knighton of Gunnison came to my parents and asked them if her daughter, Rose, who had died, could be sealed to George.  My parents gave their consent. That fall, my brother John went back to St. George to be married.  While in the Temple he presented the Knighton letter asking that her daughter, Rose, be sealed to George.  President McAlister said, "Why, she had just lately been sealed to a Will Chiles, her sister's husband."  This had been done without the consent of her parents and they would have to ask that it be undone.  This they did, and the sealing was canceled by McAlister.  In February 1908 in the Manti Temple, I had Rose Ellen Knighton sealed to my brother George as his first wife and Lucy Catherine, a younger sister of Rose's as his second wife.  George Henry was killed December 6th, 1880.  Rose Ellen died April 13, 1879.  Lucy Catherine died September 18, 1893.  The work was done at the request of Brother and Sister Knighton.

In the year 1888, I bought the ranch on the Sevier River, three miles northeast from Junction—of 320 acres.  For a number of years wet and frost destroyed my crops, making this period of my life one of hardship and toil.  Notwithstanding these hardships, the family never wanted for bread and clothing.  The year the frost took my crop on the first of August, they looked to be better than any I had raised on the ranch.  Frost came towards the last of the month.  I cut it in September and put in the stock.  The thrashers were nearly two days thrashing it -- 150 bushels was the total.

I loaded 50 bushels into my wagon and took to the Elsnor Flour Mill (there being no flour mill in Piute County).  The miller would not receive it even to chop, so to Glenwood I went, the mill there being Buhr-mill.  The Miller said no, he would not grind it.  I asked him to take it and make chop feed and give me in flour what it would be worth.  He said he would rather not handle it.  I tried Richfield and Monroe with the same result.

On my way back home I camped for the night at the home of William Howes.  He asked me what I had loaded.  I related to him the history of my crop and trip to all the flourmills in Sevier County.  He asked to look at it, after doing so said, "I will give you one bushel of good wheat for two of yours." I accepted his offer, unloaded the 50 bushels, went home for 50 more, loaded the 50 bushels and on to Elsnor and got flour enough to feed my family for a year.  I will ever remember Brother William Howes.

Being born in the early pioneer days, my education was limited.  I determined, if in my power, to give my children at least a high school education if I could.  I am proud to say that I gave them, all except two, a full high school education and some to college, spending $18,000 to do so.  Having to send them all away from home, 10 qualified themselves for schoolteachers.  Three of that number receiving a doctor's degree: George LeRoy, third son, in Physics, Odeen, fifth son, in Medicine, Ottoson, seventh son in Dentistry. (Ed. Note: The thirteenth son, Orral, also received his doctorate in Educational Psychology). 

Because of my activity in education, I was chosen one of three trustees of the Junction School District, and served as such for many years.  During the same time supervising the building of the large lumber school house located on the L. D. S. block (now used as a spud house.)

Large Lumber School House

In the year 1889, I was chosen by Joseph Sudweeks as an assistant Superintendent of the Junction Ward Sunday School and as superintendent, acting as such until called on a mission to the Central States Mission.  I labored in the Sunday School as teacher, assistant superintendent and superintendent for 50 years.  In the year 1895, I was ordained to the office of High Priest by Apostle Frances N. Lyman and chosen by Bishop John Morrill as second counselor, acting as such until 1908.  First counselor Horace Morrill withdrawing, I was chosen as first counselor, acting as first and second counselor to Bishop Morrill about 20 years.

On the first of January 1904, I was called to the bedside of my dear mother who was suffering untold pain.  On the 5th soon after 10 o'clock a.m. my father asked me to dedicate her to the Lord.  Imagine my feelings!  In tears, crying as if my heart would break, I dedicated her and asked my Father in Heaven to take her to Himself.  In short time after she passed to the Great Beyond.

My mother, Mary Haydock Luke, was born Tuesday, January 29, 1835, married on January 10, 1857.  Her first child William Haydock Luke was born January 25, 1858, and she died January 5, 1904, at the age of 68 years, 11 months, and 6 days old.  Eight months and 23 days later, my father passed to the other side to be with her again--forever.  He died broken hearted.  He was born Monday, 2nd of September 1834, died September 28, 1904, 70 years and 26 days old.  They were buried side by side in the Manti Cemetery.

On December 27, 1904, I received a letter from Box B asking if I could fill a mission in the Central States Mission.  I answered "yes" in person in January 1905.  I left my home May 22nd, arriving in Kansas City, Missouri, 9:50 a.m. the 2nd of June.  On the 5th I left there for my field of labor -- a little town called Thayer, where I began my mission work.  I was 47 years, 4 months, and 10 days old.

The first few months of my mission I felt that a mission was a good thing to have had.  Laboring with young men who could easily commit to memory a little speech, I allowed myself to become so worked up, I was sighing.  The elders asked me if I was homesick.  I said, "No".  Our Conference President Hunt and companion came to visit us.  He noticed I was sighing.  He said, "Elder Luke, I will go out visiting with you."  The first place we called, we held a cottage meeting.  He was calm and did it as I had done many times when teaching at home.  He allowed the Spirit to dictate.  The next place I was to canvas I just let the Spirit direct.  After we had visited a number of places he said, "Elder Luke, you have quit your sighing, how is it?" I explained to him and he said, "Do not have a form, just do as you are led by the Spirit."  From then on my mission was a joy to me.  The Lord has always helped me.

The first half of my mission was under President Duffin.  I got from him that I was called to preach the Gospel of Jesus Christ and give our tracts and sell our books to those who wanted them. The last half of my mission was under President S. O. Bennion.  His instruction was for the Elders to not only preach the Gospel, but to make a specialty of the sale of the Book of Mormon.  At a priesthood meeting of we Elders, he said to me, "Elder Luke, how many Books of Mormon have you sold?" I said, "Not very many.” He asked why.  I said, "I thought I was out to preach the Gospel and not to peddle books."  He asked me if I was not preaching the Gospel when I sold a Book of Mormon.  He said from now on I want you to sell the Book of Mormon.  I answered, "All right, President."  In my visits among the converts I asked them who or what converted them, two-thirds said the Book of Mormon.

So I made the selling of the Book of Mormon a specialty and sold more Books of Mormon than all the other Elders during that time, in our conference.  I bear witness that the Book of Mormon carries with it more of the influence of the Holy Ghost to believers than the Bible.  I have read the Book through three times and would recommend all people to read it.  On my mission I sold 24 books and quite a number of smaller Gospel books.  I held a number of meetings in schoolhouses, one hundred street meetings, 110 cottage meetings, visited 5,750 families or homes.  My companion and I gave away 10, 000 tracts.  My mission cost me better than $600.00.

The God of Heaven gave me the gift of healing.  Under my hands the sick have been healed, the lame to walk, and mothers delivered in childbirth.  The Lord be praised!

By money and labor I have helped to build three of the temples of Utah: St. George, Manti, and Salt Lake.  I have done temple work in all four: have gathered 1476 names of the dead of my father and mother.  I have done and have had done the baptizing, and endowing of the women done, but there are 276 men yet to do for both sides.

I have helped to build the tabernacle at Manti, one church there and the church at Junction.   I helped burn lime, pay for the laying of the brick, make door and window frames, put on the roof and flooring, put one coat of plaster on the walls and ceiling of the brick part and three coats of plaster on one-third of the same, and paid my share of the new part.


Church at Junction, Utah


Interior of Junction Church

I have served and officiated in the Church as an Elder, Seventy, High Priest, and High Councilman of the Garfield Stake.  I have assisted all my life in ward teaching and have visited the poor and needy and helped them.  I visited the sick and I helped care for the dead.  While I never was given the Aaronic Priesthood, I have done the work of Deacon, Teacher and Priest.

I know the Gospel is true, that Jesus is the Christ and Savior and redeemer of the work, that Joseph Smith was and is a Prophet, Seer, and Revelator, establishing the Kingdom of God on the earth for the last time.  I have made many mistakes in my life, done things I wish I never had, but I ask the Lord twice a day for forgiveness of my sins.  I am mortal and hope some time to be able to overcome evil.

I must now give a short sketch of my beloved wife and companion, Annie Martina Ottoson, born in Goshen, Utah County, Utah, November 15th, 1861.  She moved to Gunnison and from there to Salina, Sevier County, Utah.  The Indians drove them away after her sister Jessie was born there.  From Salina back to Gunnison they went.  In 1872 they came to Manti.  I first met her back there.  She lived one block west from my home.  We became lovers in the spring of 1873.  The first night we spent together her mother requested that we do not sit up too late, no later than 10 o'clock.  We observed this rule for three years.  The 4th year we would part at 12 o'clock.

On March 14th, 1878, we were married in the Old Endowment House at Salt Lake City.  We lived at Manti until the spring of 1888.  Six children were born to us there at Manti: William J., Lional, George LeRoy, Melvin, Cleo Hannah (Johanna), Mary Hazel.  On the 11th of March 1889, on the ranch, Odeen, the first born to us in Piute County, arrived.  Then followed Jessie, Clinton Lamar, Ottoson, Isabell Martina, Lorenzo Franklin, Orral Stanford, and Alton Armond.

My wife served as Ward President of the Junction Relief Society for fifteen years.  On November 8, 1928, the Junction Ward Relief Society honored her with a prize for the largest family.  They presented her with a tea cup and saucer and this verse:

We give, Oh Gentle Mother, this little prize to you 
And may it carry with it our admiration true.
We could find no greater riches if we searched the world around,
For no prize as great as Children can anywhere be found.

My wife died 13 October 1933 of old age and pneumonia at Provo, Utah.  It was Friday at 5:15.  She was buried 15 October 1933 at Manti, Utah.

     ----- William Haydock Luke

William Haydock Luke died on May 10, 1936 at Manti, Utah.  He also was buried at Manti.  He was 78 years of age, 3 months, and 16 days, when he died of heart trouble.




William Haydock Luke Family

Front Row L to R: Armond, Anne Martina, Clinton, Orral, William Haydock, Jesse, Lorenzo.
Back Row L to R: Isabelle, Ottosen, Odeen, Hazel, Cleo, Melvin, George, William.




“Papa sends his love” - 1905



Armond and Orral

Letter from William Haydock Luke to his babies, Armond and Orral, 
written during his mission in Missouri. (Page 1)




(Pages 2 and 3)


(Page 4) 





               


A Different Grouping of Family Members for the Family Picture




“Belle,” “Ren,” and “Ott”



L to R Back: George, Cleo, “Willie”
Front: Melvin


From “History of Junction, Utah”
FAITH PROMOTING INCIDENTS
 As related by Ottosen Luke  

My memory of my parents was their encouragement of getting an education…   something that neither of them were able to have as much as they would have desired.  They also loved music.  They had a pump organ in their home and some of my most cherished memories were the times they sat around the old fireplace, munching on apples, and singing together.

Our home was a gathering place for the neighborhood children.  Instead of getting into trouble in the streets, they would gather for a songfest at the Luke’s.

  Dad Luke could sing, and when he was in the Bishopric, his eyesight wasn't so good.  The Bishop couldn't sing… so the Bishop would say the words for Dad to sing… a very practical arrangement!

Dad and Mother were very independent with their big family.  They raised everything they needed for food, mother making her own cheese, butter, clothes; even the mattresses for the beds.  Father could build houses and was an expert at masonry.  He also loved writing.

He and Mother were both called on for sickness.  She was a much-loved midwife and nurse.

Dad had helped on the Manti temple with the masonry and interior decorating.  When it came time for the dedication of the Manti temple, he was able to go, but Mother wasn't.  He was gone several days, so Mother Luke was a little provoked until he told her that he had heard the angel's sing.  She didn't say another word.  Another story Willie used to relate was that when Father heard they were to break land for the Manti temple, Father wanted to turn the first shovel.  He got up bright and early of the day for the groundbreaking to get there first, but found to his dismay that another man had beat him to it!

When Father Luke was on his mission down in Kansas, one of his contacts had been bedridden for around twenty years.  He administered to her one morning with curious neighbors looking on.  He blessed her to take up her bed and walk and she did.

Those that were witnessing this said that he seemed suspended from the floor, being so filled with the spirit.

She got up and they went down to the river nearby and baptized her.  He related this story to Ottosen and Edna in 1934 when he was staying with them in preparation for them to be married in the temple.  He said that at that time the woman's husband still hadn't joined the church.

Father was a very spiritual and humble man.  When anyone in Junction got sick, they called for Father to administer to them.  There was a Doctor Morehouse in town that noticed a large number of his patients got well soon if Father administered to them.  When he had a serious case, he called and asked Father to give his treatment first.  He was, by the way, not a member of the church



FAMILY EXPERIENCES
 as related by Melvin Luke

OUR NEW HOME

The Luke family left Manti in the spring of 1888 and went to Junction where they settled on a ranch.  When they left Manti, the scaffolding was still in the towers of the Temple.  Father burned lime for the temple in kilns west of Manti.

On the journey from Manti we traveled in a lumber wagon.  The group consisted of Father, Mother, William, George, Melvin, Cleo, and Hazel and some furniture and supplies.  You can imagine what crowded conditions it would be!  When they got to what was called "Monroe Hill," they had to walk and block the wagon, as the load was too much for the small team.  How happy the family was when they arrived at the top of the hill.

When they arrived at the ranch, they found the house was made of logs with a dirt roof, rough boards with knotholes in the boards for a floor.  There were only two rooms and a shanty to put the stove in for summer.  Large brush grew around the house and out on the hills from which the snakes and small animals came to see who had come to take possession.  Speaking about snakes, this thing happened.  One day Melvin was out going around the house when he saw a large blow snake about five feet long.  It ran under the house before he could kill it.  The family was eating dinner when right behind Melvin this snake came through a hole in the floor.  Well, it was not too welcome a guest so he got his 22 gun and shot the snake while it was trying to get out!

Father seemed to be inspired in knowing when impending danger or trouble was about to come to a home.  As he would walk by a house, he would see a cross of sticks or something that would resemble a cross… this would magnify itself to him and he would remark, "Oh, there will be trouble in that home."

SWIMMING IN THE RIVER

The family living on the ranch enjoyed many things.  One was going in swimming.  We would put on old clothes and go in swimming in the river not far away.  How the boys did enjoy ducking each other and Father ducking Mother.

It was in the early spring and Mother said to George and Melvin: "Do not go in swimming for the water is too deep."  The boys went down to the river, and it was a warm day and the water looked so inviting.  The two decided to try and swim anyway.  George could swim, but Melvin couldn't.

Melvin attempted to cross the stream above a whirlpool, as it was called, the water was up to the armpits and quite swift.  Just as Melvin reached half way across the river, the current swept him down into the whirlpool.  George, seeing the condition, came up behind, putting his hands under Melvin's arms and would push him up to get a breath of air, and then he would come up for air.  It wouldn't have been so bad if the boys had gone through the hole, but the whirlpool kept going around and around.

When Melvin came up, he could see the horse and clothes out on the bank, and OH! how he wished he could be there!  They kept up this procedure until all at once Melvin spied a willow root coming out of the bank, and grabbed it, thus enabling him to pull them to safety.  OBEDIENCE IS BETTER THAN SEEMING PLEASURE!

THE HORSE RACE

In the little town of Junction, Utah, we were to have a slow horse race, and the slowest horse was to get the prize.

At this time we had the contract to carry the U. S. Mail from Marysvale to Panguitch, a distance of 55 miles, and the horses became very stiff in their front legs.  We were living on the ranch at this time, and each morning the boys would drive the calves, which had been let out to feed during the night, to be corralled.  Sunday morning, Clinton and Ott were riding the two horses which were used to carry the mail.

The one Clinton was riding was so stiff in his front legs that he could hardly run.  Mother came out and said: "You boys go down a ways and let's see if that old horse can run."  Father came out to the door and said: "No, it is Sunday, don't run."  Mother said that as long as they were already riding, it would not hurt.

The boys went down below the house and started the horses toward the house.  The family was standing outside watching.  When the horses came to the house, the horse Ott was on went by, but the horse Clinton was riding turned and ran into the side of the house where the family was standing, and stopped with his head against the house.  Clinton slipped along the horses' neck, and hit his head on the house, then fell to the ground with blood running from his nose and eyes.  Mother ran around the house crying and saying: "Oh, if I had obeyed my husband!"  Clinton was very sick for some time.

FAMILY JOKES

George always said that he was not going to get married until he had his education.  He went over to Parawon for the Fourth of July, and the first thing we knew he was married.  When he came home, Melvin said, "I thought you were not going to get married." 

"Well," he said, "when the notion strikes, you can't resist it!"

Melvin was the bashful one of the family.  When neighbors came to visit, he would hide under the bed.

In those days we only had the fireplace to give heat for the rooms.  One time a friend from Coyote was at our place for the night.  We sat in a semi-circle around the fire.  This friend's back got cold, and he stood up with his back to the fire.  He forgot how long he had stood there, and when he sat down, he arose with a jump.  Was his face red!!.... and so was his back-side!

MY HOME

Nephi of old said he had goodly parents.  I am so grateful that I was permitted to come to my Father's home, and for the faith and moral fiber exhibited by my dear parents.  Ours was not an easy life, but one in which we, the children, learned the values of life by trials and temptations.  Our home was one of great faith.  No doubts, but love and consideration were always present.  Our parents never said, "Go," but always led the way.  Our home was one in which when we were ill, a blessing was given by the Priesthood.  Father was one who did a lot of work caring for the sick.  When death came to people in the town, Father was there and would assist in washing and placing the dead on a wide board to await the casket.

My mother was President of the Relief Society for a number of years.  On one occasion there was to be a demonstration on "Making Bread," and Mother said: "I don't need to go for I have made more bread than the demonstrator has ever seen." We children said, "Mother, you are the President of the Relief Society and should go."  Mother went and when she came home, she was so elated because: "There is just one thing I have been doing wrong, and I am so happy I went."

My mother was a mother of fourteen children, and one would think she would be satisfied, but not her.  A poor lady died in our Ward and left a newborn boy for a poor father to care for.  Mother took the little fellow home and after six months, she wrote the father and said: "You must come and get the baby or leave him here permanently, because I am loving him so dearly that when you come later and take him away my heart will break."

My parents were strong Democrats, and I remember when I got married, I declared my belief in the Republican Party, and Father said: "I never dreamed I would ever have a son who would be a Republican."

I was so grateful for our home.  It was our place of refuge and a place where we could share burdens to understanding parents.

I have nothing but praise and thanksgiving for my noble parents, and I say to my brothers and sisters that if we don't live at least as good a life as our parents we ought to be ashamed.  Our opportunities have been much better than theirs and our lives should be better.  A glorious heritage is ours, may we strive by it.
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REMINISCENCE BY ISABELLE LUKE RUST

So clear in my mind is the cellar that was dug in the ground and covered with a sod roof.  This was where Mother kept her milk.  Father had built shelves around three sides of this room.  Upright posts had narrow boards nailed from post to post.  These shelves were about six tiers high and on these shelves were placed tin pans of milk.  There must have been ten pans to the shelf and six shelves along each wall.

Every morning mother would skim the pans that were two days old.  The cream was placed in a wooden churn 15 by 18 inches by 15 inches deep.  A wooden lid fit snugly on top so that the cream dripped back onto the dashes which were turned by a crank on the side of the churn, manipulated by hand.  What a job this churning process proved to be.  Thirteen to fifteen pounds of butter churned at a time.

I remember the flood that washed out the dam Father had labored long hard hours to build across the river.  We could hear the thundering water miles above and all we could do was hope and pray.  This particular flood was very high and the water poured out over the fields and far up into the brush before the dam gave way and let the water rush on down.  But there was one redeeming feature to this tragedy.  The fish that were carried onto the fields by the flood were quickly gathered, cleaned, scaled and packed down in salt for future use.  Mother was accustomed to this kind of food.  Her father had barrels of fish cured in salt and shipped from Denmark to Manti, while she was a girl.

Always, as a child, when I looked toward "Point Look Out"-- a pointed, roof shaped, ledge that stood out abruptly at the foot of east mountain, I thought of the tiny child that was buried near there-- a lone tiny grave in this rugged country.  It was a child of the Chenaulf family from whom father bought the ranch.

There was a particular spot on the low hill along which the road to Junction wound that was always a source of worry to me.  As we drew near this spot, I scarcely dared look that way, but I didn't take my eyes off it as long as we were in sight of it, when once I ventured a look.

It was the resting place of a young Indian brave.  Some years previous to this, while my father was herding his sheep on the bench land north of these low hills, he observed a horse coming from the south.  As it drew nearer, he saw that there were two people on the horse, a young Indian man and woman.

Again he observed some horsemen coming into view, evidently pursuing these young people.  The horsemen soon overtook the couple and the young Indian was roughly pulled from his horse.  After a few minutes consultation, the young Indian was shot, as was his horse.  A shallow grave was dug and all his belongings were placed, with him, in the grave.  The party then returned to the southland.  Father later learned that the young Indian brave had stolen the young woman from another tribe and so must be put to death, if caught.

Of course, school had been a problem all these ranch years.  The farm work was never finished in time for mother to move to town to put us in school.  So we either had to commute back and forth morning and night, batch in the town house, miss school entirely until the farm work was done, or do as I did, stay with our relatives and friends in town.  This was my grand privilege.  My beloved teacher, Alice Hoyet Hayes Morrill, would take me into her home for weeks before mother would move to town.  I think I loved her next to my mother.

I mustn't forget the time Jessie and I were left with all the milking to do.  I'm sure she must have milked 15 or 20 cows.  I milked 10 cows-- a fete I shall never forget.

Father used to bring a load of hay up to town whenever we made a trip up.  One time Father, Mother, Ott, Ren, the two little boys and I, were riding quietly along when father drove into a deep crooked wash.  It twisted the wagon sharply and over went the load of hay.  We all slid easily to the ground, all except Ren, who was lying stretched out, fast asleep.  He was soon awakened and we heard faint calls for help while father was frantically pulling out the hay to reach him.

Father had leveled off a nice garden plot on the west side of the river and had dug out some bubbling springs at the foot of the black hills which ran south from my lower "Look Out" hill.  Soon a beautiful lake formed, cold and mirror clear-- being continually fed from numerous springs and running off into the Sevier River a few rods away.  Here was water any minute father might need to irrigate his precious garden.  A little further south, father had built a footbridge across the river.  Now he could walk across to work in the field, eliminating riding or driving across the stream.  I don't know how many times the floods took this frail foot bridge out as it did the dams in the river, but I know it was a constant worry to my parents when the spring thaws filled the river to overflowing or when there was danger of a flash flood from heavy storms in the high mountainous country to the south.

We had the usual troubles.  Our forty to fifty head of cattle breaking through the fence into Andrew Barnson's field of corn; the boys having to swim the river at high water time; Orral Stanford falling on his face with a long clothes pin in his mouth, injuring his throat (maybe that is why he has such a sweet voice).

Church, of course, was the main source of social life in Junction.  Brother John Morrill was bishop for a great many years.  Father was counselor also for many years.  There was a recreation hall by the Hales home on Main Street.  Here I watched my wonderful father take the part of a villain many times.  My heart would break in two to see him killed or punished.

My father was a great actor.  He had belonged to a dramatic group in Manti for years.  They would bring an actor from Chicago or New York to take the leading role with the cast made up of local talent.  My father had had wonderful training and varied experiences.

Even I attempted some stage experiences.  The Adams Stock Company, made up primarily of a cast from Parowan, used to travel all through the southern part of the state.  In a play called Trillby, the leading lady was hypnotized and could sing only while under the spell.  The leading lady couldn't sing, so I did the singing when they came to Junction.

There were no picture shows or resorts for entertainment so we made our own entertainment.  Candy pulls, quilting bees, trips to the canyon where we would sometimes spend a week at a time, and which was an annual event long to be remembered.

Father had two brothers and a sister living in Junction.  They and their families would all gather at father's home, very often.  Mother would serve them all a big meal or prepare a big freezer of ice cream.  Usually two members of the group would have a contest to see who could eat the most ice cream.

One Christmas, all of father's family with their wives, husbands, and children, came home for the holidays.  There were twenty-five of us at home for two weeks.  The long kitchen table was seldom cleared of food and dishes.  Mother baked eight loaves of bread every day, a whole ham father had cured himself, and the big bin of apples, hauled from Tropic in the fall, was almost entirely emptied,

All the clothes the girls had brought were taken to the north bedroom upstairs.  This was to serve as a dressing room for the ladies.  My sister, Jessie, was just the age when she had a date every night.  She would slip upstairs long before any of the other girls thought of getting dressed for the evening's entertainment.  Soon she would appear with a lovely blouse, a beautiful "breast" pin, skirt, fancy hair comb, new slippers, anything she could find that would fit her.  There would always be an awful fuss made but she was never made to take anything off-- it was all in fun.

Thrashing time on the ranch was a most fascinating time of year.  We would all watch with wonder at the thrashing machine, drawn by two teams of horses and heaved into place.  Close behind would follow the Horse Power Machine.  Six teams would be used to operate this machine.  The horses being well trained to follow their circular path: around and around.  They would always go at an even, regular pace.  

Six men composed the regular crew.  Then at least six other men were needed to work on the grain stack, straw stack, handling the grain, etc.

 This necessitated three huge meals a day for the one to three days work on the stacks of grain.

This was the signal to empty the old straw out of the bed ticks and fill them with crisp, new, sweet smelling straw.  When the time for fall cleaning arrived, this clean new straw would also replace the old straw under the wall-to-wall, hand-woven carpet in the town house.  Thrashing time was a gala time of the year at the Luke homestead, and a memorable one!
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Map of Junction, Utah (Family Home was at 100 West Center Street)





The William Haydock Luke Home was on Block 3 where “Luke” is written in.  The main highway (Main St. – Highway 89) is one block to the right where the dashes pass up the middle of the street.  Center Street has “Plat B” written on it.

Luke Family and Spouses. L to R: Clinton, Emma, William, Clarissa, Melvin, Jessie, Hazel, Mond, Wilma, Belle and Ottosen in 1940

William H. Luke with Rosalind (left) and Joan in 1934

VAL RUST INTERVIEWS ORRAL STANFORD LUKE ABOUT HIS EARLY LIFE IN JUNCTION UTAH

Through the efforts of my son Dan Rust, we have recently been in the process of making transcriptions of various tapes about our family. This particular tape was an interview made by Val with Orral Luke shortly before his death in the 1970s. Diane and I had become very close friends with Orral and Marjorie after our marriage. My first university position was at the University of Hawaii in 1967. We spent two years there and at that time Orral and Marjorie were missionaries at the LDS temple at La’ie. About the time I took a position at UCLA and we moved to Woodland Hills, California in 1969, Orral and Marjorie had moved to Ojai, just south of Santa Barbara and we visited them on a regular basis. The tape concerns the early life of Orral and my mother, Isabelle. It does not concentrate on dates and specific events but on the life and conditions of living in and near Junction, Utah.  I also explore his impression of my mother.

Orral = Orral Luke
Val = Val D. Rust

VAL: Tell me a bit about yourself.

ORRAL: Yes, I was born in Junction, Utah on the 23 day of July, 1903. Now, my folks had formerly lived on the ranch, which was three miles north of Junction down on the Sevier River. And of course down where our home was located was a young boy’s paradise, and so I had lots of opportunities for riding horses, and having dogs, and throwing rocks into the slew and all kinds of things. My father was called on a mission when I was just a year and a half old. And he charged my sister Isabelle with taking care of me while he was away. Well you can be sure that I gave her lots of difficulty. I don’t remember it but she tells me that one day I got lost and she almost went into hysterics because she couldn’t find me anywhere and finally she went down near the Sevier River and sure enough there I was playing on the bank of the Sevier River. So there were lots of things for a young, growing boy to do in that area. I was sorry when we had to move up to Junction where there were less opportunities for exploring and so forth.

VAL: Do you, do you remember living out on the ranch?

ORRAL: Yes I do, I can remember the spring, which was only a short distance from the house. And I can remember that there was watercress early in the spring before really the garden got going. I remember that there was an earthen cellar with a sort of a stone floor which father had made. And we used to go down there and get the milk where mother had put it down there to cool. And, yes, I remember quite a lot of things about the ranch, which were most interesting, especially the cows and the sheep and the horses and all those things.

VAL: Ah, I still have a very difficult time imagining what it would be like to grow up in a family of 13 kids, 14 kids. Could you give a couple of, just a little insight as to what that might be like? Let me run down the list of a couple of things: Ah, I assume that your house wouldn’t be too big, how did you all sleep?

ORRAL: Well, in Junction we did have a rather large house. We had several bedrooms on the ground floor and then of course there was the upstairs with two big bedrooms. And then we had sleeping porches, which were very useful in the summer time but of course in the wintertime it was a little too cold for that. But I do remember as a young boy what a wonderful time we had at Christmas time. Because all of the older brothers and sisters seemed to come home at Christmas time, and my, that was really a happy time. The in-laws would come along too and I can remember that my brother John Pendleton, brother-in-law I should say, my sister’s husband. He came and he had a kind of a very interesting sense of humor and played all sorts of practical jokes on us. And so usually at that time of the year I would need a haircut and my hair was white like foxtail, and so they always had to give me a haircut. And they had a big time because they were going to put a saucer on my head and cut around it you know. Made all kinds of conversation about this and I wasn’t so sure when it was serious and when it was just joking.

Minute 4

ORRAL: But anyway, those were very happy times. I can remember especially one Christmas that my older brother, Lorenzo (Ren), who was 4 years older than I, and my younger brother Armond, it was a pretty happy time. So, father would get up Christmas morning and he’d go down and start the fire in the fireplace, and start the stove because it was cold in Junction in the Wintertime. And when it would get warm why then mother and father would let us go down to see what Santa Claus had brought. Well we went down and our stockings were hung there by the fireplace. We found our stockings alright. And you know one of the most important things in that stocking was an orange. Now we were so hungry for citrus that I can remember how delicious that orange tasted. But anyway we were busy looking into our stocking and I went over to sit on the Davenport. There were some blankets over there, and I didn’t pay much attention to them. And while I was busy looking into the stocking all of a sudden something moved there. And I didn’t think too much of it, I just went on looking into my stocking. Pretty soon it moved again. And that time it called my attention to it. So I looked under the blanket, and heavens! There was Santa Claus sleeping. I tell you! I wasn’t the last one up the stairs. My older brother being larger and faster, he got up first, and I got up second. And poor Armond who was the youngest and the smallest, well he came in a poor third. But that was a harrowing experience to find Santa Claus hadn’t left! [chuckles]

VAL: Ah, why don’t, could you follow, were there any rituals that you observed at Christmas time? Like you know, we, in our family, we always had to get up and eat breakfast first. And then we marched in the youngest first and all up. Were there any rituals that were kind of distinctive of the Luke family?

ORRAL: Well I don’t remember anything particular other than we were very musical. We always had to sing. My sister Isabelle and Jessie both played a little bit at the piano. And when my older sister Cleo, who had such a beautiful voice, she, her family came home. And all the boys, Clinton and Odeen, and Ren and Ottosen, all of them sang. And I can remember that we would congregate in what we call the front room where the piano was. And father and mother would just sort of sit. And we would sing all kinds of different songs, Christmas carols and the like. And this just seemed like a home evening actually because father and mother right there, the center of everything, but it was the children who did most of the activity.

Minute 8

ORRAL: Now I can remember one especially time, from Jack Morrow my older brothers had borrowed an Edison Phonograph, which would record. And we made recordings that Christmas time. The old disk record that didn’t scratch like the dickens but it was interesting at that time.

VAL: What about things like 4th of July or Easter?

ORRAL: The 4th of July and the 24th of July were, oh, very special days. On the 4th of July we always had a big parade. The town turned out in great numbers. Maybe 300 all told if everybody came out. But it was a wonderful parade made up just by the people. They always seemed to have things that they wanted everybody to see. And of course the kids all had important activities. And then there was the band, which I was most interested in. It always played early in the morning, and mother and all the rest of the people would furnish refreshments at that time. But the first thing on the fourth of July was the shooting off of the giant powder. Some of the older men there would get up early in the morning and bombard the town with giant powder caps and so on, so we were waken way early in the morning with this shooting. And the band came around, and the parade in the afternoon, and of course in the evening the dance. The 24th was another big day. There we had a parade and we kids used to spend a lot of time trying to teach our bull calves how to pull a little wagon down the parade. They were the stubbornest things and we never could get them to do it right. But we had a lot of fun trying. And of course the Indians always had to attack. We had a terrible time with the Indians who come tearing in on their horses you know. I tell you it was an exciting time in those days. Going back to Christmas: Always there was a big program in the evening.

VAL: Christmas Eve or Christmas Night?

ORRAL: Christmas Eve. Yes, and we had lots of things on that evening. But especially as a young boy I remember the most exciting part was when Santa Claus and Mother Goose got married. Now Mother Goose, you know, had this big long nose and we just could imagine how Brother… poor old Santa Claus would kiss Mother Goose when they got married. And everybody would scream and yell about that. And then later on in the evening we had an amateur play. And you know every single time my father had to take the villain’s part. And I just got so stirred up about that because he was such a mean villain but he was my father! And all the kids around me were all the time making awful remarks about him and it hurt me so bad. But yet I didn’t like him either for the part that he was playing there. That is indelibly imprinted on my memory. What a horrible, miserable time I had with that.

Minute 12

VAL: Well, let’s go back now to some general things with the family. What about eating? Did all the kids eat together, like for breakfast or lunch? Or how did you get 16 people around a table?

ORRAL: We had a very large kitchen. And when we had a meal: breakfast, lunch or dinner, anytime, everybody sat down at a big table. I tell you it filled up the whole kitchen but there were two or three tables there. But everybody sat down at the table at the same time. And my father and mother were at the head. I can remember as a small boy I sat by my father on his right and my younger brother sat by my brother, that is, by my mother, Armond did, on her left. And they took care of us; and then the other children and their families.

VAL: Was there a regular order for seating?

ORRAL: It was a rectangle. Well, (yes) for that part.

VAL: Just for the little kids.

ORRAL: yes, for that part that I remember. Now the rest of them of course sat themselves around in that order and of course the sisters were helping mother with the cooking there. And all this cooking had to be done on a wood stove! Oh man, I’ll tell you that was a problem but mother always came up with the most wonderful meals.

VAL: What about clothes? Did you wear each other’s clothes or did you have your own separate?

ORRAL: Yes [chuckles], we wore each other’s clothes. But you know there were hand-me-downs and made-overs. I never really knew what a brand new suit was for a long time, after I went into the teen age. Because my older brothers or my fathers suit was made over by my mother for boys. I used to have as I grew a little problem with my younger brother. He always got to the white shirts first somehow or other. Maybe I was just sleepy or slow. But my mother always took it upon herself to see that one was put aside for me which I very greatly appreciated of course, but maybe I should have been a little more aggressive of taking care of it myself. But taking care of a big family, I tell you, took a lot of washing and ironing. And we had an old hand washer that you run by hand and I can remember how we did all kinds of things to try to fix up a deal where we could do it with our feet and so on. 

VAL: Was there anything in your family that resembled a kind of a vigorous division of labor? Did the girls do kind of the inside stuff and the boys the outside? Or did you have to milk the cows and Ren hoe the beets or whatever, You know?
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ORRAL: There definitely was. My father was very good to help my mother with the work inside. He would sweep, he’d be up early in the morning and sweep the floor and he’d help her with the dishes. But my sisters would always do the inside work. We had so much outside work, and the chores that you had to do you know, around the place like that, there were horses to feed and there were stables to clean. There were cows to milk and there were chickens to take care of and clean the coops out and the pigs to take care of and the wood to chop and haul in. Gracious, the life, we used to burn more cedar and pine would than you would believe. We never knew anything about coal and electricity. All our energy came from either coal oil or muscle. 

VAL: Ah, ok now, could you make just a comment about, ah, in terms of, with a very large family like that was there very much competition in the family? Would you say that you were more supportive of each other or were you trying to outdo each other in skills, schools and other kinds of things?

ORRAL: I don’t remember any competitiveness really. My older brothers, of course there was nothing there. My younger brother and I, we were in a sense competitive. But he wasn’t the, he didn’t like to read books and so on and I did. I used to get the dickens from my parents because they could never find me and, when they did, I was off somewhere reading a book. But my younger brother Armond didn’t enjoy that so there was a difference in interest. He, he didn’t seem to be as interested academically, he was very bright and all that sort of thing but he didn’t enjoy the things as much as I did. I had a friend there in Junction who had a lot of books and he would loan me the Horace Wilger(?) books and the all kinds of others, so I read all of those. Anything I could get my hands on I would read.

VAL: I’ve received kind of the impression from mother that the Luke family was a family of athletes. How did that come about? Was that encouraged or fostered in any way in the family?

ORRAL: They were very sporty; we had to make our own entertainment you know. In a small community there wasn’t any other way to be entertained. And so my older brothers were always promoting or participating in wrestling [wrastling] matches. I remember that especially. And in some boxing, but mostly wrestling. And we, it was quite competitive with Circleville and over in Kingston where the Snow family, big fellows. And when we went away to Murdock Academy, why those fellows were star athletes. My older brother Clinton was a pretty good runner and he was an excellent Basketball player. My older brother Odeen was an excellent athlete. He took part in track things and so on. So…

VAL: Well, let’s move on to, I guess directly related to mother. What are your first recollections of mother (Isabelle)?

ORRAL: Well of course she was my second mother. My mother had a small baby, you see, when my father went away so I remember her as being really my mother because my younger brother Armond took my mother’s time, in a sense, and she was so busy trying to feed her family and supervise the ranch there, the milking of wild cows, and getting stuck in the mud and horses getting cut in the barbed wire, it was a terrible responsibility for her. So I remember my sister Isabelle who sort of was my guardian angel. And even to when we went away to high school in Junction or Piute County, we never had a high school, and so we had to go, the older brothers and sisters went over to Murdock Academy. But my older brothers Ottosen, and Lorenzo and sister Isabelle and I went over to Cedar City to school. And so she took care of our, we rented a place over there, and of course we could take most of our food from Junction over there. And she sort of prepared the meals and went to school and we went to school and I remember so fondly how helpful she was with some of my lessons. Algebra was never my great demanding interest and I didn’t put in the time that I should on it, but when I got into a problem that I couldn’t seem to get anywhere, well I could go in and my sister could figure it out for me. So she was always the one that I went to when I needed help in anything I’d say. And she was, when I had songs to learn because I was active in the Glee Club and so on, well she would always sit down at the piano and help me learn my parts. So she was the one that I always looked to for help and advice and council in the problems that a young boy faces.

VAL: I’ve got a number of adjectives down here and I’m going to read them and if, could you respond to each one of them in some way? Some of them are positive, some are negative. If you think that these don’t represent or do represent her as a young girl maybe you could just make a comment, either saying, “That wasn’t her” or “That was her.” Ah, Helpful.

ORRAL: That was certainly my sister Isabelle.

VAL: Bossy.

ORRAL: Never! She felt responsibility for me, as I indicated earlier my father charged her with taking care of me, but I never thought of her as being bossy. She saw to my welfare and took care of it.

VAL: Shy.

ORRAL: I wouldn’t especially attach that to her. She wasn’t over aggressive but she had a mind of her own and she had ideas. No I wouldn’t say that she was particularly a shrinking violet!

VAL: Distant or withdrawn.

ORRAL: Not, she was meditative but no she was very outgoing and very social and very pleasant to be around and she was just a delightful personality all around as far as I can remember.

VAL: Talkative.

ORRAL: Not overly. When she had something to say or some comment to make she had some wonderful ideas. But she wasn’t just running off at the mouth all the time you can be sure.

VAL: Religious.

ORRAL: Very, very. She was always faithful to the, to her beliefs in her church. She was active in the Sunday school. I can remember how she used to play and sing, and how she taught some of the big classes. Yes she was a, had a beautiful philosophy of life and loved her religion.

VAL: Critical.

ORRAL: Never that I remember. She could object to certain things and she had opinions of her own but she wasn’t critical particularly.

VAL: Energetic.

ORRAL: Yes, she was always helping my mother with things around the house and always helped us. And if we needed our clothes pressed, why we knew that she or my older sister Jessie, they were very good to us.

VAL: Popular

ORRAL: She was very popular with everybody. She had many boyfriends when we were in Junction and in Cedar City. Ah, yes she was well liked by the faculty and by all her associates as I remember.

VAL: Happy.

ORRAL: She was happy. She had a beautiful outlook on life and seemed to enjoy life to the fullest.

VAL: Talented.

ORRAL: Very talented. She had a good mind. She had ways of thinking through problems. She had a beautiful voice, she played the piano and it just contributed so much to our family life as I can remember.

VAL: Ah, ok, good. Now turning to, you say that she was in Murdock Academy, at Murdock Academy at the same time you were. And she was a little more interested, if nothing else, in Algebra, but how did she fare as a student generally?

ORRAL: She wasn’t so much in Murdock Academy, those were the older brothers and sisters: Odeen, Clinton and Jessie, they were in Murdock Academy. She and Ottosen and Lorenzo and I, Armond were at Cedar City. We went to the BAC. Ah, Murdock Academy had been phased out by the time we came along so we went to Cedar City. Now she wasn’t especially interested in math. Her interests were in the literary, and history and those fields. But she had a very mature mind and was more mature than I certainly and she could… [a little girl has fallen and begun to cry in the background, break in the recording]

VAL: Now, was, you mention that she dated quite a bit. Is there, could you give me any kind of insight into kind of the whole thing that emerged into meeting my father and marrying him? Do you know any background in that?

ORRAL: Her first steady boyfriend that I knew was named Orson Taylor. But she wasn’t so sure about Orson Taylor. She enjoyed being with him, she enjoyed the dates that they had. But she never could kind of bring herself to thinking of him in terms of a future mate. And so it was kind of a surprise to many when she and Orson Taylor broke and he got interested in someone else because everybody felt “well there is sure to be a match.” And then one day Brother Rust came along and it just seemed to me that it was a mutual love of each one. He was so very kind and so very devoted and helpful to her, and so interested in our family. I can remember that when he was coming to see Isabelle that I was working up at the Deertrail mine. Well, he made a special trip up there just to see what I was doing. He was interested in the family and I remember that so well because I was so happy to see him. And he was such a pleasant person to be around. He always had things to talk about and he seemed so interested in what you were interested in. You know there are people who don’t even want to hear what you have to say about yourself and that’s usually a person’s most important topic, to tell about their experiences. He had that feeling of making you think that you were doing and what you were thinking was the most important thing in all the world. And it made us love him all the more because of this special trait; I think it is that which endeared him certainly to me. And those are the wonderful memories that I have. And of course then he was kind enough when I was going to high school to let me go out and work at VT Park Hotel one summer. That was a wonderful experience. Your father and your grandfather, and your mother, I mean your grandmother were such wonderful people. I enjoyed that summer with Rae and the other girls that worked out of there.   I remember the fellow by the name of Jim, He was an older kind of a rough neck. But he was a good fellow. And we had a lot of fun with Rae and the other girls there and all the other people that used to come out there. There were many interesting things that I could tell you about VT Park.

VAL: Ah, just in terms of major decisions in the Luke family like marriage, would you consider this to be a kind of family decision or was each person encouraged to kind of make their own choice on matters like that like marriage and what you were going to study and stuff like this?

ORRAL: My father and mother always encouraged the children to be interested and work in educating themselves. They couldn’t always give us financial material support. But what they could do they did. And we always had the very highest regard for education and it was always thought that we would go on and get as much education as possible. And I know that whenever it came to a matter of decision, the family was interested. And my older sisters, when they were married, for example my sister Hazel and Pendleton, John Pendleton at Cedar City, well I stayed at their home one winter in going to school. And when I went to the University of Idaho I stayed with my brother George. So the family was very strong in helping each other and very devoted in that way. Now in making special decisions, yes. I think the family was very much a part of the decision making. They never, or course, tried to dictate their ideas particularly but they were interested in who was dating whom and who was going to marry whom. And if it didn’t fit too well there was an expression of this. For example, this is a family thing that is well known by the family. My sister married Elmer Sprague.  Now, Elmer was a very talented person. He played the piano well, and he had a sales ability that just would have carried him anywhere. But he was not a very stable person. And my parents and my family never, never wanted her to get too interested in him and to marry him. But she thought differently and so the family accepted it. Ah, they advised her against it. I can remember how really was upsetting to her that my father and my mother and sisters and brothers thought that she was making a terrible mistake when she really was so deeply in love with him. But then when it turned out the way it did, I’m sure she felt that maybe she should have listened a little more carefully.

VAL: In, I noticed in our own family a very intense closeness among the brothers and sisters. So intense, in fact, that our, the in-laws have a difficult time becoming part of the family. And I’m wondering really whether that kind of condition existed among in the Luke or ah?

ORRAL: A very strong family tie. Yes, brothers and sisters looked after brothers and sisters and there was a real strong family unit. My father and mother were very strong to hold their family together. They had a big family. And they were concerned about it. My oldest brother Willie lived in Kingston just 3 miles away. Well, as boys and older boys we helped him with his farm work when he was harvesting and, of course, he would come back and repay us. But if somebody needed help away we went over and gave them a hand. And we were concerned with what their plans were. The biggest times we ever had in our lives was when all the family came home for Christmas time. This was the time when they all would come home. It seemed like the in-laws had to give up that from their families because they always came home. And I can recall that my father killed a beef at that time. He really butchered a couple of hogs or so on. Mother had chickens and we had, not turkeys, but geese! And there were wild ducks and so on. So, this was one thing we always had plenty to eat of the basic foods you know. They weren’t fancy, but mother was a good cook, made good cakes and pies. She also made good Danish beer. And I tell you in the summertime when it was haying time, beer and fruit cake were really very welcome, got up a lot of hay. [chuckles]

[end of tape]


VAL RUST INTERVIEWS ISABELLE LUKE RUST ABOUT HER EARLY LIFE IN JUNCTION, UTAH


VAL: The date is June 2 1975. We’re in the same kitchen of the home of Arlen & Maida Withers on 23rd street in Arlington Virginia. And I’d like to explore with Mother Rust some of the recollections of her early life. And specifically a couple of things relating to her brother Orral Luke. Ah, what is your earliest recollection of your childhood, mother?

ISABELLE: We lived on the east side of the Sevier River on the ranch down in Junction in Piute County. I was able to walk, I remember that, I was sitting on my mothers lap. And Ellis Snarl and her husband Horus Snarl, and her family were special friends of ours in Junction, came down. Now, by the way Aunt Ella Snarl was a very good friend of Evanders(?) Mother in Richfield. I learned that after, of course, I was married. She was my teacher, such a wonderful, beautiful teacher. She didn’t use the textbooks excessively as I remember it. But she had a way about her that we adored. We did anything and everything that she requested of us. We were very happy to respond.

VAL: Was this in, was the school in Junction itself?

ISABELLE: At Junction, in Junction, Piute County. 

VAL: And did you move to Junction before you started school? 

ISABELLE: Oh yes. I was born on the ranch, see. Well, you know I was born in Junction, in the townhouse in Junction but we had the ranch down by the Sevier River. It was on the east side of the river. We bought, father bought the house from a family named Shinnof(?). And they had built a 2 room log house on the east side of the river. And of course when we moved there that’s what we moved into. That’s what we lived in there. Of course, that’s before I was born. And we lived there, she came down and we were sitting in the living room part of the house and they wanted me to sing. And I was not at all reluctant. [laughs] And mother said, “Now come stand by my side.” I don’t remember what the song was but I remember walking very proudly over and standing by my mother’s side and singing a song. And I wasn’t very old, maybe 3-4, something like that.

VAL: How many of your brothers and sisters were living at the home when you were a young child? Was Uncle Willy, were all of the brothers and sisters living there at the same time?
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ISABELLE: No, I think, I don’t remember very much about Uncle Will and Aunt Virginia. I was old enough to go to the graduation of Uncle George. They had their dance, a graduation dance in a courthouse, the big courtroom in the Piute County Courthouse. It was a brand new building and they used that as a dance hall until it became established as a courtroom. So, ah, I don’t remember too much about Uncle Will in that building or before they were married. Very soon they lived in Junction, you know? They had a home about two blocks north of father’s home where they lived first. [mumbled phrase]


Piute County Courthouse
VAL: What was it like living with so many brothers and sisters?

ISABELLE: Hectic! [Laughs] I have said many times I fought my way through life. I had Clinton and Ottosen just older than I was, you know. And then Lorenzo and Orral and Armond just younger. So I had five boys! And I don’t remember them being able to outrun me until they got quite big. [laughs]

VAL: Do you have any impressions of them as children, the kind of boys they were.

ISABELLE: Oh, they wore ringlets. Orral and Armond had the most beautiful white ringlets you ever saw. And mother kept those boys drenched in frilled shirts and white ringlets, sharp trousers. I just thought they were the most adorable people in the world!

VAL: How about Ottosen?

ISABELLE: Well Ottosen was my boyfriend. I wonder sometimes if, he did dodge me at times! I kept right at his side. He was almost like a boyfriend to me I just loved him so much. And he was kind. Oh, he was so kind and very gentle and you know him now in his older age and of course he’s different now at this time. But he was always very sweet and gentle to be around. And Irving was more of a manish sort of boy. He was big and tall. And I didn’t go with him so much. Of course he was younger. And Clinton, I remember Clinton from, I used to go over to their home. And I knew them personally and very intimately. He was, of course, Clinton had a very serious accident you know. And one Sunday when we were on the ranch, now we had moved over on the west side of the ranch father built…

[break in recording]
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ISABELLE: Oh dear, I’ve seen my mother just so worried about all of us and the floods that would come down the river, fill the slough that was in front of the house, just down below the house. But most of his farmland of course, was on the east side of the river and when he built the lumber house on the west side of the river, it was just a worry to her all the time. And it would wash out the little footbridge south of the house. Father had to build, rebuild the footbridge. And of course that’s the way we got across. Except they’d swim, when the water was high they’d swim the animals across and then they’d go, or ride them across and then we’d go across the footbridge.

VAL: But what happened to Clinton?

ISABELLE: Oh, they were preparing to go to Salt Lake, not Salt Lake, to Junction to see their girlfriends. And of course they went horseback. They always had good riding horses and saddles and it was Sunday morning. And they were going up to church too I suppose. And mother said, they were already on top of the horses and mother said, “Now why don’t you go down by the corral and ride up here. Let’s see which horse can run the fastest!” And so they did. And instead of peering the house, the way he guided the horse, and maybe he wasn’t able to. But anyway the horse that Clinton was riding came back directly to the house. And I’m sure that he was trying to turn him, but he was hitting him and kicking him and trying to urge him on and when he got right by the house he just came to a stop all of a sudden and threw Clinton against the corner of the house. And I’ll never forget that. I was right behind my mother and she just ran. Father gathered him into his arms to carry him into the house. And mother ran, ran for the thicket across from the log house that we had then for a chicken house. And me right behind her.

VAL: She was running away?

ISABELLE: Yes, she ran back there and knelt down and started to pray. And of course I was right there praying too. She couldn’t see him. She couldn’t stand to go there and look at him because she thought he was dead you know. But Father took him into the house and administered to him there. And washed him, and rubbed him and worked with him and he finally came too. But even then we didn’t know, he was very, very low for a long time. We didn’t know if he was going to live or not.

VAL: How old was he at the time?

ISABELLE: Oh I imagine maybe 14, 15. And so, but that’s the sad part of it… We used to have many people come down to see us. Horus and, forgotten her name, Aunt Ellis, my beautiful school teacher used to come down so much. And there was Uncle John and father’s brother and Aunt Cad and their family, and father’s sister, Elizabeth Barlow and Uncle Willard Barlow and their family. Father went out first and then one member of the family after the other followed. Of course they were from Manti.
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VAL: You mean they moved to Junction?

ISABELLE: They moved to Junction. Because John bought some land down east, towards the black ridge, east of Junction. And Uncle Ed moved, bought some south between Circleville and Junction. They bought in different places. But Uncle Willard Barlow married Elizabeth. Father’s sister Elizabeth, she had been married, her husband died, and then Uncle Willard married her. And she had a nice good by Uncle Willard Barlow. And Uncle Willard Barlow was a brother to Aunt Cad, who was Uncle John’s wife. So our social life in Junction was quite a bit family like. Father had a big home, had a big living room. At first the living room wasn’t so large but as his family grew he put an extra room on the south and extended the kitchen south, a big kitchen, and put a bathroom, and steps running up to the upstairs. And took it out of the hall. The hall was in the front. It lead to the hall from the front door at that time. But he took the stairs out and pushed the wall back so that we had a real nice big living room and a nice bathroom finally.

VAL: What was it like sleeping in the house? I can’t imagine a big family like that sleeping in a...

ISABELLE: Well, I remember very distinctly on the ranch I slept between the two boys. And that’s the way we, two big ones and a smaller one would sleep in a full size bed. And then there were beds on floors. And of course in the town house father, after the first building, then he added two rooms on the north of the old home. And they were both bedrooms, and we had two bedrooms upstairs. And we had a couch in the living room where the boys who were cold quite often slept on the couch in the living room. And there was an old couch in the kitchen, the kitchen was actually 2 rooms but it was one big room. It was as big as two rooms could have been and quite often that was, if you didn’t want to sleep on the bed then somebody slept on it. 

VAL:  How, did you all get up about the same time and all eat breakfast together?

ISABELLE: Oh yes, oh you bet. That great big table was surrounded each morning and each meal. Father was very strict about that.

VAL: Did grandfather build the table?
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ISABELLE: I don’t remember, I don’t think so. I know we had a nice living room, bought a living room table. Now whether he built that kitchen table I don’t remember that.

VAL: What did you usually have for breakfast?

ISABELLE: Oh, we always had salt bacon, smoke bacon. Father, of course, raised his own pigs and we had a regular smoke house. And there was a big box, a deep box in the basement, and it would be just in the spring of the year when that box would become empty. Father would harvest, kill a beef in the fall, he’d kill 3 or 4 pigs. I’ve see him spend hours and hours salting, working the salt into the hams and shoulders and side meat. And then he’d, I remember some of the hams hanging from the top of the cellar. We had a cellar that had a cement floor but just the earthen walls, very cool. And the timber from the house had nails, and they were to hang the meat. And then there was a big, oh there was a big wooden box full of smoke. We had a smoke house. And so we had, at any time we had lots of meat, beef and pork my father cured himself. 

VAL: Did your mother cook breakfast, or who did all the cooking?

ISABELLE: Oh mother did the cooking. Mother did the cooking, and father gave her a hand. He always had something ready. He had the water boiling and he had, he’d get up in the morning, and when she’d get up in the morning we would find each child’s pile of clothes picked up and put in little piles. And that was father. He always got up and straightened everything out, and built the fire and put the water on to boil so that she could make the cereal. And he’d get the meat and cut the meat for mother. He was a good father, handy around the home. He did a lot for my mother to help her.

VAL: What about the other meals of the day? Did you gather together at noon hour, or did you have lunches or…

ISABELLE: Well, of course we’d, as long as I can remember, we lived right across the… No! At first the school buildings were up northwest of town. But I was quite small when they built the school building right across from my father’s home. The great big white lumber building. And so we always came home for lunch. And my mother would have a very simple lunch. We’d have very seldom sandwiches. Sandwiches weren’t part of it. We had a dish of fruit and we had a piece of cheese and, but it was served on the table. And of course it was very handy and we were all at the back of the house. Oh, that was the [garbled speech]. Of course the school was there. And they were over there. There were cups, tin cups that had handles all around. And the youngsters would come over to pump our well too. Now, I think at first it was just a regular well but my father, almost as far back as I can remember, he had a metal pump on that. And oh, I was quite old before it was piped into the house. But we did have running water in the bath. When he extended the house we got the bathroom and then of course we had, that’s when the water was piped from the sacred canyon up northwest of Junction. They put in the pipelines and then we had running water in the home. 
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VAL: What kind of discipline did your mother and dad use on the kids?

ISABELLE: Well, they knew what the rod meant. But that was the last extremity. [chuckles] They didn’t, they didn’t pamper us very much. They [garbled], that when they said something, that’s what it was. And I think there was just sort of a respect that we grew up with. They respected us, and we respected them. And I don’t remember them having very much trouble. When they spoke, we, as far as I could remember, we did what they wanted us to do.

VAL: Didn’t, wasn’t there much horsing around and the boys getting into trouble and?

ISABELLE: Oh yes! They fought. Of course they fought. But maybe the difference, having a girl between Clint and Ottosen and the younger boys, they were young enough that the older boys could make them think that they had to do what they told them to do. Oh there were plenty of difficulties. But I don’t remember, I just don’t remember too much of it. They respected their father and mother. We had that something about their discipline in the home that I don’t think there was ever very much question. Of course I even got a switch rod[footnoteRef:1] on the legs if I didn’t jump, but that wasn’t very much, very many times. [1:  Switch Rod - A flexible implement used as an instrument of punishment.] 


VAL: In what way did your mother and father instill a sense of importance of education, with George and Armond, and Odean and Orral, all of them having for that time a very advanced education? How did that all come about?
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ISABELLE:  I think that harks back to the time when my father was a young man. And he was studious. He read, always had something in his hands. And I wish I could remember the name of the man who came down to Manti from Salt Lake City. But he was an educator. And my father’s father was Mayor of Manti. He was a very prominent man. And of course he kept the dignitaries sitting there to visit in his home. And this man...

VAL: Like for example?

ISABELLE: Well people who’d come down for the city. To, well the state officers would come down to see about the city government or to converse with him concerning things pertaining to the city. In the beginning I imagine church too. But anyway this man, who was prominent in Salt Lake, observed my father, he was reading all the time. He was there and he said to my grandfather, he said, “Brother Luke, I see you have a very studious son here. Why don’t you let me take him? And I’ll educate that boy. I’ll send him to school and it won’t cost you a cent!” And grandfather said, “Oh, oh I can’t do that! He’s had as much education as I’ve had and I got along alright. Don’t you think I’m pretty good? I can’t do that.” And do you know my father grieved over that all his life? He thought that would be the most wonderful thing that could ever happen to him. And my father said no. And I have just felt like his great thirst for knowledge, and we had magazines and papers in the home, but I have felt that that great thirst he had for knowledge, and was so disappointed when that opportunity was open to him and he wasn’t able to take it, I’ve always felt like maybe that’s why he made such an effort to give his sons and his daughters the opportunity that he desired so deeply and was not able to realize.

VAL: You went to school in Junction for how many years?

ISABELLE: Well I graduated from the eighth grade.

VAL: And did all of the kids, Orral and Ottosen, they all went to Junction at that time? And the older boys went to Murdock Academy and you went to Cedar City?

 ISABELLE: Oh ya. Oh I went to Murdock. My first year was in Murdock Academy. Oh yes! I was over there with the boys, Ottosen & Clinton and I went to Murdock.

VAL: And then you went to Cedar City with the younger boys? 

ISABELLE: Then I went to Cedar City. Ah Cleo married, and Alma, she and Alma settled in Cedar City. And John and Hazel you see? They taught in Heber City and finally came and taught in Cedar City. And so I never stayed with him. And of course father paid them by loading them up with flour, and potatoes, and honey and…
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VAL: Paid the school?

ISABELLE: Paid John and Hazel and Cleo for taking care of them. And you know the boys would work and pay their tuition.

VAL: Tell me, were the boys fairly studious in school?

ISABELLE: Oh yes! Very studious!

VAL: Uncle Orral tells me that he wasn’t very good in mathematics. That you helped him quite a bit, is that right?

ISABELLE: Yeah, yes he had a little difficulty. I always liked mathematics, I was a wiz! I knew I had to do arithmetic! [chuckles]

VAL: Was there much of a social life at school?

ISABELLE: Oh yes! Over in Murdock there we were in those great big… Murdock Academy had, you see, was where the Army had been. Big Army barracks, some of them three stories high! We had a, our flat was on the ground and, we lived on “God’s Corner,” we called it. And so, and the big buildings were just about a half a block, about a quarter of a block away from where we lived, or across the campus where we went to school. And there was plenty of social life! My goodness! We had dances there. The boys would go down to Beaver. They liked some of the girls in Beaver and so they would walk down. I believe, I don’t know whether it was three miles or maybe not that far, but there was a, they walked from Beaver over to campus so it must not have been that far. But all those places where we lived, you see, were Army Barracks. And so we had our Sunday Schools and our Sacrament meetings were huge, you see. We’d go to those big buildings and ah, we had, of course we belonged to the Beaver Stake and the Stake Presidency from Beaver would come up. And the Wards would send people up to participate. 

VAL: So those were almost like campus Wards.

ISABELLE: Oh, they were!

VAL: Just like BYU right now.

ISABELLE: Oh sure, you bet! The same thing.

VAL: Oh, my goodness.

ISABELLE: And they were so close. We had a lot of fun. We would go up… The group on “God’s Corner,” I remember once we, those from “God’s Corner,” quite a few of us, I remember the holidays they were going to have school and we didn’t want school, so we all took off up the mountain, up to camp. Oh boy, I’ll tell you, they really poured it on us! But we had a real nice time! [laughs]

VAL: You remember any teachers?

ISABELLE: George Durham. George and Alfred Durham. And Brother Ericson.

VAL: Now is that, is he related to G. Homer or?

ISABELLE: Oh, he’s their father. George was Homer Durham’s father. Alfred & George, I knew them both.

VAL: And then Ericson who…

ISABELLE: Ethan Ericson, he was the head of it.

VAL: And they were all your teachers?

ISABELLE: Yes. And Crofts, another man by the name of Crofts. And, I don’t remember.
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VAL: Were things different in Cedar City?

ISABELLE: Oh yes, yes it was, I think [garbled]. I don’t know that I learned more, but it was a little higher plane I think. We used to go looking pretty ragged to school up at Murdock. [chuckles]

VAL: You mean there were better teachers than Ethan Ericson, and Durham, and Crofts and? Pretty powerful people!

ISABELLE: Not necessarily, no. Maybe that they were. But there was a little different atmosphere in Cedar. It was not a church school. I think it’s about that simple. And oh I enjoyed it, I loved it. I loved the sociability and the commonness of it. It helped me, a little kid from across the Sevier River in Piute County! [chuckles]

VAL: Do you remember any teachers there?

ISABELLE: Where?

VAL: In Cedar City.

ISABELLE: Oh yeah there was Lund. I liked him very much, I really had a crush on him. And Mrs. Maycock, Home Ec. (Home Economics). And…

VAL: I understand that Orral had some kind of mix up with the music teacher or something. Is there any, do you remember anything about that?

ISABELLE: No I don’t. I remember he used to get up and he’d dress up in a girl’s outfit and sing. He had a beautiful soprano voice. And many times, not many times but that’s what he used to do. He’d put hair on, curl his ringlets, and come out there and sing. And if the students weren’t right with the idea then they didn’t know that he wasn’t a girl.

VAL: Was he kind of a feminine kid?

ISABELLE: Yes he was! And he had that beautiful soprano voice. Just beautiful! And that’s what he’d do. He’d dress up and come out. Oh, he was really something. In the end, of course, he was slower and his feet turned in. He kind of walked pigeon toed. [laughs] That’s the thing I remember about him when he was a youngster. [chuckles] He’s a, not right now, but he walked pigeon toed. And he was a little more common and easy going. And we all could just do most anything and you wouldn’t think he would be big enough to do that but he did. Because he’d just insist on him doing things like that and he was just beautiful.

VAL: I’d like to turn directly now to Orral and have you kind of, as a young person, see if can characterize him. And what I’d like to do is give you a number of adjectives and let you respond to them. Some of these may characterize Orral, they may not, but you just react in any way you would like to. Okay? Spiritual.
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ISABELLE: Oh, he was very, very spiritual. He was, I don’t think he ever missed anything; His Primary, his MIA. And he was always where he should be at the time he should be there. That was his personality.

VAL: Intellectual.

ISABELLE: Well, I didn’t think of him as an intellectual. But as I remember he was among the leaders of the class. Now whether that was socially, intellectually. [chuckles] He wasn’t trailing behind, ever. I can say that about him.

VAL: Athletic.

ISABELLE: I don’t remember him being outstanding, athletically. Now maybe he could run fast, that I don’t remember.

VAL: Ah, aggressive.

ISABELLE: Well I wouldn’t say that he pushed greatly. But his personality and his abilities put him on the lead. He wasn’t a person that pushed his way around.

VAL: Helpful.

ISABELLE: Helpful, oh yes, he was very discerning. He could see when you helped someone.

VAL: Ah, Popular.

ISABELLE: I think so. Anyone who is talented is usually, in my mind. And as I remember it there were quite a few girls who knew that he was very much around. 

VAL: Ah, Generous.

ISABELLE: Yes, he’d give you anything he had. Always. Very discerning, very thoughtful. 

VAL: Adventurous.

ISABELLE: Ah, conservative. I don’t believe that he, as I remember, he wouldn’t go overboard. 

VAL: Critical.

ISABELLE: No, no I don’t believe he was critical. He was discerning but I don’t remember him ever being obnoxious, saying things that shouldn’t be said.

VAL: Withdrawn.

ISABELLE: Somewhat. I think he would stand by the side rather than perform out in front.

VAL: Ah, Authoritarian.

ISABELLE: Well yes. If he thought something, he was willing to stand by his convictions.
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VAL: Analytical.

ISABELLE: Yes, I think he was. He saw through things quite distinctly, quite thoroughly.

VAL: Okay. Do you have any recollection of him getting acquainted and meeting Aunt Marge?

ISABELLE: Ah, I don’t, know, where was she from? Idaho?

VAL: Yes.

ISABELLE: You see I wasn’t around. I wasn’t around. [Break in the recording]

VAL: Is there something else you’d like to tell about Orral?

ISABELLE: Well I was just going to say Orral and Armond were pretty good buddies. But they were quite different. Armond was very aggressive and Orral was more refined. And I think they got along alright but their tastes were different.

VAL: Could you give a couple of examples?

ISABELLE: Well, I don’t remember Orral being out on the school ground kind of dominating the place like I remember Armond. Orral was there and was liked, as was Armond, but Armond was the one who took over. Now that’s the way I remember the two boys. I think Orral was just as capable, I don’t know whether he, I don’t know if he could bat a ball as well as Armond…

VAL: You mean “capable” athletically or physically.

ISABELLE: Yes, athletically. Armond was a little more short! [chuckles] Maybe that was it. I remember Orral was being a little more quiet and a little more reserved. And Armond was a little more blustery and take over, period. And I don’t think he ever lorded over Orral at all. But I think Orral let him do what he wanted without too much opposition, too much counseling or… If they had difficulties, I don’t remember it. But I do remember that there was a little more refinement in Orral. [garbled] And of course he was so much in demand whenever there was a program he did. But that’s what I remember. Of course Armond was in the shadows as far as that was concerned. Or he sang, he had a pretty good voice. But Orral was the one that was recognized.

Minute 44

VAL: Now Orral eventually got a doctorate at Berkeley. Was he, from the very beginning, kind of inclined toward studying?

ISABELLE: I think so. I think he was more studious. Yes he was. He went to the line. When he was at school he prepared his work. And that was a little more difficult for Armond. He was a somebody that got out onto the field! Armond was smart but he didn’t care too much about it. And Orral was more studious. I remember his gentleness.

[end of tape]




IMPRESSIONS OF THE WM. LUKE FAMILY

By daughter-in-law, Emma Smith Luke

Some incidences that happened in the life of Father and Mother Luke (as told to me by them and by my husband), and my first impressions of the influence they had on us all, especially on my first visit in their home.

Early marriages were the thing in their youth, and they were both in their teens when they married.  They didn't expect or receive any big gifts from their parents, but started their married life with the barest of necessities.

Father, a fearless, daring, young man, was a progressive thinker.  In later years, he was considered one of the best informed in the town.  He was an avid reader of the scriptures and current events.

Mother also had very little schooling.  Her folks spoke their native tongue, Danish, and the children learned English.  "Tennie," as she was called, was well trained in the art of cooking.  Economy and thrift was the key to their very existence.  They had to live on what nature supplied in the natural foods.  Clinton remembers when they would visit her in Manti.  For a snack, she gave them one piece of bread with butter, or molasses.  Never both at once as that would be an extravagant waste.

They left their family in Manti and homesteaded a ranch on the Sevier River, south of Marysvale.  It was a well-located ranch with plenty of water and pasture and good fertile ground.  They lived in their little cabin for years and the children rode horse back to school in town.  Then the Government condemned all of the farms there for the Sevier Reservoir and father Luke built a large home in town.

William was called to fill a mission in the Central States and, of course, he didn't hesitate to go.  Annie sustained him and her large family with the help of the older children, by making cheese and butter and selling these to the miners near Marysville.  They lived on fish, which were plentiful in the river, wild rabbits and game and fowl.  They had to sell all the milk and eggs they could spare for cash.  No sacrifice was too great while her husband was in the service of the Lord.

These parents pledged themselves that they would do everything in their power to see that every child got the best education available.  And how they went without and sacrificed!  But they felt repaid when each came home with citations, diplomas, degrees, doctorates and PhD’s.

It was my privilege to visit in their home a few months before Clint and I were married.  Ottosen was just returning from his mission and I met him on the train at Provo.  We traveled together to Marysvale, where Clint met us... in "Pa's" brand, new shiny Ford.  How grateful I was that Ott took the limelight in his "home coming"!

This was a household of love and consideration for each other.  All had great love and respect for "Pa and Ma."  And what Ma said around the house was "right."  Pa was always up early and all the boys participated in the chores.  They had a big lot with barn and corrals, with horses, cows, pigs, and chickens.  And a big woodpile, where enough wood had to be chopped for firewood to last all day.  Each night someone had to fill a big box at the end of the stove with firewood, and I can still feel the great warmth from that big cook stove on those cold mornings.  There was an orchard and ample garden space for vegetables.  "Grandpa" was an excellent gardener and his vegetables were usually the first to mature.

Everyone came to the breakfast table when Ma called.  The fellows had worked up a hardy appetite by the time the chores were done and each was seated at the long kitchen table-- ample room for 14 or more.  Pa was seated at the end by the stove and Ma next to him on the side, this never varied.  He was a real patriarch presiding at his board and his prayer included "… all in need, the sick and afflicted and all those who have cause to mourn.  And all the authorities from the greatest to the least."  At each place was a big round bowl of steaming cereal and a pitcher of real thick cream and a large sugar bowl were passed around. There was a platter of bacon or ham, home cured, and fried eggs (two or three at a serving) and hot soda or baking powder biscuits with honey, jam, butter and a glass of whole 100% milk (What a banquet!)

This kitchen was the "everything room."  It was long with the huge range at one end; a south window gave plenty of light there.  Then a sink with cold water piped in, all the hot water had to be heated in the kettles or wash boiler on the range.  There was a bathroom, but the hot water had to be carried to the tub.  Oh! the hub-bub at night when all had to get ready for a meeting, play, program or dance.  There would be the men shaving, baths and pressing of clothes to be done the last minute.  It was a good thing the girls were usually ready before the fellows came in, usually late.  All this was going on with singing, whistling, joking and the yells of "Ma, where's my …….," etc.!

Orral and Mond were gangly youngsters, Ren and Belle the popular teenagers.  This large family had dwindled down to Clint, all the others were married and had left the nest.

The evenings at home were very pleasant.  After the supper work was cleared away, we sat around the heater in the dining room (this heater replacing the fireplace which was closed up).  The discussions on religion and politics were very interesting, however they would sometimes reach pretty hot stages at which point "Grandma" would leave the room.  She was a great listener, but when she had a thought to express, she gave it, and when the arguing got to a point, she'd leave the room.

When she was asked to be Relief Society president she just knew she could not do it.  The Bishop urged her not to make up her mind, but to talk it over with her husband carefully and make it a matter of prayer.  The very thought of this great responsibility made her ill worrying about it.  But her husband felt that she could do it, and he promised her he would support her in every way he could.  This he did faithfully and, at the first meeting, he was there with the sisters.  He sat by his timid wife and she asked him to stand by her when she gave her talk.  Have you ever heard of such dear confidence and trust.  Everyone loved "Tennie," and she soon developed into strength and wisdom in her calling and proved the faith of her Bishop that she was called to this position by the Lord.  To know her was to love and trust her.

This devoted couple filled a unique place in the community.  Grandpa was County Clerk and later Recorder for years, Junction being the county seat of Piute County.  He performed marriages civilly as well as in the Church house, he being in the bishopric.  This regular salary greatly relieved the financial strain in supporting the children with their education.

I think "Pa" has held every position in the church.  He was a very spiritual man and had great power in administration.  He told us how he and his companion administered to a lady who had been an invalid for years.  She was commanded through inspiration to "stand and walk and care for her family."  This she did, rejoicing, and at that time she prepared a meal for her family and the Elders.

I enjoyed the happy times we spent around the piano, singing and harmonizing, All had fine voices and Ma was a picture of serenity and joy as she sat listening while crocheting or knitting.

Another thing that impressed me on this visit was the way those boys had to contest to decide who would 'what,' this usually took more time than the job would take, but they got a lot of fun out of jostling each other, and dear Ma was usually called to be the good-natured judge.  She was always willing to join in the fun and sports to a point.  They all say she would take so much fooling, but they knew when she meant business and when they were younger she didn't wait until Pa came home, she would take care of the matter then and there.

Everyone in that small village participated in everything- marriages, birthdays, births and deaths.  And there weren't many secrets.  Even in this close-knit family community, there was some “feudin”, and if a few of the town fellows decided against the Luke gang, they had to gather reinforcements to out-lick them.  It was a great source of family conversation and fun to plan their strategy.  The mornings after Halloween, when a calf was seen in the church belfry, or a buggy was astride the school roof, or chickens were found in the schoolroom, or an outhouse tipped over or moved across town, Grandpa would just look at his boys and shake his head.  He didn't have to ask, "Who did it this time!"

"HOME" in Junction is a sacred shrine... where so much “livin” went on.  The reunions are getting fewer and far between.  Nearly all were present at Father and Mother Luke's funerals.  Each new year takes its toll and soon we will all be reunited together in our Eternal home.

It is my prayer that this same love and family devotion will pass on to the future generations, that they may enjoy the same happy unity that was ours.




Back Row L to R: Orson Harris, Amy Brinkerhoff, Vera Luke, Instructor Denis H. Robinson.  Front Row L to R: Jessie Luke, Josie Barnson, Clinton Luke, Ernest Sprague




“FATHERLY ADVICE,” 1932
(COPY)
Junction, Utah
Feb. 6th 1932

Clinton, Emma and Children.
Idaho Falls, Idaho


Loved ones: (If you will excuse led pencil I will try and answer your letter of Jan 17th).  It is much harder for me to write with pen so I hope you will forgive me.  I assure you we all was glad to hear from you.  I have thought of you many times, wondering how you was making it these hard times for all except the moneyed men.  They for some cause or other have lucked up filthy lucre and the world seems to be at a standstill.  Plenty of the necessaries of life but no money to buy with; the whole world is in the same condition as we.  Why?

I am so happy to hear my dear sweet Grand children love to go to school and learn how thankful we should be that the schools are able to go on and our children can be in good warm, healthy school houses and good kind efficient Teachers to care for them.  Maurine, Billey and all that are going to school, try and learn all you can, the Lord wants us to know everything that is good; but of course we cannot learn it all at once, but we can learn a little each day.  The wise man Solomon said, "A good name is rather to be chosen than great riches, and learning rather than silver and gold."  One of the many things that gave me Joy at dear Odeen's funereal (sic) was the good name he was given and the good things he had said and done.  A good name is worth a city.  So my dear, sweet Grand children be good and Grand Pa will ever Bless you.

Now about Dear Mother.  All of her noble and fine qualities of character and being are a thing of the past.  She has no feeling either in body or mind.... (ed. note: Dr. Odeen Luke, son, said that the hardening of her arteries in the brain as well as the body had destroyed all of the nerve connections in her brain).  George recommends me to take her to Provo.  What do you say? I have had a horror of putting her in the Hospital there.  O, if I could just lay her to rest how happy I would be.  Sister Ella Morrill is very low.  She may pass away any moment.  I was over to see her on Wednesday.  Fern and Myrtal was crying and said O if she only could live.  I said why, Sister Morrill is 78 years old.  She has out lived her usefullness (sic).  She is now ready to go on the other side, don't keep her.  There are worse things than death.  That I would be happy to lay sister Luke away.  They said Yes that is true.  Maybe we should not try to keep her but O how we will miss her.  Myrtal has been staying there helping to take care of her.  I dropped a $5.00 bill in Brother Morrill's hand.  He did not want to take it but I insisted.  He is so crippled up he can hardly get around.  Joe and his boys has to do all his chores.  They, Brother and Sister Morrill have taken care of Myrtal and Dona.  I thought it was no more than my duty to help them.  They are in need.  Lyman Johnson is also in bed with heart trouble.  Word came Tuesday Guartude Stoker, John Stoker's oldest girl was killed in an auto accident.  She is so mashed up.  The undertaker says she is not fit to be seen.  Her and Husband and one boy lived in Loss Angeles Cali (sic).  She will be buried there.  R. P. Woolley is still alive, will be 100 years old 2nd of next March.  Uncle John and family are all well, they send their kind regards.  I spent part of my brother George's birthday on the 4th of this month, he would have been 73 years old if he had been alive.  He was killed 6th of Dec. 1880.  Willie and Family are well.  Isabell and Family doing fine.  Hazel has been suffering with a sever (sic) pain in her head.  I think it is caused by her tonsils.  She should have them out.  Armond left last Tuesday with a truck load of Potatoes to try and sell in Salt Lake City, Willmia and babies are here.  He has been trucking spuds to Lass Vagues for Barlow Luke & Co.  Jess and family are well, children doing well in school.  Edna is going to high school at Circleville.  Lorenzo we never hear from.  The rest of the family I guess you know as much about as we do.  We sure have had a cold winter.  More snow then we have had in any one year for 20 years.  The ground hog failed to see his shadow down here.  Yesterday it began thawing here some.  I tell you I have had all I could do to keep enough wood choped (sic) for three fires up to date we have burnt 11 cords of wood and over a ton of coal.  Just think, Clinton on the 20th of this month you will be 39 years old.  We all wish you many returns of that day Monday forenoon, Sister Mary McIntosh was the first to spank you, down on the ranch in the log room on the East of the Chynoth Ranch home.  May the Lord Bless and prosper you and guide you in that straight and narrow path that leds (sic) to everlasting life.  May your Dear Companion Emma ever be by your side to help you care for those beautiful darling children.  I do hope they all will live to fill the great Mission for which they came to Earth for.  Myrtal sure has a beautiful sweet Girl.  I am going to buy her as Great Grand Father the first High chair of her life.  Dona to is growing to be lovely big girl.  Now Emma I want to thank you for your dear letter.  You, I hope, will be in a position someday to have the righteous desires of your heart granted in all things.  It is not wisdom that we should have all our desires at once presented to us but receive them a little at a time.  You know we must taste the bitter to appreciate the sweet.  The Trials we pass through is what makes us wise and that Knowledge will forever remain with us.  May our Father in heaven Bless you all.
Love, Father

(second page copy)

NOW TO ANSWER YOUR QUESTION TO THE PROPHET JOSEPH SMITH'S VISION OF MAY 16, 1843 AUTHENTIC      Sec 131 D & C.  

In the Translation of the Bible by Joseph Smith, In Genesis 50 ch. 26 v. "A Seer shall the Lord my God (this is Joseph the son of Jacob of Old speaking) raise up, who shall be a choice seer unto the fruit of my loins.  Thus Saith the Lord God of my Fathers unto me.  A choice seer will I raise up."  In v 33 he says, "And that seer will I Bless and they that seek to destroy him shall be confounded… and his name shall be called Joseph.”  In v 29 he says, "And I will make him great in mine eyes for he shall do my work and he shall be great like unto Moses."  Now what is the work this Seer is to do?  He is to bring forth the covenants of the Lord and also bring my people unto Salvation.  I wish you could read the whole chapter.  Clinton if you have a Book of Mormon read the 3 chapter of second Nephi in the chapter you will get an idea it is not Just exactly as it is in the New Translation but you will see what I am trying to prove.

In section 132 which you will see is a revelation this revelation is the new and everlasting covenant of marriage.  Read section 132 it will do you good.  On Page 336 Vol. 5 History of the Church by B. H. Roberts, Joseph the seer says, "If I had not actually got into this work and been called of God, I would back out.  But I cannot back out.  I have no doubt of the Truth.”  On Page 362 V. 5 Mar, 1843 he says, "It is my Meditation all the day, and more than my meat and drink to know how I shall make the saints of God comprehend the visions that roll like an overflowing surge before my minde (sic).  Oh how I would delight to bring before you things which you never thought of."

On P. 389 he says, "I could exhort you to go on and continue to call upon God untill (sic) you make your calling and election sure for yourselves, by obtaining this more sure word of Prophecy.  Read the second Epistle of Peter.  The Prophet or seer says you would want that more sure word of Prophecy that they were sealed in the heavens and had the promise of eternal life in the Kingdom of God.  Now for the Instructions given by Joseph Smith as found in sec 131. In the celestial glory there are three heavens or degrees (Besides these 3, there are the Terrestrial and Telestial) And in Order to obtain the highest a man must enter in this order of the Priesthood (meaning the New and Everlasting Covenant of Marriage) (Read sec. 132) and if he does not, he cannot obtain it.  The prophet in commenting on this says, "Except a man and his wife enter into an everlasting covenant and be Married for eternity while in this Probation or life, by the power and authority of the Holy Priesthood they will cease to increase when they die; that is, they will not have any children after the resurrection.  But those who are married by the Power and Authority of the Priesthood in this life, and continue without committing the sin against the Holy Ghost, will continue to increase and have children in the Celestial Glory.  The unpardonable sin is to shed innocent blood or be accessory thereto.  All other sins will be visited with judgment in the flesh, and the spirit being delivered to the buffetings of Satan untill (sic) the day of the Lord Jesus.

Salvation means a man's being placed beyond the power of all his enemies.  The more sure word of prophecy means a man's knowing he is sealed up into eternal life by revelation and the spirit of prophecy through the power of the Holy Priesthood.  It is impossible for a man to be saved in ignorance.  The one who officiates or does the sealing is supposed to have the power required.  So you see it is impossible for a man to be saved in ignorance.

Yes, Clinton the Vision you speak of is authentic because it is given by one who has Authority from God, as a seer.  A seer is one who can see what is going on in this world by men or beast and also what is going on in the spirit world.  In Vol. 5 Church History the prophet says, "I saw things that was not Lawful for me to tell.  A Prophet is one who tells what has come, what will come in the future, A Revelation is one that the Lord speaks through.  Now, Clinton, if this is not satisfactory, I will go into it further.

Since starting this letter Feb. 6 all the snow has gone out of the town today the 8th it has been a drizzling rain nearly all day.  Sister Morrill is gaining a little.  Willie was told today that unless the Teachers of the schools would teach the last two months, for 3/4 of their salary, school would have to close in March.  Will said he would continue to teach.

Give our love to all and peace be with you.  Wishing you a very happy birthday.

All send their love and best wishes.

Lovelingly (sic) Father
(William Haydock Luke)






            William Haydock Luke		     	  Annie Martina Ottosen



Luke Family Members



PERSONAL PRIESTHOOD ORDINATIONS



WILLIAM HAYDOCK LUKE POSTERITY

WILLIAM HAYDOCK LUKE was born 25 Jan 1858 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  He died 10 May 1936 and was buried 13 May 1936 at Manti, Utah.  He married (1) ANNE MARTINA OTTOSEN, dau of JENS OTTESEN and JOHANNA SORENSSON on 14 Mar 1878.  She was born 15 Nov 1861 at Goshen, Utah, Utah.  She died 13 Oct 1933 at Provo, Utah and was buried at Manti, Utah.

Their children:

WILLIAM JAMES was born 22 Dec 1878 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  (Chapter 6) 

JOSEPH LIONAL was born 12 Mar 1880 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  (Chapter 7) 

GEORGE LEROY was born 3 Nov 1881 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  (Chapter 8) 

MELVIN was born 13 Oct 1883 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  (Chapter 9) 

CLEO JOHANNAH was born 30 Sep 1885 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  (Chapter 10) 

HAZEL MARY was born 12 Apr 1887 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  (Chapter 11) 

ODEEN was born 11 Mar 1889 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 12) 

JESSIE was born 5 Apr 1891 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 13) 

CLINTON LAMAR was born 20 Feb 1893 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 14)

OTTOSON was born 21 Apr 1895 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 15) 

ISABELLE MARTINA was born 14 Aug 1897 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 16) 

LORENZO FRANKLIN was born 14 Oct 1899 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 17)

ORRAL STANFORD was born 23 July 1903 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 18)

ALTON ARMOND was born 6 Apr 1905 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  (Chapter 19)



CHAPTER 2

HIGH SCHOOLING

“A VITAL SACRIFICE” 

The Luke family’s emphasis on education has its roots tied to the English Luke and Perkins families, with the earliest known reference being the family’s attendance at the Royal Lancastrian “free” school started in 1809 on Lever Street in Manchester, England.  Charles and Hannah Luke, residents of Manchester, wanted their children to be educated and lived close to this school to achieve this goal.  It was here that William Luke (Sr.) likely first met Emma Perkins, love blossomed, then eventual marriage (this pattern for forming spousal relationships would later be repeated at Murdock Academy for various family members).  Emma’s father John Henry Perkins was the first Superintendent of the Lancastrian School and retained that position to retirement at age 54.  Similarly, the Utah Luke Family spawned a chain of teachers and educators.

The story of Murdock Academy is an American extension of these early educational beginnings, but with a unique frontier Mormon twist.  The family story of providing schooling is one of personal sacrifice made by William Haydock and Anna Martina Luke for their large family.  They believed deeply in the importance of education and instilled it deep in the hearts of their children.  Also, their religion assigned a high priority to education.  When William, Anna and their then five children moved from Manti to Junction, Utah in 1888, this little wilderness outpost only had schooling up to the eighth grade because of limited resources and the small population in Junction.

For schooling beyond the 8th grade, the family first sent their oldest son (at age 15) William (”Willy”) to attend the Murdock Academy in Beaver, Utah in about 1889.  Beaver is 20 miles directly west of Junction but separated by mountains.  By road it was 60 miles to Beaver, traveling south, west, and then back north.  While attending the Murdock Academy, Willy was able to become better acquainted with his future wife, Lavenia Allen.  After this schooling and marriage, Willy taught at Junction and eventually bought a farm at Kingston, Utah and became the Principal of the Kingston Elementary School.

Earlier in 1886, the Beaver Stake had formed an LDS Stake Academy for advanced schooling that first was housed in rooms rented above the co-op store in Beaver, followed by use of other facilities over the years.  Finally in 1898, Ft. Cameron, a military post (240 acres) was converted and dedicated as a successor facility for this school, initially called a branch of the Brigham Young Academy at Beaver.  The military hospital was refurbished as an office and classroom building.  The commissary became a bookstore.  Barracks were converted for use as an assembly hall, dormitory, gymnasium, and industrial arts class building.  Officers' quarters became faculty and student apartments.  George (age 17) was of age to attend this new high school facility now housed at the old fort.

The US Army military post had been abandoned in 1882, and, according to one account, the property was acquired by various members of the Beaver community for $15,000.  This group included John R. Murdock, Philo T. Farnsworth (grandfather of the inventor of the TV), Kent Farnsworth, and other local citizens, in hopes of locating an academy on the site.  In 1898, then Stake President John R. Murdock and Mr. Farnsworth, bishop of the Beaver Ward, presumably representing the community, donated the abandoned fort to the school.

It wasn’t until 1908 that the Beaver Branch separated from Brigham Young University and became formally known as the Murdock Academy in honor of one of its donors.  The family just refers to it in their histories as the Murdock Academy to simplify the story.  The academy offered preparatory classes for teenagers who had not completed grade school, and four years of high school.  It also functioned as a "reform school" for wayward boys.  In addition, a college course was taught for Beaver City teachers and Murdock faculty who had not secured their degrees.

Each of the children were expected to start their high school education around their 16th birthday.  In her history, Isabelle states that “Mother (Anna Martina) would work for weeks before she would send two, three or four of us away for the winter (to Murdock).  We would ‘batch’ or keep house for ourselves, so we would have to take enough food to last us for months or until Christmas time.

Father would come in the white top buggy to bring us home for the holidays.  Then he would load the wagon with supplies again, and would take us back to school.  When all the work and worry of getting us off was over, mother would go from room to room picking up this little thing and that little remembrance of those who were gone, the tears streaming down her face.  This would go on for days, but we must take all the advantages that came our way for improvement, everything she had wanted so badly, now she could help us to realize.”

When George (3rd son) was 16 (1897), the family enrolled him in Murdock.  And following family tradition, it was there that he met his future wife, Adella Connell.  After graduating from the Academy, George went back to Junction where he taught the intermediate grade in the local school.  One of George's pupils was his brother Ottosen.  In 1904 George and Adella were married and moved back to Beaver in 1905 where he taught school.  In the fall of 1908 George moved his family to Provo where he completed a Bachelor's Degree in three years at BYU (1911 grad), then again moved back to Beaver and taught at the Academy.

Melvin (4th son) attended Murdock in 1900 (age 17) for two short years.  During the following years up to 1910 he worked at various jobs, and then returned to the Murdock Academy in the fall of 1911, graduating from there in 1913 at age 30.

Cleo, 5th child, attended the Murdock Academy in 1901, the year of the severe earthquake (Nov. 13th), then went on to receive a teaching certificate from the University of Utah.  She taught school for a number of years.  Her next younger sister, Hazel (6th child) started her high school education in 1904 at the Murdock, but on completion of her first year she was called home to help allay the financial burden of sending her father on his two year mission.  In 1906, after her father's return home from his mission, Hazel returned to Beaver, and in the fall of 1906, she resumed her studies at the Academy.

Odeen, 7th child was next, attending Murdock probably over the period 1905-07.  Then, following in succession, came Jesse, Clint, Otto and Isabelle, each completing only parts of their High School education at Murdock.  For example, Jesse notes that she, Clint and Isabelle also attended the BYU Academy in Provo.

Isabelle’s first year in high school was at Murdock Academy, where she, Clinton and Ottosen lived on what was called "God's Corner."  She missed the next year then completed work in Provo at BYU Academy.  Her third year in high school (1915-16) she spent at the North Cache High in Richmond, Utah, situated a few miles north of Logan.  The rest of her schooling was received at the Branch Agricultural College (BAC) at Cedar City, Iron County, Utah.  In 1897 the residents of Cedar City had formed the "Branch Normal School", which was later renamed BAC in 1913.  At this time it was converted to be a branch of Utah State Agricultural College located in Logan, Utah.

All of the children in the family were well acquainted with Murdock, and early on Ren was asked to drive his older brothers and sisters in an open-topped buggy over the mountains on the very winding and treacherous road to Murdock.  However, at age 16-17 (1916), Ren came to Cedar City along with Ottosen and Belle to go to school at BAC, as it had now become the school of choice for the family.  Coming of age, Orral thus attended BAC in about 1919, followed by Armond, in about 1921.  The family’s use of Murdock Academy had thus come to an end, and it was shut down in 1922, being the last of twenty-five LDS run academies to close, being replaced by public education.

All family members who attended Murdock (and BAC) were active in music circles, belonging either to the all girl band or the all male band.  Family members were all very athletic (including Jesse) and also participated in many other scholastic organizations at Murdock.  For example, Clinton was to distinguish himself in the broad jump and represented Murdock in State competitions.  At age 16 he went to Salt Lake City with the Murdock team looking forward to their fifth straight state championship.  However, when their team entered the field they were told that Clinton was disqualified due to an age technicality.  So the full Murdock team withdrew from the meet after a strong protest.

The following special tribute was paid to George Luke for his service at Murdock by its principal, E. E. Ericksen:

“George Luke, teacher of physics and mathematics, was also a man of principles and fine character.  He did not maintain the silent dignity of the two men previously mentioned, for which I was grateful.  From him I learned about the things that went wrong as well as the things that deserved commendation.  He became my advisor on administrative matters and my personal friend.  He was also the campus handyman, taking care of the plumbing and repairs in general.  If anything went wrong we always called George.”

E. E. Ericksen had served with Alfred Durham, of the Academy music department, as his first counselor in a Beaver LDS branch presidency and George Luke was his second counselor.  George had also served on various school committees, e.g., he headed the eligibility for sports.

Summarizing his family’s achievements, William Haydock Luke stated:

“Being born in the early pioneer days, my education was limited.  I determined, if in my power, to give my children at least a high school education if I could.  I am proud to say that I gave them, all except two, a full high school education and some to college, spending $189,000 to do so.  Having to send them all away from home, 10 qualified themselves for schoolteachers.  Three of that number receiving a doctor's degree: George LeRoy, third son, in Physics, Odeen, 5th son, in Medicine, Ottosen, 7th son in Dentistry.”  Later on Orral was also to earn a Doctoral Degree in Education, June 1939, a wonderful bonus for his father.  Today the legacy lives on with the power of this pioneer testament burning brightly for all to see.  Today William’s grandchildren hold many doctoral, master and bachelor degrees, with teachers and educators in places of prominence in all levels of education.  May his sacrifice and example ever be honored.

Sources: Minutes of the LDS Board of Education; “Memories and Reflections, The Autobiography of E. E. Ericksen,” Edited by Scott G. Kenney, 1987, Signature Books, Salt Lake City, Utah; drawn also from individual histories in this book.

School Days at Murdock Academy
Beaver Utah


L to R: Dave Sorensen, Leo Jensen, Ottosen Luke, Preal George
[image: Track.jpg]
“Track Team—3 Years Champions of Utah
Hercules himself must yield to odds”*
Front Left: Clinton

[image: Band.jpg]
Band – “Such harmony is immortal”*
Front from left: 2nd Clinton – 4th Melvin

*Quoted from “Murdock Views” School Book 1912-13
CHAPTER 3

ANCESTORS

To An Ancestor

I never met you but I think I know
So much about you that I almost see
Your form beside me as I onward go.
At times it seems I hear you speak to me.
I am the one to whom you handed down your dreams,
Your wondrous knowledge, and your looks.
You gave to me the dreamer's laurel crown
A love of singing words and poets' books.
Sometimes I wonder if the words I write
Are yours or mine,
For it is hard to tell these words that come
In lovely trailing white or clad in black
To sound a warning knell.

Dear one, my spirit knows this to be true
You are a part of me and I of you.

By Georgia Moore Eberling

[image: ]

WILLIAM LUKE, JR.

William Luke, Jr., the fifth child and fourth son of William and Emma Perkins Luke was born in Manchester, Lancashire, England the 2nd of September 1834.

His father, William Luke, Sr., knew the gospel was true from the very first time he heard it preached to the people of Manchester.  He was baptized in Manchester on the 9th of May, 1841 and the records of the Manchester branch of the church states that he was ordained a teacher in 1842.  He made two trips to America, the last time in May 1849.

A number of William Luke, Sr.'s children were baptized into the church but only three of his sons remained in the church.  "Charles Oliver at age 21 was baptized 6 March 1850 in Manchester by W. Barnes.  He was made a Priest 8 Apr. 1852.  William Luke Jr., age 16, was baptized 6 Feb. 1851 in Manchester by W. Barnes.  Henry Luke, age 15, was baptized 22 June 1851 in Manchester by W. Barnes."  These three boys desired to follow their father to America and especially to Utah where they could be with the members of the church.

Their mother and five of the children remained in England, but these three boys set sail for America and arrived in Salt Lake City with the Capt. Harmon's wagon train, the 16th of October 1853.

Their father, upon learning of their arrival in Salt Lake City, was so anxious to see them he didn't feel that he could wait for the regular wagon train which was leaving the next few days, but started out with wagon loads of grain with three other men.  They were attacked and killed and his team stolen by Indians at Uinta Springs, just north and west of Fountain Green, Sanpete County, Utah.

What a great sorrow it must have been to these three young men.  They came on to Manti and carried on from where their father left off.

Grandfather William arrived in Manti while the Walker (Indian) War was in progress and took his part in it.  And later when the Black Hawk War broke out, he was a Lieutenant in Co. B. of the home Militia.

In 1854, he took up some land near Manti, 36 acres.  In January of 1857 he met his sweetheart in Salt Lake City.  They had met and fallen in love at the Old Carpenter's Hall in Manchester.  This was the place where the members of the church attended their church services.  Mary Haydock, daughter of William Orlando Haydock and Elizabeth Crompton, came to Utah with her mother, Elizabeth.  They were with the ill fated Martin Hand Cart company of 1856.  Elizabeth lost one of her eyes from exposure and Mary frosted her feet so badly she suffered all the rest of her life.  William and Mary were married in Salt Lake City on the 10th of January 1857.  Since they were not married in the Endowment House, it was necessary for them to take their first six children and have them sealed to them in the St. George Temple on the 28th of April 1881.  They had ten children born to them.  William Haydock, 25 Jan 1858; George Henry, 4 Feb. 1859; John Thomas, 26 May 1861; Joseph, 4 Aug. 1863; Mary Emily, 6 Nov. 1864; Elizabeth Ann, 27 Nov. 1866; Charlotte Jane, 8 Mar. 1869; Alonzo, 12 Dec. 1871; Franklin, 21 Apr. 1874, and Albert Edward, 2 Aug. 1875.  All were born in Manti where their father had built a comfortable home.

Grandfather William "was an active and energetic man in business and politics and stood well in the community" a Manti history records.  He was a stockholder in the Manti Co-op and for several years was a director.  For a time he was president of the Co-op Herding Institute and was a stockholder in the New Union Flour Mills.  He was a member of the school board for five years, Supervisor for thirteen years.  The Honorable William Luke was County Commissioner for three years, City Councilman for ten years, Alderman two years.  He was the Mayor of Manti for four years, February 1885 to 1887 and again from 1889 to 1891, when he became Alderman again for two years.  He was also Road Supervisor for 13 years.

He was a small man in stature, but kept himself straight as an arrow when he walked down the street.  My brother, William James, says that he never looked to the right or left, but marched straight down the middle of the sidewalk.  He was very rigid in what he thought and said.  He was a very stern disciplinarian at home and seemed to command respect wherever he went.  Grandmother was in great demand when they were at a party.  She could sing and step dance to the delight of everyone except to her husband.  He considered such a display much beneath his dignity.

The history of Manti also records that "The Honorable William Luke gave a speech in the Mormon Tabernacle," so he was a man of varied talents.

His beloved wife passed away 29 January 1904, and my father writes that his father was so broken hearted, he followed his wife in death eight months later, 28 September 1904.

They were buried side by side in the Luke plot which includes their three sons who died in infancy, Joseph, Alonzo and Franklin, and also George Henry who was killed in a cave in Colorado when he was 21 years of age.

Elizabeth Crompton Haydock, his mother-in-law, who married John Lowry, Sr., is buried in the lot just East of the Luke lot.

     ----- Isabelle Luke Rust

My Grandfather was a perfectionist.  I would return to Manti in the fall at harvesting time to help Grandfather haul the grain from the field to stack it for thrashing.

Uncle Ed and I would do the hauling, and Grandfather would stack the bundles.  He would place each bundle very carefully, rolling and rounding them exactly into place.  Then while the boys would leave for another load, he would take a flat board and would beat the side of the stack until it became perfectly round.

Grandmother was sweet and patient with Grandfather… and "she knew exactly how to handle him!"

     ----- Melvin Luke


LIFE HISTORY OF MARY HAYDOCK LUKE



Born Jan. 29, 1835 at Little Eton, Manchester, Lancashire, England

Mary Haydock was the oldest child of William Orlando Haydock and Elizabeth Crompton.  Two other children were born to them, Emily and John.  No history is known of them up to the date of writing this history, 1934.  Mary Haydock, my mother, when she was old enough to work away from home, was employed in a silk factory and if her mother and her had not received the gospel of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, they might have been working in the factories until their dying day as many thousands have striven to earn a livelihood for themselves and children.  Mother might have had a husband, who was not converted to prohibition, as was her father, he gave to drink.

Her father, William Orlando Haydock, born July 5, 1804, at Prestwich, Lanc., England, died when my mother was 7 yrs. old.  She was baptized a member of the LDS Church, called Mormons, when she was 12 yrs. old.  Her mother and herself left Liverpool on the good sailing vessel, Horizon, for Zion May 25, 1856.  Their whole prayer and thought was to find a home of peace in Zion located in the top of the Rocky Mountains, where they would be under the guidance and protection of the God of Heaven through his prophet and away from the conflicting religions of the world.  This would make their lives happier and better.  It was known they were to cross the plains with handcarts but little did they know what that meant.  The ocean voyage of five long weeks was a trial of their faith, being so long on the water.  They arrived at Iowa City the 8th when they discovered that the tents and handcarts for the use of the company were not made.  The making of them delayed them until Aug. 1.  Little did they dream of the long months and weeks of uneasy traveling trudging over hills and rocks.  Times of want, snow and cold and loss were ahead of these humble people, composing a company of 676 under command of Edward Martin.

Notwithstanding all the difficulties and dangers in their path, they pressed on with all possible speed.  In the forepart of their journey, progress was delayed due to the lightness of their handcarts and the hasty manner in which they were constructed of unseasoned wood.  They began to fall to pieces and to repair them required some time.  At Florence they questioned whether they should pursue their journey from that point or go into winter quarters.  It was discussed and the majority was in favor of continuing on the way so they determined to go on rather than to remain on the plains through the winter.  They fully hoped to reach Salt Lake City before winter should overtake them.  This was a fatal error for the winter season came much earlier than usual and was most severe.  Elder Levi Savage, who knew the conditions, said, they had better wait until spring but he was overwhelmed and this is what he said "What I have said I know to be true, but seeing you are to go through with it, I will go with you and will help all I can.  I will work for you and will rest with you, I will suffer with you, and if necessary, I will die with you.  May God in his mercy bless and preserve us." (What noble sentiments.) So they pressed on.

While they were on the Platte in the middle of September, the first frost of season was encountered which increased in severity day by day.  Their rations were growing less and less and restriction was placed upon them.  Due to the loss of conveyances they had to climb the heavy grades and mountains, discarding a portion of their clothing and bedding that progress might be made.  Poorly clad with but little shelter, they were exposed to the piercing wind and bitter cold.  This caused severe suffering and many of the most delicate were placed in untimely graves.  They were forced to push on and wait not for anything.  Martin's Co. was composed of a large number of women and children.  The severe season, starvation and the deep snow and many other difficulties caused great loss of life.  On the Sweet Water, they encountered extreme winter weather and heavy snow.  Mother said the snow came to her waist.  

Every morning the dead would be wrapped in a sheet or some cloth and laid in the ground under the deep snow.  As many as 15 members of the camp died in 1 day.  A large pack of wolves followed the company and many of the dead would be eaten by them.  They were only allowed one scant meal a day.  If they chanced to find the hide of some dead animal along the way they would boil it and drink the soup.  Mother being tender of years at times became very discouraged.  One morning, she was so cold she dropped out of camp and buried herself in the snow.  The Company moved on, the pack of wolves following came near to her.  Her mother missing her gave the alarm and stopped the company.  When the wolves saw the men coming back they retreated and mother was picked up and put in one of the wagons.  Her feet were badly frozen and gave her grief all her life, especially in the wintertime.  

In what is designated "Martins Ravine" between the Platte and the Sweet Water, they made their last camp.  They had given up all hope and were ready to succumb to the severe cold winter.  Word of the sad condition had reached the authorities in Salt Lake City.  Men, teams and wagons with food, clothing and bedding were sent immediately.  Brigham Young gave instruction to the men not to waste time but to make every minute of time count to get there.  Along with them followed the faith and prayers of the saints in Zion.  When word was received that relief was coming, the joy that filled the hearts of survivors is beyond the power of pen to write!  With the help of men, teams and supplies from Salt Lake, the survivors arrived in Salt Lake City Nov. 30, 1856.  Out of 576 handcart emigrants who started from Iowa City only 426 arrived in Zion.  150 were laid away in dirt and snow graves along the dreary plains.

My father, William Luke, Jr. (who arrived in Zion Oct. 16, 1853), was living at Manti.  On learning of her arrival in Salt Lake City, he made all haste to meet his sweetheart there.  The gospel had brought them together at Carpenters Hall in Manchester, England, the place where the saints held their meetings.  They became first lovers there.  As soon as they met, they arranged to be married and on Jan. 10, 1857, Bishop Hickenlooper, Bishop of one of the wards of Salt Lake City joined them together as husband and wife for time.  They immediately left for Manti, Sanpete Co., where they made their first and only home.  Their first home was an adobe building 12' W., 24' L, 8' to the square with a dirt roof on.  Built along the line of the lot on the S. & W. corner of the block, a small window in the E. room in the South wall a portion center way, of the length of the Building. The fireplace faced the East. The door to enter was in the north wall near the N. E. corner.  The west room used for a bedroom, small window in the W. end.  Their first child, a boy, was born Jan. 25, 1858.  His name was William Haydock, the writer of this history, this 4th day of Sept. 1934. 

Their second child George Henry, born Feb. 4, 1859, 3rd child John Thomas, born May 26, 1861, 4th Joseph, born Aug. 4, 1863, died Oct. 6, 1863, 5th Mary Emily, born Nov. 6, 1864, 6th child Elizabeth Ann, born Nov. 27, 1866.  These children were born before father and mother went through the house of the Lord.  On the 24th of October 1868, they went through the endowment house in Salt Lake City and were sealed as husband and wife for time and all eternity.  Their 7th child Charlotte Jane was born under the covenant Mon. Mar. 8, 1869.  Their 8th child (born under the covenant) Alonzo, was born Dec. 12, 1871, died Jan. 4, 1873, 9th child (born under the covenant) Franklin, was born dead April 30, 1874, 10th child Albert Edward, born Aug. 2, 1875.

On Dec. 6, 1880 George Henry was killed by the falling of a bank of dirt in Colorado, 15 or 20 Manti men and boys went there to make a railroad grade.  The ground was badly frozen so they undermined and dug out the unfrozen dirt.  Then they put a blast of powder to knock down the frozen ground, it did not fall at first.  The two boys George Henry and Christian Henning began work taking out the unfrozen ground.  All of a sudden the frozen bank came down and killed the two boys.  It cost the parents $550 to get their bodies home.  In May 28, 1881, Geo., John, Mary, and Elizabeth, William H. (having his endowments, May 1878 went for George) got their endowments and all were sealed to our parents (they, standing for themselves), John T. standing for Joseph, just for the sealing.  Father and mother were so happy over the work being done.

Feb. 1908 in the Manti Temple, Rose Ellen and Lucy Catherine Knighton of Gunnison, Sanpete Co. were sealed to George, as wives for time and eternity.  William H. standing for George.  Mary Emily Luke, his sister, for the Knighton girls.

     ----- William Haydock Luke



William Luke, Jr. – Mary Haydock Luke





Family of William Luke, Jr.

Back Row L to R: William Haydock, Elizabeth Ann, John Thomas, Mary Emely
Front Row L to R: Albert Edward, Mary Haydock Luke, William Luke, Jr., Charlotte Jane




HISTORY OF WILLIAM LUKE, SR.
Utah Pioneer of 1850

Written by his great granddaughter, Mabel Luke Anderson

The Luke family is a very old one, although there are very few of them, either in England or Scotland. In the dim beginning we probably have our roots in the wild, stirring Highlands of Scotland. One old legend that seems rather authentic is that they were Lugashs or McLucases, Septs of the old Highland Clan, Lamont, but as the persecution and warlikeness of the Campbells increased, some of them left the Highlands and went to Glasgow and took the Biblical name Luke, but that was many hundreds of years ago.

Among these old Glasgow families there were John and James Luke of Claythorn, families of rank and importance. There came to my hand an article appearing in the Glasgow Herald in September 1939 upon the occasion of a presentation of a portrait collection by a Mrs. Stirling (formerly Luke) to the city of Glasgow of some of her ancestors. Concerning the "Luke Collection of Portraits," after giving a brief biographical and historical account of each portrait closes with the following:

"In the early 18th century there were probably not a dozen men in Glasgow who possessed any capital worth considering but the Lukes were among them. In these early days a planter's life seemed to many a hopeful prospect but not so in the Lukes; they saw with remarkable clearness that tobacco imports would demand corresponding exports and chose to stay home, counting a tannery, a nail rec, or a sugarie in Glasgow more than all the plantations in Virginia slaves and all.  As events turned out probably they were right- -a hardy enterprising race. They founded new businesses, and re-created old ones; they bought and sold, borrowed and lent--pioneers in the creation of the great commercial city of today-- their names ought to be borne in grateful remembrance, for with all their getting, they were not unmindful of their less fortunate fellow-citizens, and the Merchants' House still disburses income for many thousands of marks which of their charity they mortified for the help of the poor of their native city."

But why Charles Luke, the son of James and Nancy Luke, in the middle or latter part of the 18th century, left to go to Manchester we do not know-- whether to seek his fortune, to cut loose hampering family ties, if he broke with his family or if he was just an errant son, but we do know that he did and there he met and married Hannah Brook the 15th of February, 1790 in the Cathedral Church of Manchester.  Although he was probably a Scotch Presbyterian in England only marriages in the established church were recognized at that time. In the 1800, 1813 and later directories he is listed as a thread manufacturer at 60 Spear Street in Manchester.  He and three of his children were buried in St. Thomas Cemetery at Manchester. Charles and Hannah had nine children; one of them was William, born 8 May 1801 in Manchester, the subject of this sketch and my great grandfather.

Not much is known of William's early life, concerning his schooling apprenticeship, etc.  He undoubtedly had pretty fair schooling as he seemed to be able to write, compose, spell, etc.  And we do know that he had a great love of good books.  He seemed to have work with his father in the thread manufacturing business for some time, but evidently he too wanted to branch out or, perhaps when his father died in 1833, he went on his own.  He seemed to be mechanically inclined and was probably apprenticed that way.  His son says he was an expert mechanic in many trades as machine maker, carpenter, joiner and tool and dye maker.

In stature he was rather small, weighing in adulthood about 150 pounds.  He had brown hair, fair complexion.  When he was 23 years old on December 31, 1824, he was married in St. Mary's Church in Manchester to a most brilliant young lady.  Her name was Emma Perkins and she came from a family of schoolmasters and seemed to have great ability in reading and writing; in fact, her education seemed to be remarkably good, especially for a woman in these days.  Her father was a schoolmaster and her brother and his wife were listed as schoolmasters and mistress of Lancaster School; another brother Edwin Perkins was listed as schoolmaster.  There is one unverified legend that at one time on the visit of the Queen to Nottinghamshire where she was said to have lived as a girl, Emma had some prominent part in connection with her (the Queen's) reception.  William and Emma became members of the Baptist Society.


Manchester Cathedral


Between 1824 and 1839, six children were born to them; John Henry (named for Emma's father), Charles Oliver, Thomas William, William, and Henry.  William must have differed from those Lukes of Glasgow who were satisfied to stay in Britain.  He seemed to be obsessed with the idea of coming to America.  We do not know why he came in 1839, but we do know that he came to New York then, apparently wishing to find what opportunities were offered in this country for himself and his big family.  We do not know if he had heard of the Mormon Church before leaving England.  He could have because the British Mission was opened in 1837 at Preston, which is very near Manchester, or he may have heard of it when in New York State.  He stayed in New York for six months and, apparently not finding suitable work or becoming homesick, he returned to Manchester and his family.  Shortly after this he did come in contact with the Mormon missionaries.  We do not know the name of the one who converted or baptized him, but he was baptized in Manchester the 9 May, 1841.  So he was not long in becoming convinced to the truthfulness of the Gospel.  He received the Priesthood and was given a Patriarchal Blessing in October of that year at Manchester; again we do not know who this was given by as the blessing is only in fragments.  (It could have been given by Parley P. Pratt, as he was in Manchester during these years.)  He was made a teacher the 2nd of January 1842 and was a faithful member of the Manchester Branch who at that time met in Carpenter's Hall.


Interior of Manchester Cathedral




During these years he worked for the Charles MacIntosh Co. on Cambridge Street, for whom members of the family worked for 50 years and more.  During these years he and his family lived at No. 26 Kennedy Street.  When I was in Manchester, I went to this address, to Greater Ancoats, Every, Oldham, Cambridge and Butler Streets and it was really quite thrilling to know I walked where ancestors had walked 100 years ago.

Between the time of William's return from New York and his second departure, five more children were born to them: Uriah, Mary, Charlotte, Angelina and Elizabeth.  The three little girls Mary, Angelina and Elizabeth lived only months.  Although eight years had passed since joining the Mormon Church, always in the back of his mind must have been the idea of coming to America where the church he espoused was located and so in May, 1849, he again emigrated, again leaving his family to follow, he hoped, after he became established, although as yet none had joined the church and his wife, Emma, was bitterly opposed to it and was to the day of her death.  He came to America by sailing vessel.  We do not know what ship nor how long it took.

He stayed in New York again for a short while, then went to Philadelphia and apparently at first intended to stay there.  But, in a letter to his wife, he must have indicated a desire to go on west.  He probably wrote from New York or Philadelphia.  Her reply is in part as follows:

26 Kennedy Street
Manchester, England 
Nov. 22, 1849

"We received your letter dated October 31st on Monday Nov 19 and we were glad to hear from you but at the same time we were much surprised and at a loss what conclusion to draw from it.  You say that trade is bad there.  I can assure you that it is bad in England and numbers out of employment.  From the remarks you mention respecting money affairs we think you must have made a bad bargain or no bargain at all.

You speak in regard to the children coming over, but we would advise you to lay the matter to one side for a short time until a better prospect opens.  And in regards to the boys saving their mites, they have none at present, but we hope they will comply with your request when favor may say that opportunity comes, but as for the rest it is left to their own view and you must be aware that you cannot expect much from them when you say that you feel lonesome and unhappy in a strange land.  I here remind you that it was your own desire and wish to go and entirely your own free will.  Our advise (sic) to you is to make yourself happy and according to circumstances and let the religion you profess inable (sic) you to bear this difficulty you may have to meet through life……     

We consider your ideas respecting sickness and sorrow for we are well aware that it is the lot of mankind at one time or another.  Now in regard to the far west you make mention of and speak of the Zion being your desired Haven or resting place let us remind you there is no rest for the people of God on this side of the grave of long duration, but if it should please God that we may not meet again while in the flesh we may meet again in Heaven, that is our desired haven or resting place.  I here say once for all that if it is your desire to go to the far west or your desired haven comply with your own request and be led by your own conscience and by the dictates of your own heart but we think you are far enough at present for us to follow…

(He has apparently suggested she attend the LDS services at Carpenter's Hall).             She replies --- In regards of attending the Carpenters Hall, I would just say that Charles does attend but as for the rest it is left to their own view and you must be aware that you cannot expect much from them when their minds have not been cultivated.  As regards myself attending it would be no principle of mine for it has done so much as to deprive my children of a father that what would happen if it took their mother also, what would become of our poor children then if followed up.  I have no doubt but there are men of integrity amongst them, but their minds are biased and misled by many, and in regard of asking the Elders to come to our house I think it would not be proper….  For myself you know I told you I would not pin my faith on any man's sleeve but I have much to repent of and much need of forgiveness but I hope to look to the finished work of Christ when, all will be forgiven."

She then goes on to tell of their personal family affairs.  Much of the drama in the lives of William and Emma have come down to us in the very old letters we cherish.  We have seen a shipping tab showing he was doing some figuring on the costs of bringing his family over.

An old letter of William's has come to hand, it is apparently an answer to the above letter from her.  It is written in pencil and so worn and folded it is not all readable.  It was undoubtedly written from Philadelphia early in the year 1850:

“Dearest Beloved Partner,” he begins, then goes on to say how sorry he is that she is so unhappy, but he asks that God in his infinite mercy shall bless her and that he hopes and trusts they will meet again soon.  “I am very sorry to hear that you, Emma, have been sick, but my hope and prayer to God is that you will soon be better.  Try to bear these afflictions patiently and may God bless you.  Emma tell my dear son John that it caused my soul to be glad seeing that he hath remembered his mother in time of need.  Tell him to make as much progress in the (printing trade) as possible seeing that it will be very useful to him in this country.  Tell my son Charles that I am sorry that he is out of work, but seek, my son, and the Lord hath said he shall find for in the morning will I remember you at a throne of _______ and in the evening will I not forget you, and as for Thomas I am very glad that he has been a dutiful son to his mother in the absence of his father.  My dearest Emma tell him he shall be remembered by me and shall be blessed of God	……(then he goes on to talk about common acquaintances, etc. and then mentions something his brother-in-law had said about Mormonism): "As regards what John Perkins wishes to make out in his letter as regards me or the religion which I profess and possess is not hatred to you, my partner, neither does it teach to hate your children, neither has it destroyed my parental feelings - - no but to the contrary the Love of Christ constrains me to love, protect, support and seek out an honest living for them and this will I do by God's help....

Thank heaven the clouds has (sic) burst and the sun has begun to shine upon me and it shall soon shine upon you my wife and children.  My boss has raised my wages to 8 dollars per week and also offered to let me have money to bring you all over and he is very anxious for you all to come.  He also wishes himself to write a letter to you.

Emma, as regards the voyage I should like you to write to Brother Pratt as I told you in my last letter.  I saw Richard Shields.  He tells me that his mother and family is coming over and I wish you all to come together in the spring.   I wish you to let Brother Pratt know about Mrs. Shield and what office he has engaged their passage at so you may all come to Philadelphia together in a comfortable manner.  I have no doubt but Brother Pratt will be able to let you know what provisions is necessary for your family." …..(He mentions common acquaintances who are there in Philadelphia, he said the engine needs repairs and parts for which they are waiting.  He gives a list of the prices of various commodities, which are cheap, then says): "This country is different from England, the poor here can enjoy a continual feast of fat things.  The common run of clothing is as cheap here as in England.  I send my love to you, Emma, my wife, also Emma, my daughter, also John, Charles, Thomas, Henry, Uriah, my sons not forgetting my dear little daughter, Charlotte and I hope and trust that we shall soon all meet again in this country where I hope and trust that you my wife and children will never be short of meat or anything else that God in all his infinite mercy causes to be provisioned on His footstool for the benefit of man.  I also send my love to my brother James Luke, the Deans, Drummonds and enquiring friends.

….Write soon and let me know all particulars from your affectionate husband."

                    William Luke

William stayed in Philadelphia until the spring of 1850.  Before he left there he had received another letter from Emma from Manchester.  In it is reflected her deep hurt and bitterness:

Manchester, Feb. 21, 1850
"I read your kind and interesting letter dated Dec 20th 1849 with warm feelings and was for a time at a loss how to collect my thoughts knowing from whom it came.  I now beg leave to remind you of a few facts and if I could with sincerly (sic) of heart address you in that character which is or ought to be the most enduring of all earthly ties I should then have attained the summit of human happiness.  You will recollect that when you left the shores of England the last time I told you then that it would sever the tie that bound us together.... Your first departure was almost the cost of my life and over the remaining part of that period I will at this time draw a veil and forbear to wound your feelings.  Conscience is a powerful monitor and if left to itself will speak though in a still slow voice.... If however, it should prove for the benefit of my children ultimately I could not feel any greater happiness than their welfare…..  We may sustain our informities (sic) but a wounded spirit who can bear it and that from one who should have been the solace of my mind, but enough of this and I will hasten to dismiss the subject that has caused my many angry passions, injured my health, sunk my spirit and I have still greater cause to lament for it has weakened my noble and intellectual powers.  Ever remember that a sincerity and truth form the basis of every virtue.  These facts flow from a heart uncontrolled and unbiased by any mortal being, Adieu.

I think you have not counted the cost of sending for all the family at once.  You understand that it will take some time to make preparation and large means as well to prepare for so long a journey.  For my own part-- time and place have become alike to me.  But in the meantime I have no personal desire to cross the mighty Atlantic Ocean.

(After giving family and neighborhood news she concludes): To conclude I hope your fond hopes will all be realized so far as is consistent with the will of God and may you be directed by His Counsel and guided by His unerring Wisdom and let your mind at all times be open to receive the truth.  You have my best wishes for your health and happiness.  The children all send their love to you.”

I remain....Emma Luke

The pull west and probably slack work in Philadelphia did take William overland to St. Louis.  We do not know how he came or when, but he stayed there only two weeks, then went on to Kanesville, and joined the David Evans Company.  He came across the plains by ox team, leaving Kanesville or Council Bluffs June 9, 1850.  There were 54 wagons in the train.  We have no record of his experiences in crossing the plains.  The company was organized about the middle of June, 1850 near Council Bluffs under the direction of Elder Orson Hyde.

David Evans, a former member of Zion’s Camp and Bishop of the Eleventh Ward in Nauvoo, Illinois, was in charge.  On June 28, 1850, on the Platt River at a point a few miles west of Fort Kearney, Captain Evans Company was met by a party of LDS Missionaries traveling eastward.  At that time Captain Evans had lost four of the members of his company with the cholera.  This company arrived in Great Salt Lake City the 15th of September 1850.  William wrote to Emma from Salt Lake, but again the letter is not complete - - the first half page is missing and, of course, the back of that part:

“On the __ of April we arrived in St. Louis - on the 20th, where I stayed a few days seeking work.  But I found it to be as scarce there as in Philadelphia.  I was advised by my best friends to come to this place - - (half page missing) - - Council Bluffs.  I was there about 2 weeks hoping to get someone to fetch me to this place when one day in company with Doctor Clinton, he engaged me to come along with him.  I was engaged so suddenly that I had not time to write and inform you of my engagement.  I got here in September after enduring many hardships.  But I feel to return thanks to God my heavenly Father that he has prolonged my life for your sakes, for I hope to be able by returning spring to send you something that will be of service to you.  I am in work, but not at my own trade although there is a great demand for machine making but there is not tools to work with, however, I am joinering for the public work. Wages are high on account of the number of emigrants passing for California. But this is the place for a man to make a livelihood, where justice is dealt to every man.   Our President has set the price of labour (sic), if a man works for grain he is to have a bushel of wheat per day which is equal to 3 S.  I want the boys to learn all they can with regards to farming and mechanism.  I also want them to be dutiful to their mother and kind and affectionate one to another and wait patiently for the time to come when you can be removed from that land of oppression to a land of peace and plenty which I hope by the help of God will not be very long as everything is in a prosperous condition with me and I feel very grateful under these circumstances.  I have got a lot of ground in the city, one acre and 1/4 is allotted to every man and I intend to cultivate my lot next spring.  I have not time to write more at present.  You will give my respect to all inquiring friends."

He never cultivated that lot in Salt Lake City, however.  He only stayed there a short time until asked by Brigham Young to come to Manti in answer to a request by Isaac Morley to send more colonists there.

He was again allotted a little land and a lot in town.  Farm life must have been very foreign to him and difficult.  The idea of owning a bit of the good earth must have been precious to him coming from a great industrial city like Manchester.  On his lot he built a log cabin.  He belonged to the militia formed by the citizens of the town for the purposes of defending the colonists from the Indians.  He helped build the Little Fort in Manti and Guard House, the first built by 76 men between the 27 of May and the 28 of June, 1852.  He undoubtedly took part in the usual community life in this pioneer town.  An item of the Deseret News dated July 3, 1852 states that at a meeting of the citizens of Sanpete County in the fort of Manti City, John Lowry, chairman, persons were named to various offices of said county.  Among these was William Luke, referee or selectman.

In 1852, Orson Pratt, Brigham Young, Heber C. Kimball, Wilford Woodruff left Greater Salt Lake on a trip to southern communities, visiting in Manti.  William Luke must have been very happy to see Orson Pratt and talk over old times and inquire about his folks back home in Manchester.  I have often thought since I was big enough to think about it all how lonely he must have been, how hard it must have been learning a new way of life and so lonely, without a relative or close friend in a new frontier land.  Letters from home were precious.  Letters from his sons follow.  Charles (my grandfather) gave him the happy news that in 1850 and 1851 three of his sons (William's sons) Charles Oliver, William, and Henry had been baptized into the church he loved and for which he had given so much.

Manchester, England
 February 10, 1851

“Beloved Father, I now send you a few lines to let you know how we are all getting along in England.  I mean your family as it has been so long since you have had any word from us and we did rejoice when we received your letter for we had been very uneasy about you not knowing what had become of you, but I am glad that you have got to the valley of the mountains amongst the chosen people of God to prepare a home for your family that shall be willing to follow you where God has appointed for the gathering of his people that we may be shielded from the judgments of God on those not willing to follow… of the earth for their wickedness.  I pray God that he may bless you with his spirit and with health and with strength that you may soon be able to gather your family to the valley of the mountains.  Beloved Father, I have the pleasure of informing you that I was baptized by Elder W. Barnes on the 4th day of March in the year 1850 and I have ever rejoiced since that time.  Brother William was also baptized on the 6th day of February 1851 by Elder Barnes.  I was confirmed on the 8th of March 1850.  William was confirmed on the 9th day of February 1851.   I know this intelligence will do your soul good to hear of your children following your footsteps in obeying the gospel of the son of God and rejoicing in the spirit of God and am anxiously looking for to be delivered from old England to a land that is blest of God where we can sit under the sound of the prophet of God and also his apostles and all good men and women that shall be gathered from the different nations of the earth but we have much reason to rejoice that we have had such a man of God as the Apostle Orson Pratt for the light and intelligence that has come from that man of God through the help of the Lord has caused thousands to rejoice and praise God since he has been in England.  He has now left England on his way to the valley and I pray God to bless him and his…. and safely bring him to the valley of the mountains.  I have also some hope that Brother Thomas before long will come forward and be baptized but his mind being rather untutored and is easy led by his companions prevents him at present obeying the Gospel.  He believes in the gospel and only wants a strong resolution to break off his little follies.  Father, will you pray for us that the Lord will have mercy on your family that we may obey the Lord and be saved in His Kingdom when it shall be fully established in the earth with our redeemer at the head of it to sway his scepter over the face of the whole earth.

I have also to inform you the female whom Thomas was keeping company when you were in England and still is was baptized at the time as Brother William and also his companion and I hope Thomas will not be long until he will follow their example.  I suppose I might as well tell you that I am keeping company with a young woman, which I suppose as is natural.  She is a faithful saint and has been in the church for years.  Her name is Ann Beaver.

Mother is also writing a letter to you at this time but I thought it might be wisdom in me to write at the same time and tell you all particulars for you know her ways and she cannot see as we see at present and is not much in favour (sic) of the saints.  All that I have got to say she is about the same as she was when you left England.  She is my mother and I love her and wish she would be humble that she might see the truth and understand and obey it.  I hope it may be so.  I talk to her as much as I can on the principals of the Gospel, but she soon gets angry with me so I have left off talking much to her on the principals but I always remember her in my prayers that the Lord may turn her heart and incline it to obey the Gospel.  This would cause our hearts to rejoice.  Mother is pretty well in health and all your family is the same but I need not write the particulars of our family as it will be in mother's letter.

I have commenced to take the Millennial Stars in regular... The stars are only one penny each now.

Beloved father, Elder Yates has gone from England for the valley and I sent a letter with him with all the particulars of our family.  You will probably get it sometime this year.”   

From your affectionate son - Charles Luke

(Only a fragment of another letter from Charles which may be the one he mentioned sending with Elder Yates).  A letter from Thomas is undated and in very poor condition:

“Dr. Father; We received your kind and _____ letter on Monday the 8th of January 1852 and we were glad to hear that you enjoyed health and strength and hope you will continue to do so and that you may go your way rejoicing and now that you have put your hand to the Gospel Plough we may not turn your back again into the beggarly (sic) climate of the world.”  (He gives some family news.)  “hopes that they may soon be gathered home and that we may live in peace and unity together.”  (He informs him Henry has been baptized into the Church and that he has made very good progress at the school and has soon read the Pearl of Great Price.  He talks concerning his plans to bring them all over to America.)

“And now concerning the church it is in good standing at present.  We have removed to the Mechanics Institution and the President of the Conference is Elder Welock.  The work is going on rapidly under his hands and likely to do so.  The Brethren have made great inquiries respecting you and are glad to hear that you have accomplished... You were speaking of the Word of Wisdom.  The Saints in the Manchester Conference have entirely abolished tea parties and substitute....  along with refreshments.

We also send you word about John.  He is still enjoying good health.  He is still working at Less, Pershaw and Co.  His wife also enjoys good health.  We are very glad to inform you that you are now made into a grandfather through your son John having a little one now calling it after you, viz. William Luke.

Trade is very low in Manchester.  The Mechanics were all turned out -- Wages is very low and most trades working short time.”
We subscribe you, the Family
c/o Thomas Luke

William, in March 1852, went to Salt Lake and --on the 1st he received his endowments at the Endowment House and the day after received another Patriarchal Blessing at the hands of John Smith the second Patriarch in the Church.  He also had one at the hands of Isaac Morley in Manti.  In the fall of 1852, he applied for Citizenship papers to clerk John Warner.  On Nov 2 swearing that he wanted in good faith to become a citizen of the United States and to "renounce and abjure forever all allegiance and fidelity to every prince, potentate, state or sovereignty whatever."  In the Deseret News of 1853, July 17, he is listed among others as a Seventy, belonging to Sanpete County.  He received a letter that his brother, George Luke was sailing August 2, 1853 for New York, but we do not know what happened to this brother.

In the summer of 1853, William's joy must have been great when his finances were such that he could start sending for his family and when he received word that three of his sons were emigrating to America -- William, Charles Oliver and Henry, and Charles' new bride, Ann Beaver.  They sailed for America on the ship "Falcon" leaving Liverpool March 28, 1853.  They were to be in Salt Lake the first part of October 1853, the rest of the family to follow as finances permitted.

Quite a number of people were going from Manti to Salt Lake City for October conference.  They had been advised by the authorities not to travel alone or in small groups, but William was so terribly anxious to see his boys he couldn't wait and when he learned that three other men, William Nelson, William Reid, and Thomas Clark were going to leave a couple of days earlier he decided to join them, which proved a great tragedy.  They had only got as far as Uintah Spring when they camped, and reading from Mrs. Adelin Sidwell's history she says:

“The first of October, (1853) about a dozen horse teams loaded with provisions, horse feed, and conference visitors anxious to again mingle with civilization, clasp hands with friends and relatives at Salt Lake and also partake of the bread of life so freely dispensed in the Tabernacle started for their destination in the fresh tracks of four ox teams that had started the day before laden with grain.  The four men, teamsters and owners of their loads were Wm. Luke, Nelson, Thomas Clark and Wm. Reid.  These men had been advised to camp on Canal Creek (Chester) and travel in company with the horse teams across the divide and through the canyon but instead had continued their journey so the conference folks did not find them at the appointed rendezvous.... but a little afternoon as they drew near Uintah Springs (now Fountain Green) they were seen in the distance ahead, but what a deathlike ominous silence surrounded the spot.  The pale October sunshine played over the coverless bows and wheelless frames of the wagon, but there was no sign of life.  George Peacock and another herdsman, the vanguard of the company, rode toward the motionless bivouac.  They passed by the roadside-- with faces blanched they turned back, women fainted or breathed suppressed screams, while frightened children sobbed.  The men grasped their guns and sprang out of the wagons as the guard rode up and made the announcement that there was "trouble ahead" and told of the ghostly spectacle that awaited the sight of the distracted travelers.  Slowly the wagons advanced to where lay the body of Wm. Reid, stripped of every shred of clothing, scalped and disemboweled, his white flesh like marble he lay by the side of the road, stiff and stark in death.  The writer will never forget the ghostly sight.  He had run about a hundred yards back on the road to Manti before the fatal bullet stopped his race for life.  And though nature herself seemed hushed in dumb horror, every soul on the wagon train momentarily expected to hear the crack of the unerring rifles and the whiz of the death dealing bullet.  The bodies of Nelson and Luke were found near the wagons.  Bro. Luke was on his way to Salt Lake to meet his three sons who had just arrived with the European immigration.

The teams halted and one of the wagons was speedily relieved of its occupants -- they with the load being transferred and disbursed among other wagons in the trains and the bodies of the three murdered men were placed in the bottom of the empty wagon for transportation.  During the transfer and loading of the mangled remains oppressive silence like that of the grave continued unbroken save by the smothered sobs and moans of the women and children and the suppressed voices of the men as some order was necessarily given.  But as the train prepared to continue its melancholy journey, the hillside suddenly resounded with savage whoops and shouts of defiance and derision which reached the ears of the horror-stricken and helpless company, numerous forms could be seen passing to and fro among the cedars with which the hillsides were thickly studded, waving blankets and gloating over the horrible deed they had committed.  Every sack of wheat had been ripped open and poured upon the ground.  The company proceeded looking for the missing man.  Arriving at Salt Creek (Nephi) no joyful tidings greeted their ears.  An express was immediately dispatched to Manti with orders to keep on the west side of the Sanpitch River and look for the missing man as Judge Peacock, who was his half brother still thought it possible he might have made his escape in that direction.  But alas for human hopes, he was doomed to bear the tidings to his mother, his body was afterwards discovered where it had been buried beneath the grain.  His remains were brought to Manti and interred in the cemetery while the others found a resting place in Salt Creek."

Another report was from Hans Denison who said the first company of Scandinavian Saints to come to Sanpete at Uintah Springs came upon the terrible sight of the massacre.  Wagon boxes turned bottom side up and wheat scattered over the ground.  They were told that four men had been killed and terribly mutilated by the Indians.  These four men included William Luke (from a letter of Oct. 14, 1835).

So it was indeed sad news that reached those three young men from England, strangers in a strange land when they reached Salt Lake City.  There was no father to greet them.  The oldest of the three, Charles Oliver, had married the girl he had mentioned in the letter to his father before leaving England, so she was with them.  I am sure when Emma learned of the tragic thing that had happened to her husband, she did not want to take any more of her family into such a savage wilderness.  We have a copy of a letter dated twelve years later from Emma Perkins Luke.  She took in lodgers at her house at 26 Kennedy Street, then her children who were left in England took care of her in her declining years although she was only 62 when she died in 1865.

So that, in brief, is the story of my great grandfather, killed by the Indians when he was only 52 in a strange land away from family and friends for a religion which meant more to him.  I think he literally followed the admonition "And everyone that hath forsaken homes, or brethren or sisters or father or mother or wife or children or lands for my name's sake shall receive a hundred fold and shall inherit everlasting life."

Although much of my sympathy is with the little lady left in England, my dear great grandmother with whom I feel I have so much in common, his courage and sacrificing spirit must be admired.  I am proud, indeed, of my great grand forebears.





INDIAN MASSACRE AT BIG SPRINGS
 As written by Jerald Henrie
The Salt Lake Tribune February 8, 1959

At dawn, Oct. 1, 1853, a dozen horse teams loaded with provisions, horse feed, and Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saint conference visitors left Manti, Territory of Utah, for Salt Lake City.  The horse teams followed four ox or freight teams, which had left Manti for Salt Lake the previous day.

The freight wagons had wooden bows covered with canvas and were loaded with sacked wheat.  The drivers who were also the owners of the merchandise, traveled in the following order: William Luke, James Nielson, Thomas Clark and William Reid.

Since the Ute Indians were hostile, the opinion prevailed at Manti prior to the departure of the freight teams that they should camp the first night at Canal Creek (now Chester) which is 16 miles to the north of Manti.  The freight teams were to wait there for the horse teams, which were to come the following day, and then all travel as one company across the divide and down Salt Creek Canyon.

The Horse teams did not find the freight teams at Canal Creek, so continued their journey in the pale October sunshine.  A little after noon near Big Springs (now Fountain Green), the freight wagons became visible in the distance.


Uintah Springs near Fountain Green, Utah
Two horsemen, who were the vanguard of the company, rode toward the wagons, advanced nearly to them, paused by the roadside as their eyes scanned the surroundings, and then returned.

The appearance of the guards was tense and their faces were pale as they rode up to the wagons and announced:

"There is trouble ahead!"

The men grasped their guns and sprang out of the wagons, but as the guards told the story of what had happened to the ox-drawn wagons, "women fainted or breathed suppressed screams while frightened children sobbed," according to eye witness accounts.

The wagons moved to the spot where the body of Reid lay.  He was scalped, disemboweled, stripped of every shred of clothing.

The freight owner had run about a hundred yards towards Manti from his wagon before a bullet had stopped him in his tracks.  Looking at each other, the members of the train showed emotions of intense fear, and everyone expected any second to hear the crack of rifles and the whiz of bullets.

The dead and mangled bodies of Nielson and Luke were found near their wagons, but Clark could not be found and strong hopes were unexpressed that he had escaped to Salt Creek (now Nephi).

The sacked wheat had been removed from the freight wagons the sacks ripped open and the contents poured in heaps upon the ground.

When the teams halted, one of the wagons was speedily emptied and its load transferred into other wagons.  The bodies of the three murdered men were then placed in the empty wagon for transportation to Salt Creek.

During the transfer and loading of the bodies "an oppressive silence like that of death continued unbroken, except from the smothered sobs and moans of the women and children and the suppressed voices of the men," it was reported at the time.

The teams had traveled only a short distance toward Salt Creek, when the hillsides suddenly resounded with ferocious Indian whoops - shouts of defiance and derision reached the ears of the fear-stricken company.  Numerous figures could be seen passing to and fro among the thickly studded cedars on the mountainside and some were to be waving blankets, apparently gloating over the horrible deed they had committed!

But no further attack was made and the wagon train proceeded unmolested to Salt Creek, where the bodies of Luke, Nielson, and Reid were left.

The body of Clark was afterward discovered beneath a pile of wheat, which the murderous Utah Indians in their haste had emptied on top of him.


“... let it be said”


John Henry, Charles Oliver and William, three sons of William Luke, Sr., being the only members of his family who accepted the Gospel, left Liverpool, England on the ship "Falcon" on Mar. 28, 1853.  They traveled with the Appleton Harmon Co. Wagon Train and arrived by ox team in the Great Salt Lake Valley on Oct. 9, 1853 (.. just 8 days after the massacre).

Upon receiving the shocking news of their father's untimely death, these young boys worked two months on Brigham Young's home and then left Salt Lake to settle in Manti.

An interesting incident is handed down by Henry Luke's grandson, Henry Forrest Luke: At sometime during Henry Luke's contact with the Indians, he met an old brave who had been one of the actual parties that murdered his father, William Luke, Sr. at Uintah Springs.  This old Indian seeming to hold no rancor against the son of the man he had helped kill, reportedly gave him the details of the massacre, including the calm and detailed recital of how they mutilated the bodies, and cut or pulled William's tongue out.

Henry's knowledge of the Indian language made him exceptionally valuable.  He had become an Indian Interpreter to the militia… on some occasions he was the key figure in attempts to take supplies to the belligerent Indians, as the settlers tried to follow Brigham Young's advice that "it is better to feed them than to fight them."

     ----- Theron H. Luke

In the party that was massacred, William Luke was the only one wearing Temple garments, as he had been through the Endowment House in Salt Lake City.  Also, he was the only one who had not been scalped.

Some years after the massacre, one of the Indian participants had related the happenings of  that fateful night.  He said that after all of the whites in the party had been killed, the Indians went about scalping them, but as they started to scalp William, they noticed his Temple garments through the open neck of his shirt.  Dropping him, they said, "Don't touch him, he wears Holy Garments."

William had been friendly with the Indian Chief and the Chief said later, if he had known grandfather was in the party, he would not have permitted the attack.  There is the possibility that because of William's confidence in the chief, he felt he would be able to make the trip in spite of President Young's warning not to travel in small parties.

It is wise to heed the council of the Church, even when it seems unnecessary.

(A story of the Massacre as I remember Grandfather Luke telling it to me.

     ----- Clella Luke Winkel)



WILLIAM LUKE, SR. POSTERITY

WILLIAM LUKE, SR. was born 6 May 1801 at Manchester, Lncshr, England.   He died 1 Oct 1853 at Uinta Springs, Utah and was buried 4 Oct 1853 at Nephi, Utah.  He was the 6th child of nine born to CHARLES LUKE and HANNAH BROOK.  He married EMMA PERKINS, dau of JOHN HENRY PERKINS and ANN________ on 31 Dec 1824.  She was born 25 Sep 1803 at Sandiacre, Nttngh or Derby England and died _______ 1865 at Manchester, Lncshr, England.

Their children, all born at Manchester, Lancashire, England were:

EMMA LUKE was born 29 Sep 1825 and died ____ 1888.
JOHN HENRY LUKE was born 29 Jan 1827 and died 24 Oct 1882/3.  He married (1) EMMA F. ROBINSON and (2) ELLEN HOWARTH. 
CHARLES OLIVER LUKE was born 25 Jan 1829 and died 20 June 1900.  He married ANN BEAVER.
THOMAS WILLIAM LUKE was born 3 Nov 1831 and died 22 May 1876.  He married ELIZABETH WHITELEG on 6 Dec 1853. 
*WILLIAM LUKE, JR. was born 2 Sep 1834 and died 28 Sep 1904.  He married MARY HAYDOCK, dau of WILLIAM ORLANDO HAYDOCK and ELIZABETH CROMPTON on 10 Jan 1857.  She was born 29 Jan 1835 at Prestwich, Lncstr, England and died 6 Jan 1904 at Manti, Utah. (Ch. 2)

Their children, all born at Manti, Sanpete, Utah:

* WILLIAM HAYDOCK LUKE was born 25 Jan 1858 and died 10 May 1936.  He married ANNE MARTINA OTTOSEN on 14 Mar 1878. (Ch. 1) 
GEORGE HENRY LUKE was born 4 Feb 1859 and died 6 Dec 1880.  (Sealed by proxy (1) ROSE ELLEN KNIGHTEN and (2) LUCY KNIGHTEN) 
JOHN THOMAS LUKE was born 26 May 1862 and died 29 Apr 1938.  He married HENRIETTA BARLOW on 19 Oct 1881.
JOSEPH LUKE was born 4 Aug 1863 and died 6 Oct 1865. 
MARY EMELY LUKE was born 6 Nov 1864 and died 23 Nov 1952.  She married NEILS WILLIAM ANDERSON on 17 Aug 1882, 
ELIZABETH ANN LUKE was born 27 Nov 1866 and died 19 July 1922.  She married (1) CHARLES BESSEY on 28 Apr 1881 and (2) WILLARD BARLOW on 5 May 1887.
CHARLOTTE JANE LUKE was born 8 Mar 1869 and died 3 July 1922.  She married OLIVER CROMWELL PEACOCK on 2 Jan 1887.
ALONZO LUKE was born 12 Dec 1871 and died 4 Jan 1873. 
FRANKLIN LUKE was born 21 Apr 1874 and died 21 Apr 1874.
ALBERT EDWARD LUKE was born 2 Aug 1875 and died 11 Dec 1918. He married INGER MALINDA AHLSTROM on 18 Dec 1895.

HENRY LUKE was born 17 Mar 1836 and died 26 June 1876.  He married HARRIET LUCE 18 Apr 1857.
URIAH LUKE was born 10 Oct 1838 and died ______1915.  He married ELIZABETH BEADELL on22 Dec 1860.
ELIZABETH LUKE was born 21 Aug 1840 and died and died 12 Aug 1842.
ANGELINE LUKE was born 16 July 1842 and died 30 July 1842.
CHARLOTTE ANN was born 25 Sep 1843 and died 27 Nov 1892.  She married WILLIAM GLOISTER on 25 Dec 1866. 
MARY LUKE was born 4 May 1846 and died 2 Apr 1848.

WILLIAM ORLANDO HADDOCK

WILLIAM ORLANDO HADDOCK was born 5 July 1804 at Prestwich, Lncshr, England.  He was the son of JOHN ORLANDO HAYDOCK and MARY DAWSON, He died 31 July 1842 and was buried 3 Aug 1842 at Prestwich, Lncshr, England.  He married ELIZABETH (or BETTY) CROMPTON, dau of THOMAS CROMPTON and MARTHA MOTTRAM on 3 Jan 1828.  She was born 21 Dec 1800 at Prestwich, Lncshr, England.  She died 15 Feb 1862 at Manti, Utah.  (She later married (2) JOHN LOWERY, SR.)

Their children were all born at Prestwich, Lncshr, England.

JOHN HADDOCK was born 17 Feb 1829 and died 14 June 1871. 
NANCY HADDOCK was born 26 Feb 1831 and died 15 June 1886. 
GEORGE HADDOCK was born 30 Jan 1832 and died 4 Nov 1849. 
*MARY  HAYDOCK was born 29 Jan 1835 and died 6 Jan 1904.  She married WILLIAM LUKE, JR. on 10 Jan 1857. (Ch. 2) 
MARTHA HADDOCK was chr 14 May 1837 and died 3 Sep 1844. 
ALICE HADDOCK was chr 26 July 1840 and died 6 Sep 1842.

* Earliest available records show that the original spelling was "HAYDOCK."  The English colloquial way of pronouncing and spelling the name was "HADDOCK."  Thus, Ministers habitually wrote Church records as: Haddock.

MARY, however, assumed the original HAYDOCK.



Chapter 4

ANNE MARTINA OTTOSON

By Isabelle Luke Rust



Anne Martina Ottoson

My beloved mother, Anne Martina Ottoson, was born 15 Nov. 1861 in Goshen, Utah County, Utah.  She was the eldest child of Jens Ottosen and his second wife, Johanna Sorensson.

Jens had had a family of three boys and two girls by his first wife, Anne Jensen, but he had lost his entire first family, so it was not strange that his love for Anne Martina was so very great.

She was a very frail baby and was a constant worry to her parents.  But our Heavenly Father blessed her that she was able to survive the rugged pioneer life.  She became strong and very well equipped for the great responsibilities that were to be borne by her in the future.  She was indeed a mother of great wisdom and courage.  The fact that she was able to attend school only a few weeks in her whole life and that was acquired alternating a week at a time with her brother, Otto, who was twenty months younger than she, didn't detract anything from these two wonderful qualities which she possessed.  There was another great quality, which she possessed, LOVE.  Love for her family that knew no bounds.  Love for truth and honor and integrity.  She had no tolerance for deceit or untruthfulness.  Her "word" was her bond and was kept to the very letter.

Her mission was revealed to her early in her life.  When she was about fifteen years old, she became very ill.  She was so ill that everyone, including her sweetheart, William H. Luke, despaired of her recovering.  Bro. Snow, a wonderful man and Patriarch in Manti, was called to her home to administer to her.  As soon as he laid his hands on Anne's head, he began to bless her in an unknown language.  It was called "speaking in tongues."  When he had concluded his blessing, he asked if any of the people who were present had received the interpretation of his blessing.  The young man, Will, said he had understood what he had said.  He then gave it as he had understood it.  He said Anne was promised she should live until she was fifty (50) years old.  That she should be "blessed with the choice fruits of this earth" and have a numerous posterity and that they should grow up "as plants of renown."  "And I seal upon thee the gift of wisdom and knowledge and understanding… "

She filled the full measure of her requirement.  She gave birth to fourteen sons and daughters.  She was married in the Endowment House 14 March 1878.  Sealed by Elder Daniel H. Wells for Time and for all Eternity thereby giving her children the important blessing of being born in the Covenant.  No task was too hard or too long for her to undertake for the well being of her family or for the community in which she lived.

There was no school beyond the eighth grade in Junction, so it was necessary for them to send us away to school.  The B. Y. U. and the Murdock Academy being the two schools we attended most frequently.  Mother would work for weeks before she would send two, three or four of us away for the winter.   We would "batch" or keep house for ourselves, so we would have to take enough food to last us for months or until Christmas time.

Father would come in the white top buggy to bring us home for the holidays, and then he would load the wagon with supplies again, and would take us back to school.  When all the work and worry of getting us off was over, mother would go from room to room picking up this little thing and that little remembrance of those who were gone, the tears streaming down her face.  This would go on for days, but we must take all the advantages that came our way for improvement, everything she had wanted so badly, now she could help us to realize.

For fifteen years she was president of the Ward Relief Society.  I remember well when she was asked to take this important job.  She felt that it was far more than she was able to do.  She had never stood before a group of people to take charge or even just to express herself (and did not she have a big family that needed her full time?).  But "to be asked was to respond" was a law with my father.  He would help her with her work and all she need do was to ask of her Heavenly Father for his help and there was no question of the outcome.  And indeed there wasn't.

She was in very deed the mother of her ward.  I have known her to leave her home and family for weeks while she went into the home of a sick mother.  Every person in the ward affectionately called her "Aunt Tenie."  There were two elderly ladies, Sister Ellen Draper and Sister Mary Cook, who never missed a day coming to our home and they never went away empty handed.  A great community Mother, indeed.

She was a beautiful woman at fifty; straight as an arrow, few gray hairs and very much alive in every sense of the word.

Shortly thereafter she became very ill, and she ceased to recognize or remember us.  My father told me shortly before he passed away that he had begged and prayed to his Father in Heaven that her life would be spared to him.  That the message he had received regarding her before they
were married would be rescinded in her behalf.  He said, "Her life was spared to my great sorrow."  She who had done so much for her husband, family and community had become helpless.  Could he but have said, "Thy will, not mine be done."

Mother passed away the 13th of Oct. 1933.  Six of her stalwart sons acted as pallbearers.  She was laid to rest in the beautiful Manti Cemetery in the Luke plot my father had purchased while he was living in Manti in his early-married life.
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EULOGY TO MOTHER
By Emma Smith Luke

November 15, 1940, a group of sons, daughters, daughters-in-law, and grandchildren, gathered at the Ottosen Luke home to honor Mother, it being her 78th birthday anniversary.  The evening was spent in relating pleasant memories of her life.

Will, the oldest child living presided.  He expressed himself at being very happy to see so many of the children and grandchildren together, and "how happy Mother must be to see us all in such pleasant and comfortable surroundings."  Then he turned the time over to Ott to act as master of ceremonies.

Ott told of Mother's ability to get the children to work by giving them praises.

In turn, Mond said about all he could remember was the love and humoring she gave him.

Clarissa was impressed with "her lady-likeness, charitableness, and willingness to help anyone at anytime."

Then all spoke of the lack of schooling she had, and yet showed such ability at leadership.

Mel told of her attending a bread-making demonstration and how she laughed at the idea of wasting her time to go and admitting afterwards the many fine pointers she had learned about the art she was so proficient at.

Maurine could remember combing grandmother's long gray hair for hours it seemed, and how grandmother enjoyed it.

Hazel told of her pet dog, Cinnamon, and, when it was killed, how badly Mother felt and how she held a funeral for it.  Once a cow chased Jessie, knocking her down.  She would have been gored to death, but the fearless courage of Mother saved her.  She ran out, grabbed the infuriated animal by the horns and twisted its head so hard it fell, then she pushed Jessie under the fence and ran.  Her courage to act quickly in emergencies was told by Clinton.

Mel told of a runaway team harnessed to a wagon with some of her children in it.  She ran, grabbed a part of the harness, held on and kept running until she had control of the horses. Then Hazel and Mel told how they took the saucepan and bucket of whey out to the pigs.   Mel absentmindedly banged the new pan against the fence and got a hole in it.  They both vowed not to tell who did it.  They washed it and put it up.  In a day or two, she found it, and on accusing them all, noted the guilty look on Hazel.  So she had to tell and was punished.  Then, days later when Mel had the right opportunity, he told her he was really the one who did it.

Mother meted out punishment when she felt it was needed, but she was very wise in her judgment, and so forgiving.  Her intense devotion to her children always was manifest at all times under all conditions.

Will was reminded of the time he was hauling wood.  One night he dreamed while at a certain place in the canyon, the load tipped over.  It impressed him as being quite vivid and he told her about it.  She advised him not to go then, or at least not to that place.  But he didn't feel worried and went along, and forgot about it.   Late in the day he began his return with a full load of wood, and strange enough, at the very place he dreamed of, the wagon tipped over.  He had a date for the dance that night.  After unloading and righting the wagon and loading up again, it was dark and he started home.  Far ahead he saw someone coming; as he came closer, he recognized his mother. She called, "Are you alright, my boy?" She had been so worried since he left that morning, and when it grew late and Father wouldn't go to see, she had to.

She was very determined her children should go to school.  She inspired them to this end.  Once she sold a cow so the children could go to school and Mel did janitor work to send Will to school.  She had high ideals and encouraged them to go on in education in spite of all hardships and to act and be manly.

Mel told of Father and Will cutting ties up Mill Creek, and how he would take food to them.  Once Father sent him back by way of town.  There was a show that night and Mel was persuaded to stay.  On his way home late that night, he found Mother and Hazel walking to find him, miles and miles away from home.

Will told of the boys wanting to try the horses for a future horse race.  It was a Sunday morning and Father had forbidden them to, but Mother knowing their desires and being so far away from anyone on the ranch, consented to let them run the horses that morning.  At the end of the run as they neared the house, Clinton's horse made a quick swerve, throwing him against the house.  Father ran and picked him up saying, "My boy is dead."  Hazel begged them to administer to him quickly and began herself to lay her hands on his head and bless him.  He then showed signs of life.  Mel was dispatched to go to town for help.  Mother in her intense anguish because she encouraged them to race, was almost beside herself. 

Another time in Clinton's boyhood days, he had spells of worm fits.  Father came out of the room and said, “I'm afraid Clinton is going to die and leave us, unless we exercise more faith.”  Each child prayed alone, and in secret.  Will knelt down by the granary and prayed.  Then he turned and looked in at the window and saw Grandfather Ottoson, deceased, standing at the head of the bed where Clinton lay.  Will was so bewildered, he covered his face with his hands, then looked again and saw Grandfather Ottoson turn and leave the couch.  So he went in and told Father what he had just seen.  Father asked: "Did he take Clinton with him?" Will assured his father that Grandfather had left alone.  Father replied, "This is what I have been waiting for.  My boy will not die."

Grandfather Ottoson had left all his people in Denmark and immigrated to Utah to join the Saints.

In the spirit of the above experiences all expressed themselves, "If there is anyone to watch over us, it would be our dear Mother."

Her stories of myths and her shrewdness with the secrets of her children were told by Jessie.  Wilma told how oft times in Relief Society councils, the sisters would say, "That reminds us of what Tennie would do or say."  Mother was known by all as Tennie or Aunt Tennie.

Bell, when she came from school, wished to make some changes in the decoration of the home, especially wanting to remove the shades on the windows and just use drapes -- Mother consented.  The children were permitted to try out all new fangles and experimenting in the home.

Emma remarked on the dignity of Mother's bearing, and even though she lacked schooling how she inspired confidence, by her wisdom through experience.  "She spoke little, but said much."

It was recalled as Father stood by her bier and lovingly looked on her for the last time, so beautifully at rest, he said, "She was my sweetheart for sixty years." 

Bell responded to the request to sing and playing her own accompaniment beautifully sang the Rosary.

Emma and daughters, Maurine and Betty Ruth, sang a group of trios.  Maurine accompanied on the piano.  Clinton and sons, Bill, C. L. Jr., and Preston sang "All Through the Night."

Those present were Will, Mel, and wife Clarissa, Hazel, Jessie, Bell, Armond, and wife Wilma, Ottosen, and wife Edna and their children (Rosalind, Marilyn, Steven, Arlo, and three day old Noel), Clinton, and his wife Emma, and their children (Maurine, Bill, Betty Ruth, C. L. Jr., Preston, Emma Lou, and Norman Eugene).


L to R: Clinton, William, Melvin, Jesse, Hazel, Belle, Mond, Ott

LUKE REUNION
November 15, 1940



Front Row: Emma Lou, Steven, Marilyn, Preston, Rosalind, Arlo.  Back Row L to R: William,  Melvin, Jessie, Maurine, Wilma, Emma, Baby Norman, Betty, Clarissa, Hazel, Belle, Clinton, C.L. and Mond




Back L to R:  Anna M. Luke, William H. Luke, Melvin, Zora (Odeen), Marian (Lorenzo), Baby Lois, Lorenzo, Emma(Clinton), Baby Clinton, Odeen, Hazel, John(Hazel), Baby Florene.
2nd Row: Orral, Elmer(Jesse), Jesse, Ottosen, Armond. Taken at Odeen's home, Tremonton, Utah



Aug. 21, 1959 (Della Luke's funeral) Twin Falls Cemetary
L to R: Clinton, Mond, Orral, Belle, Melvin, George, Ott, Lorenzo


The Brothers


A BRIEF HISTORY OFTHE LIFE OF JENS OTTESEN

Written by his son-in-law, William Haydock Luke



Jens Ottesen

Jens Ottesen was born the 15th of April 1813, in Oster Orbek, Parish of Logsteen, Aalborg County, Denmark, son of Niels Jensen-Vestegaard and Kirstine Ottesen.  He married, first, Anna Jensen, born 5th of October 1828, in Wester, Wogensel County, Denmark.  Her parents were Jens Christensen and Johannah Marie Christensen.  Jens and Anna had five children.  Quote from history by William H. Luke…    

“Jens Ottesen, Father of my beloved wife, Anne Martina Ottosen.   ‘Where was't thou when I, the Lord, God of Heaven and Earth, laid the foundations of the earth?’”  That could be asked of Jens Ottesen.   His answer, “I was among the Sons of God who shouted for joy.”  Sons and daughters of God were there assembled, all shouting and praising their Heavenly Father for his presence among them.  “Listen,” said one to another by his side, “Father is about to make His will known concerning us.”  His voice thrilled the multitude.  It was so clear and distinct, everyone heard it.  So sweet and full of music, every heartbeat with joy. “Now my children, you have arrived at a point in the stage of your development where a change must needs take place. You have, in my presence and under the control of the Agencies that here exist, gone as far as you can.  You have grown from children in knowledge to your present condition.  God, your Father, is pleased with you (the most of you).”  Then the Father explained that an Earth, a mortal world, would be prepared, upon which they could go, to come in contact with misery, pain, suffering and death, that we should forget all that we have learned here and would begin a new life.

Now---let us see what happened to them on this earth.

The forefathers of Jens, Anne and Johanna, were born of Israel, who, when the Ten and a half Tribes of Israel left for the North Country, the seed of Ephraim dropped out as they journeyed and made their homes in the lands of Sweden and Denmark and surrounding countries. 2788 years after the first settlements were made in these countries, Jens was born.

Jens worked for his parents for twenty years.  He then hired out to another man for four years.  For ten years he was trading with toys and furs.  In 1847, he bought a farm that was called Blusgaard, in Bedster, Woginsel Parish, Gislum Herred, Aalborg, Denmark, where he lived five years alone.  During this time, he met Miss Anna Jensen. In the month of February, 1852, they were married.

Jens was a lover of the Bible, so spent much of his time reading it.  He never joined any church but favored the Lutheran Church.  Perhaps this was because his wife was a member of that denomination.  Some time after their marriage, two Elders of the Latter-day Saint Church called at their home.  Jens answered their knock.  He, big hearted as he always was, invited them in and gave them chairs and listened to what they had to say.  He accepted their tracts and gave them half a dollar for a Book of Mormon.  He also asked his dear wife to prepare a meal for them, which she did very reluctantly.

After they had gone, Anna requested her husband never to have them call again, saying, "They are Mormons, despised by everyone, a very wicked people.  Their religion is from the devil."  He tried to console her by saying that he didn't intend to join their church, but felt that it was his duty to treat them right as they were God's children.  But deep down in his heart a tender spot had been touched.  He couldn't keep from reading the tracts the Elders had left and to see what was in the Book of Mormon.

What he read caused him to wonder.  The more he thought about what he read, the greater his desire to learn more about the church became.  Unknown to his wife at first, he began attending the Mormon meetings. His wife, on learning of his attendance, strongly objected and began treating him (as he put it) "bad."  But her bad treatment of him did not stop him.  Returning home from one of the meetings, he found the house door locked.  He knocked gently at first, calling to his wife to open the door.  No answer.  He knocked harder and called again....  No answer.  Jens went out to the woodpile and got the ax--"Bang" and down went the door.  His wife came running and said, "Why did you break down the door?"  They had a few hard words and she went back to her bedroom with a nice bed in it.  Jens, feeling out of sorts, retired for the night in the spare room.  He gave her a good talking to, said he had asked the Lord to give him a testimony that the Elders were true ministers of His word and that he had received that assurance.

As time went on, he, like all other saints, had a desire strong in his heart to be baptized.  Then the 20th of June, 1854, he received that ordinance and was confirmed a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, there in his native land.  Soon thereafter, he labored as a missionary, bearing his testimony to the truth of the Gospel of Christ to his fellowmen.  During the time of his missionary labors, from July 1854 to the spring of 1857, he and his companion were badly mistreated three times.  The first time was in Taarrige where he and his companion, Norgan Jacobsen, were sent to hold meetings.  They were very badly abused (tarred and feathered and carried out of the community on a pole).  Jens didn't get over this treatment for three weeks.  The second time, a man named Wester Tandrup of Tarso Parish struck Jens with a flail, a tool the people in those days used to pound out their grain from the straw.  The third time, Jens was waylaid by a man of Blar Parish, his name was Stam Jeppe.  He was a very bad man.  People said of him that he was a very vindictive person.  Jens was full of that love Paul speaks of, "Charity, pure love of God" and" of that spirit Christ had when on the cross, "Father, forgive them, they know not what they do."  It was so, Jens said of them who had mistreated him.

The spirit of gathering with the saints in Zion, the spirit all saints get after receiving the spirit, wrought upon Jens so strongly he immediately acquainted his wife with his desires.  She pretended to him it was only talk, that he was just "trying" her.  When she learned he was offering his farm and other property for sale, she could then see he was in earnest.  She also knew he would go without her and his son Niels, if it became necessary.  Their oldest son, Jens, had died the 16th of December 1856. Without the knowledge of her husband Anne had been studying the gospel and asked to be baptized (date unknown).  What joy filled his heart.

Jens Ottesen before becoming a "Mormon" was held in high esteem by all the people who knew him.  He was honored as a Land Lord, as all landholders in Denmark were called Land Lords.  But now, the fact of his being a deluded Mormon was against him.  Even his once good neighbors took advantage of him and would not buy any of his property at a fair value, offering him only one half its true value.  But dispose of his property he must and did.  See their big hearts? With what money they received, they paid in advance for their emigration passage and also passage for 13 other saints immigrating to Zion.  This, of course, was on their promise to pay him back when they got to Zion and could earn the money.  He and his wife, for now she was just as enthused about going to Zion in the tops of the mountains as he was, began to prepare for their journey.  They filled three large trunks with clothing and cloth to make clothes, a portion of which was silk and from which all the best of goods for their use in Zion.  Also other trunks with food and such other things as they thought would be needed on their way and after they arrived in Zion.  They also reserved what money they had planned would be needed for the journey and after they got to Zion. Note their planning, all for a wise purpose.  Bidding good-bye to kindred and friends, they commenced their trip by wending their way to Liverpool, England.  They set sail, Saturday the 25th of April 1857, on the good ship, Westmoreland, with a company of Scandinavian Saints, for months, and arrived at Fort Laramie, Wyoming the 14th of October 1857.  Anne, his wife, was so sick, she was unable to continue the journey further.  On Friday, the 18th of Dec., 1857, their first daughter was born.  They gave her the name of Marie Jense.  Anne, his wife, Niels, and tiny daughter, Marie, stayed at Fort Laramie ten months.  Marie died the 9th of September 1858 and was buried on the plains about 100 miles before reaching Salt Lake City.

While at the Fort, Jens found that their three trunks of clothing were missing.  He inquired after them.  No one knew anything about them.  They were gone, but where? Jens became very much "worked-up" about them.  Hundreds of dollars worth of clothing were in the trunks.  Man like, he expressed his feelings to his poor sick wife.  He went so far as to say, "If that kind of work is Mormonism, I don't want anything to do with it or the Church."  Now it was Anne's turn.  "Dear husband," she said, "It is not the work of the Gospel nor the Church.   God has forbidden such things, saying, "Thou shalt Not Steal and what is thy neighbors, Thou Shalt not Covet.  This is man's work and not God's." She then asked him to repent and to ask God to forgive him.  She called his attention to that which he had told her regarding his testimony and then testified to him that she knew the Gospel was true and was from God.  Jens saw how wrong he was and begged her to forgive him and to pray for the Lord to forgive him also.  He knew the devil had surely gotten the upper hand on him.  They never heard from nor received any of the contents of their trunks.  "He that will do my will must needs be tried as gold, purified seven times in the furnace."

About the 25th of August 1858, Iver N. Iversen's Company of emigrants picked them up and arrived in great Salt Lake City, Monday the 20th of September 1858.  Jens and Anna rented a place in Salt Lake City.  On Monday the 10th of October 1859, his wife gave birth to twins, a girl they named Emma, and a son they named Joseph.  Emma died Friday, the 28th of October 1859 and Joseph passed away Wednesday, the 2nd of November 1859.  Anne, his wife, lingered on, sick in bed, until she followed the children, Sunday, the 15th of July, 1860. She died from a growth in her side and was buried by the side of her two babies in Salt Lake City.  Niels, born Monday, the 3rd of September 1855 went with his father to the town of Goshen, Utah.  Jens became acquainted with the family of Niels Sorensen and his wife, Anna Marie Nilsson.  Their first-born son, Swen, refused the Gospel plan and remained in Sweden.  Niels, their second son, Kjerstis and Johanna, their two daughters, and their youngest son, Andrew, received the Gospel in Sweden.  They arrived from Sweden just in time to cross the plains with the last handcart company of 1860.  Jens began a courtship with Johanna, the youngest daughter. Four months from the death of his first wife, on the 18th of November 1860, he was married to Johanna by Bishop John Price of the Goshen Ward.  They made Goshen their home.  On Monday, the 9th of September 1861, Niels, the 2nd child of his wife, Anne, died, and was buried in the Goshen cemetery.  The laying away of the last heir of his first family was indeed a great sorrow to his already broken heart.  But under every dark cloud is hidden a ray of light.  After sorrow--happiness.

On Tuesday, the 15th of November 1861, there was born to Jens and his wife, Johanna, a daughter.  We felt it was because of her mother's age and the strong build of body that Anne Martina came into the world quite deformed and almost lifeless.  Her head was quite flat.  Her grandmother Sorenson, who acted as Godmother, spent some time kneading and pressing her head into shape, spanking, shaking and blowing into her mouth to bring life into her.  Combined with the prayers of her father, Jens, slowly she began to show signs of life until one loud cry brought joy to all.  She lived but was quite delicate and sickly during her childhood and girlhood; being a constant source of worry for her parents.  On the 14th of December 1861, she was blessed and given the name of Anne Martina Ottosen by Bishop John Price.  On the 27th of July 1863, a son was born to them.  Grandmother Sorenson again acting as Godmother, he was named Otto.

On the 15th of September 1865, Jens and wife, and Niels Sorensson and wife, were recommended by Bishop John Price to go to the Endowment House in Salt Lake City to receive their endowments and to be sealed for time and all eternity.  Jens had his first wife, Anne Jensen, sealed to him first and then, Johanna Ottesen, sealed second.  This was done the 7th of November 1865, according to Endowment House Records.

Jens and wife decided they would hunt for them a home.  At the time, Sevier County was being settled so it was decided they would move there.  Jens went alone to explore the situation.  He made Gunnison his headquarters.  He found a number of good friends there so he sent for his family.  Soren Sorensen, husband of Johanna's sister, Kjersti, loaded Johanna's family and supplies in his covered wagon and started for Fort Gunnison.  They camped for the night at Levan, then only a very small place.  The Indians were at war with the white people south of Nephi.  Soren chained the oxen to the back of the wagon, fastened the cover on the wagon down secure, then had Johanna and the children sleep in the back part of the wagon box.  Soren slept in the front end.  That night two or three Indians came up to the camp.  They looked all around but couldn't find any one on the outside of the wagon.  They tried several times to loosen the chains that fastened the oxen to the wagon but couldn't loosen them.  The oxen were so frightened the Indians stayed clear of them and finally went away without having awakened Soren.  Johanna felt that it was through her faith and prayers that Soren didn't hear the Indians.  She said, it was surely their "good luck" for if he had heard them, she was sure they would have been killed, as Soren had his gun and would have shot at them.  Johanna became so frightened she fainted dead away.

Always after that, whenever she became excited or frightened, she would go off in a faint.  Strange as it may seem if those around her would let her alone, in time she would come out of it and would be alright, but if they interfered and aroused her out of it she would be sick and good for nothing with a very severe headache.  After she came to and regained consciousness, the Indians were gone.  She called Soren and related to him what had happened.  He immediately put the oxen on the wagon and left Levan.  They arrived at Fort Gunnison just before day break that morning.  Jens could not but acknowledge the hand of the Lord in their safe arrival.  Soren returned to Goshen safely.

Soon Salina began to be settled by the Saints seeking a place to make a home.  Jens was among these people.  He located a small farm there and made a dugout up next to the low hills east of the town of Salina.  The entrance to the house was on the south going down dirt steps into the dugout.  A fireplace was built in the north end to keep them warm and for cooking.  It was in this hole in the ground that their third child and second girl Christa was born on the 31st of March 1866.  Christa didn't like her name so when she was about sixteen years of age, she changed it to Jessie.

Johanna was still weak in bed from her confinement when the Indians made a raid on the town of Salina, gathering up all the cattle on the range and in the town, taking 21 head of cattle of Jens Ottesen, including oxen, cows and calves.  While driving them up Salina canyon, one old cow got away and came back home, thus providing food for the little ones.  How kind of our Heavenly Father.  Besides taking his cattle, the Indians set fire to Jen's three stacks of grain and burnt them all to the ground.  What a trial to those poor people.  No cattle and no food stuff and in a new country, but thank God they were among Latter-day Saints.  All that could be done by the impoverished of the town was done to help them.

President Brigham Young was advised of the sad condition of the people of Salina.  He advised them to abandon their homes and lands and move to a larger town.  Some of the people moved to Richfield, others to Manti and thereabouts.  Jens and family moved back to Fort Gunnison, bought a small home there and began trying to earn a living by doing work by the day.  On the 17th of April 1870, their second son and last child was born.  They gave him the name of Nephi.  Jens was a great admirer of "Nephi" of the Book of Mormon.

The saints everywhere had all they could do to make a "life" of it.  At Fort Gunnison all were very poor.  Poverty was a great source of worry to Jens, he having always had plenty.  He could not get his thoughts away from his well to-do brother Hans, who lived at Manti.  So Jens said to his family, "I have made up my mind to go to Manti to see my brother, Hans.  He is alone, no wife, no family, just he himself to care for and he has plenty of wheat.  It is said he has 1000 bushels of wheat stored away in his new brick building and here my family in such great need of food.  The family was made happy in the thought of something to eat besides pigweeds, being allowed only one meal a day of brown bread.  They cried in joy. "Oh do go." Jens went to Manti and visited with his brother, relating to him the sad story of how the Indians had stolen his cattle, all but one old cow and had burned his grain stacks; and that he and his family were sore in need of the bare necessities to sustain life.  Did his brother help him? NO!  He said, “I don't feel it would be right to help a man the Lord is ‘trying.’”  Jens went away sorrowing, having made some harsh remarks to his brother for which he was afterward sorry for.  Hans, in thinking over what he had said and done, repented and wrote Jens a letter.  He asked for his forgiveness and invited him to come to see him.  Jens, with that warm brotherly feeling he possessed, did as he was requested.  They met with peace in their hearts.  Hans offered to rent Jens his farm, to furnish the seed and a team of oxen for his loved ones.  Jens gladly accepted this kind offer and taking Hans' oxen and wagon, returned to Fort Gunnison for his family.  This was in the spring of 1873.  They lived in Hans' old adobe house located just north of the Ceman Hanson Home.  N. W. Anderson later bought the place and built a nice brick house on this lot.

This move was the beginning of a new life for the Jens Ottesen family.  Jens was able to take advantage of the many opportunities for work in this large community.  Johanna, with her wonderful skill with the handloom, wove all kinds of cloth and carpets.  Their oldest daughter Anna was unexcelled with the hand spinning wheel for spinning yarn.  She could spin 10 to 12 skeins of yarn a day.  She was also handy with the knitting machine, being able to knit socks of all kinds.

The family could now discard their wooden shoes.  Father used to tell us that Mother would kick first one shoe in front of her then the other as she walked down the street - usually ending up in breaking one or both of them.  It was almost impossible for her father to keep her in shoes.  So he decided to bring back leather shoes from Salt Lake City when he made his regular trips with his freight wagons.  In fact, all of the family soon wore leather shoes!  All, that is, but Jens.  He wore his wooden shoes around home up until his dying day.  One day his son, Otto, met his father down town with his wooden shoes on.  When Otto saw his father he ran all the way home, crying.   When his father reached home Otto said, "Father you have disgraced your family, wearing those old wooden shoes."  He wanted his father to let him burn them, but Jens said "no" and promised his family he would never wear them away from home again.  And he never did.

The children soon became acquainted with the young boys and girls of the neighborhood.  Ceman Hansen had two boys and three girls.  Then there were two or three girls and three boys of Charles 0. Luke.  Florence Fowler and her brother.  Elizabeth Braithwaite, who married Bernard Barnson, and William H. Luke, George Luke and three Luke girls.  Anne soon became one of their number.  As time went on Anne and William became lovers.

The first night of their real courtship, they stood out at the front gate.  Lovers like, they forgot how the time was passing until the clock in the house struck 12 o'clock.  Fifteen or twenty minutes passed.  Then Johanna came out of the house to where the young couple were standing and said, "Will, I have no objection to you going with my girl but I wish you would not keep her out after 10 o'clock."  She was assured that her request would be honored.  For three years they parted at 10 o'clock sharp, except on dance and theater nights.  In those days all entertainments were to be let out not later than 12 o'clock.  Their courtship lasted over four years.  The last year, Johanna extended the time until 12 o'clock.  What a blessing it would be if mothers today would be that strict with their girls.

Jens, from childhood, had been a financier.  Always on the lookout for a chance to make money.  He was now given the contract for the herding of the cows of the City on the cow range.  With this work, he and his boys did fairly well.  They made enough money to buy a city lot.  This lot and house are now owned by his son, Nephi.  When he bought the place it had an old log house and a small adobe building, a corral, and a shed for his horses and cattle.  He added quite a large adobe room on the north side of the small one, covering it with a dirt roof.  This made room so that the family was quite comfortable.  A number of fruit trees were growing on the lot assuring the family of plenty of fruit.

In June 1876, Anne took advantage of an opportunity that came her way.  She went to Goshen to visit her aunt Kjersti and Uncle Andrew and her cousins.  She was there three months.  Her parents really missed her.  She was so much real life to them, especially her father who had laid away five of his children.

Some time after this some real sorrow came to them.  Otto, their oldest son, got a notion he wanted to see the world.  He, with two other boys, "left home."  Where they had gone no one knew.  After months of sorrow, Jens grieving his life away received word that Otto was in New Mexico and was coming home.  In the hearts of his parents was the constant question, "Will their son come home?"  They had long ago forgiven him for having gone away.  Time drug on until hope had almost died, when one bright sunny day, down the road south of their home, three horseback riders came into view.  In front was a horse packed with their bedding and grub sack.  Doubt was still in the hearts of Jens and wife until the turn to the north was made.  Jens was so overjoyed he could not check the tears from running in streams down his cheeks.  The scene so impressed Otto that he there promised his parents he would never treat them that way again.  He had had all of the friendship of the "cold world" he wanted and his sightseeing craze was over.

Now a most real and wonderful vision or manifestation was given to their daughter Anne, that cheered Jens heart and gave him joy.  Jens and the boys had their beds in the old log hut.  Mother Johanna and the girls slept in the small adobe room south of the new one Jens had built.  Jens usually retired early; Mother and girls not until their work was all done.  ("Man's work is from sun to sun, but woman's work is never done," at any rate so it seems).

It was after ten o'clock this night before they retired to bed.  All had gone to sleep, Anne sleeping on the outside, Jessie in the middle and Johanna next to the wall.  Between one and two o'clock, from a touch of the spirit or visitor, Anne awoke from her sleep.  There, standing by her side, was a beautiful woman, dressed in a pure white garment and smiling at her.  Anne gazed at her for a moment.  Becoming frightened, she pulled the bed covers up over her face.  She lay thus for a few minutes then uncovered her face again.  She saw the personage still standing by her bedside.  She again pulled the covers over her head and gave a loud scream that roused her mother.  Her mother asked, "My dear girl, what is the matter?" Anne said, "Mother, look by the foot of the bed, there is a ghost there."  Her mother rose up and looked but could see nothing.  Again Anne looked.  The personage was still standing there. And the third time Anne covered her head and cried as though her heart would break.  Her mother got up and called for her father to come to her.  He came rushing into the bedroom and took her hand in his and said, "My dear sweet girl, calm yourself.  There is nothing going to hurt you."  Then he told her to tell him all about what she had seen.  When she told him of having seen a personage standing by her bed, he asked her to describe her to him.  As she told about her, Jens patted on the cheek and said, "That was my first wife, Anne.  She came to see you and to tell you something.  She did not intend to frighten you.  You should have asked her what she wanted."  He then told her all about his first wife, staying with Anne until she went to sleep.

In the fall of 1877, Jens was visited in the old log house by Will, the young man who had been a regular visitor at the Ottesen home for four years.  He had come to ask Jens for his daughter, Anne, in marriage.  Jens answered, "Yes, my dear boy, I know of no one I would rather give my daughter to," After which her mother was asked.  She answered, "I am only too glad for you to have Anne."

Arrangements were made that they should go to the Endowment House in Salt Lake City the first of March of 1878.  On the 14th day of March they were joined as husband and wife for time and for all eternity by Daniel H. Wells.  After their return home, Anna's parents requested that they live with them for a while before going to themselves.  This they did until November.  They then rented the one room brick house of Osker Colledge across the street east from the David Killpack home.

On the 22nd of December 1878, the first grand son, William James Luke, was born to the joy of both Jens and Johanna.

Jens loved to converse on the gospel when the discussion was based on Bible quotations.  On one occasion, Will introduced the doctrine of Adam, God.  They were seated at the table.  Jens pounded the table with both hands and said, "Will, don't ever again preach that doctrine in my presence."  One other time while Jens was living at Fort Gunnison he and a neighbor disagreed on a religious matter.  Jens, taking him by the beard, led him out of the house.  Jens could not stand argument, especially on religion.

Jens was addicted to swearing.  The least thing to go wrong, he would swear in his native language, sometime quite bad.  He said one time when talking about swearing, "If I have to go to hell, it will be for swearing." He never swore by the name of Deity, but only by Satan and hell.

About eighteen months before Jens passed away, he brought a little account book to me in which he had written a short sketch of his forefathers and his life, Thus--

"I will begin this history by giving, as far as my knowledge goes, the genealogy of my family, father, mother, brothers and sisters in connection with my fore fathers and their families.

Jens Ottesen- Mrs. Anne Ottosen-Great Grand father and mother.

Niels Jensen-Kirsteen Ottesen-Grandfather and grandmother. 

Anders Jensen- Kirstene Anderson-father and mother

Ryborg Nielsen, daughter of Jorgan C. Nielsen and Mrs. Elizabeth Nielsen 1st wife

and Mrs. Karen Nielsen 2nd wife - uncle and aunt of Jens.

Usually Jens enjoyed good health.  He was always up early in the mornings, working at something or other and always carrying on a conversation with himself; taking both sides of a question, talking out loud in his native language.  Quite often he would discuss the different ways of doing the job at hand.

In the spring of 1883 he began to fail in health.  From the 1st of February 1884, up to the time of his death the 27th of April, 1884, he was confined to his bed.

His funeral was held in the old council house at Manti, Bishop Peterson of the North Ward presiding.  He was honored by all of his friends and loved by all.

Interment was in the Manti Cemetery in the grave lot of his son-in-law, William H. Luke.  His beloved wife, Johanna, 38 years after his death was laid by his side.

Oh, what joy must fill the hearts of Jens and wives.  The great sorrows they went through for the gospel.  They will be rewarded ten fold.

     ----- Written by William Haydock Luke --son-in-law.

 … Because of the physical abuse taken from his non-L.D.S. friends (in Denmark) upon his acceptance of the Gospel and his baptism into the Church, Jens Ottesen was often heard to remark: "I want to tell my children and my children's children that the Gospel cannot be taught with the fist."

     ----- Clella Luke Winkel
    Ottesen Family Gathering

JOHANNAH SORENSSON



Johannah Sorensson was born the 15th of October, 1839, in Arrarp, Malmohus, Sweden.  She was the daughter of Nils Sorensson and his wife, Anna Marie Nilsson.

I should like at this time to record the statement made by her father when Anna Marie was married "Till min B-dotters giftermol med  dr.  Nils Sorensson pa No 9 Orja lemnar jag Mitt fam.  Aycke regard de contrahent har ofvigt icke i slagt med hvarander, utgas LaSkro.  de 7 Oct 1832, /s/ Nils Orstedt (Andersson)."  Translation: "To my dear daughters marriage with young man Nils Sorensson at No 9 Orja leave.  I my family consent regard the contractors, have no opposition to relations with one another.  Issued at Landskrona the 7 Oct. 1832."

Nils Sorensson and Anna Marie had ten children.  Five of them died before they left Sweden to come to America.

When they heard the Gospel, their great desire to come to Zion over weighed their better judgment.  So they arrived in America just in time to start across the plains with The Stottard Co., the last handcart company in the fall of 1860.  Their eldest daughter, Kjersti, second son, Nils, Johannah and the youngest son, Andrew, accompanied their parents to Goshen, Utah County, Utah.  The company was under the leadership of Oscar Stoddard and was composed of 21 handcarts and seven wagons.

As had been the experience of other companies crossing the plains in the late fall, the Sorenssons suffered greatly for the want of food.  Grandmother walked every step of the way across the plains.  Food became so short they had to take the buckskin, which was wrapped around the wheels to keep them from falling apart.  They washed this shredded buckskin, boiled it in water until all the hair came off.  Again it was washed and boiled until it became tender enough for them to chew.  They ate this and drank the soup that they might have strength to continue on their journey.

All the other members of the family would pick the blossoms from the shadscale bush and eat them.  Grandmother could not eat them.

Their first son, Swen, refused the Gospel and remained in Sweden.  On the 15th of September 1865, Nils Sorensson and wife were recommended by Bishop Price of the Goshen Ward to go to the Endowment House in Salt Lake City to receive their Endowments and to be sealed for Time and all Eternity.  Jens Ottosen had courted Johannah and they received their recommends to go to the Endowment House to be married for Time and for all Eternity.  Anna Jensen, Jens' first wife, was sealed to Jens first, then Johannah was sealed second.  This was done the 7th of November in 1865.

But Johanna wasn't to enjoy the association of her parents for very long.  Her brother, Swen, came to Goshen from Sweden and persuaded his parents and brother, Nils, to go back to Sweden.  They ran out of money when they reached Nebraska.  The boys went to work to earn money to take them back to Sweden, but the time went on and they still didn't continue on their way.  Instead, they both bought land and remained there the rest of their lives.

Her father, Nils Sorensson, was born the 5th of October 1804, in Harslov, Malmhus, Sweden and died the 19th of June 1888 in Colon, Saunders Co., Nebraska.  Her mother was born the 7th of November 1810 in Orja, Malmhus, Sweden and died in Colon, Sanders Co., Nebraska the 11th of April, 1892.  Her eldest brother, Swen, married in Colon and he and his wife are buried there.  They did not have a family.  Her younger brother, Nils, married also in Colon and raised a large family of boys and girls.  They are also buried in Colon.

As far as we know, Swen never joined any church.  Nils held fast to what he knew of the gospel as had been taught to him by the Mormon Elders in Sweden.  His wife fought the church bitterly, and she asked my brother, William James Luke; when he called on them while a missionary in the Western States, to please not leave any of his tracts or books lying any place other than his own room.

When Nils and Anna Marie found that Nebraska was to be their home, they took off their L.D.S. garments and put them carefully away.  They then instructed their sons that they were to be put on them when they were buried.  My father asked President Anderson of the Manti Temple if it would be necessary for their Temple work to be done over.  His answer was "No, they had shown their faith by their works to the best of their understanding."

Grandmother, Johannah had great strength.  She was in constant demand during the sheep-shearing season.  Grandmother could shear more sheep than any man in that part of the country.  She would walk from her home to the shearing corral before daybreak in the morning then back home in the evening.

Grandmother was paid for her work with wool.  This she would wash thoroughly, then comb with two brushes made with steel or wire teeth.  The wool was brushed until it was light and fluffy.  This was called cording the wool.  Then it was made into rolls about the size of a finger.  This was wound around a spindle and as the spindle turned rapidly, the wool was pulled, wound and rewound and pulled, by hand, until it was made into a fine thread of wool called yarn.  A spinning wheel and weaving loom were among the first essentials in the pioneer home.  Much of this work was done by my mother, which she began at a very early age.  All the members of the family wore stockings and socks knit from this wool.  Also, cloth woven on the handloom in grandmother's home supplied the cloth from which dresses and boys and men's suits were made.

For a great many years, grandmother had a large keg or barrel on a corner table.  There was a tap in the bottom side of it.  She kept this filled with malt beer, which she made from fermented wheat.  It was never allowed to become fermented to the point of intoxication and was very refreshing to drink.

There were also at all times, a tall dark gray coffee pot on the back of the kitchen stove.  This was always full of coffee; whenever one felt the need for refreshment.  Always, that is, until one Sunday when Grandmother attended a Conference meeting.  She had attended many such Conference meetings where she had heard the "Word of Wisdom" explained and expounded, but never in quite such a forceful manner as at this meeting.  She was never one to say very much, but was rather given to "action" instead of "words." When she got home from this particular meeting, she took the coffee off the range, emptied the contents, washed and polished it very carefully, then hung it on a nail in the little "lean-to" at the back of her house.  Never again was coffee made in her home.

Melvin remembers her conversion to the Word of Wisdom this way: Grandmother had a dream the night of her 70th birthday.  Someone said to her, "There is only one thing keeping you out of the Celestial Kingdom." "What is it?" asked Grandmother.  "Your coffee.  Can you stop drinking it?" "Of course I can," Grandmother promised.  Either way, the result was immediate and final.

The grandsons recall their visits to Grandmother Ottesen's home.  "A half cup of coffee, one half lump of sugar, which was kept in a little earthen 'hen' in the top of the cupboard, was SO good!" Will, George, and Melvin had been "her boys" until they had moved to the ranch in 1888.  In 1916, Melvin called on Grandmother on his way to his home in Idaho.  He found her, cup and saucer in hand, as she walked around.  This was the familiar picture he had remembered all through the years.

"Grandmother," he chided, "I thought you had stopped drinking coffee?"  He well knew she had.

"Mein Drang, come see," she invited him.  The cup was filled with warm water.  "I feel so much better since drinking this!"

When they were leaving, grandmother followed them outside and said, "I have done all I can here.  I am just waiting to go on to the 'other side.' There I will be waiting until you all come.  What a happy time it will be when we are all together again."  This was the last Melvin had the privilege of seeing Grandmother.

When grandmother visited the family of her eldest daughter, Anne, on the ranch in Piute County, that was a grand time for all of us.  But we had to be very careful not to waste anything or complain about our circumstances.  She had little pity for our "indulgences," as she was want to view them.

If we objected to eating a crust of bread, without butter, cream and sugar or jam on it, she would calmly return it to the bread box and say: "Ya, ya, you are not so hungry.  You cannot know what it means to be hungry."

One morning when we were to have my brother Odeen's girl friend, Maggy Peterson, who was an overnight guest, at breakfast with us, Grandmother sat very prim and without the least suspicion that there was anything unusual.  She sat with a big bow of blue ribbon tied to the braid on the right side of her hair, while the two youngest boys sat across the table with white, four-inch celluloid cuffs fastened around their necks as collars, and bows of ribbon used as ties.  The minute Odeen walked into the room, he could see the extensive preparations that had been made and was so nervous, he knocked his water glass over when he took his place at the table.

In later years, her two sons, Otto and Nephi, built a slaughterhouse and meat market business.  Grandmother took care of all the waste fats.  She rendered the grease and made it into soap.  Besides supplying her family with soap, she sold it to people of Manti.  This was her means of making a little money to help her with her Temple work.

Clifton Ottosen, son of Nephi Ottosen and grandson of Johanna, says it was at least ten years that Grandmother walked nine blocks, which took her to the foot of Temple Hill.  Then there were many steps she had to climb up the hill to the Temple.  After two sessions in which she participated, she would walk home again.  I am sure there will be hundreds of people who will call her "blessed" for the work she did for them, work that was impossible for them to do for themselves.  Work which when done for them would make them eligible to inherit a home in the Kingdom of Heaven where our Father in Heaven dwells.

Then all of a sudden she announced that she was too tired to go to the Temple any longer.  She seemed to be feeling quite well, so we were all somewhat shocked and so sorry to have her stop doing the work she had loved doing for so long.  She had availed herself of the use of the Temple "hack" very little and when it was suggested that she cut down on the sessions to one a day, and that she ride the hack, she only shook her head.  She was through!

We all said, "If Grandmother gives up her Temple work, she will not stay with us very long." And that is truly what happened.  In a very short time, she went peacefully to sleep.

She passed away the 20th of February, 1922, at the age of eighty-three.  She was buried beside her beloved husband, Jens Ottesen, in the beautiful Manti Cemetery, Manti, Sanpete County, Utah.

     ----- Written by Isabelle Luke Rust

... When they laid her away for burial, she still bore the callused marks over her shoulder made by the straps of the handcart that she pulled across the plains those many years before, at 21 years of age.

     ----- Clella Luke Winkel



"GOD MOVES IN A MYSTERIOUS WAY"

(A faith promoting story as I remember it when told to me 
by my grandfather William H. Luke)

Johanna and Jens Ottesen had settled in a one-room log cabin on the outskirts of the newly settled town of Goshen, Utah.  It was harvest time and Jens had gone across the valley to help a neighbor with his harvest.  He had hesitated to leave because it had been reported that some of the young Indians were on the warpath.

Johanna put her tiny first born to sleep in a box in a dark cool corner of the room then went out into the newly harvested grain field to glean what little grain had been left in the stubble field.  Suddenly the silence of the warm fall day was broken by distant war hoops and looking up the draw she could see three Indians on horses racing down the hillside toward the cabin and her sleeping child.  There was a cornfield between her and the cabin, which must have seemed endless as she stumbled blindly through the tall corn stalks hindered by the long full skirts worn by the women of that day.  As she ran she cried to the Lord to protect her helpless child from the heartless invaders.  She stumbled on blindly as she heard the wild yells drawing nearer, when suddenly she fell forward and all went black.

When Johanna came to all was quiet.  The strong smell of smoke was in her nostrils.  She raised herself up weakly and saw that the air was full of smoke.  Suddenly she remembered, what had happened to her baby! --was it gone-- was their home burned?-- how long had she been lying there? Surely the Lord had not heard her prayer.  Sobbing she rushed out of the corn patch.  The grain stack-- their winter’s food-- was burning in a heap of hot ashes, but the cabin was still there.  She was almost afraid to look in.   Around the cabin were fresh horse tracks showing that the three horsemen had raced around and around the cabin, no doubt giving their traditional war hoops as they did so.  On the freshly scrubbed board floor, in the doorway, were some dusty footprints made by moccasins showing that at least one had dismounted and entered.  Quickly the frantic Johanna ran to the box in the corner and there laid the baby sleeping peacefully.  Then it was she realized her prayer had been answered.  One can only imagine what might have happened if she had not fainted and lay quietly hidden in the corn field, or the sleeping baby had awakened and cried.  Johanna clasped the baby to her heart and rushed into town and the safety of the fort.

     --- Clella Luke Winkel
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Jessie Ottosen Siegfus


JENS OTTESEN POSTERITY

JENS OTTESEN* was born 20th June 1813 at Oster Orbek (small village in Kornompar), Kornum, Albrg, Denmark.  He was the son of OTTO NIELSEN and KIRSTINE ANDERSON.  He died 27th Apr. 1884 at Manti, Utah.  On 18th Nov. 1860 he married (2) JOHANNA SORENSSON, dau of NILS SORENSSON and ANNA MARIE NILSSON.  She was born 15th Oct. 1839 at Arrarp, Harslov, Malmohus, Sweden and died 20th Feb., 1922 at Manti, Utah.

Their children:

* ANNE MARTINA was born 15th Nov. 1861 at Goshen, Utah, Utah and died 13th Oct., 1933.  She married WILLIAM HAYDOCK LUKE on 14th Mar. 1878.  (Ch.4) 

OTTO was born 27th July 1863 at Goshen, Utah, Utah and died 23rd Dec. 1942.  He married LUNA ABIAH HENRIE on 4th Feb., 1891.

KERSTINE (Jessie) was born 31st Mar. 1866 at Salina, Sevier, Utah and died 6th July, 1959.  She married BENEDICT DANIEL SIEGFUS on 11th May 1891.

NEPHI was born 17th April 1870 at Gunnison, Sanpete, Utah and died 2 Mar 1958.  He married ELIZABETH AHLSTROM on 6th June 1900.

* JENS OTTESEN married (1) ANNE JENSEN, dau of JENS CHRISTENSEN and JOHANNAH MARIE ________ on _____ Feb 1852.  She died 15th July 1860 at Salt Lake City, Utah.


NILS SORENSSON POSTERITY

NILS SORENSSON was born 5th Oct., 1804 at Harslov, Mlmhs, Swdn.  He died 19th Jan., 1888 at Colon, Sundrs, Nbrs.  He was the son of SOREN JEPPSSON and ANNA OLOFSSON.  He married ANNA MARIA NILSSON dau of NILS ANDERSSON (he was also called ORSTEDT) and HANNA BEGTSSON on 7th Oct., 1832.  She was born 7th Nov., 1810 at Orja, Malmohus, Sweden and died 11th Apr., 1892 at Colon, Sunders, Nebraska.

Their children were all born at Harslov, Arrarp, Malmohus, Sweden.

SWEN NILSSON was born 27th Sept. 1833.

KJERSTI NILSSON was born 20th June 1835 and died 29th Jan., 1927.

BOTILLA NILSSON was born 21st June 1837.

NILS NILSSON was born 10th Sep., 1838.  

* JOHANNA NILSSON was born 15th Oct., 1839 and died 20th Feb., 1922.  She married JENS OTTESEN on 18th Nov. 1860.

ANDERS NILSSON was born 14th Oct. 1841 and died 31st Mar., 1934.  

BENGTA NILSSON was born 3rd July 1843 and died 25th Nov., 1846.  

OLA NILSSON was born 23rd March 1845 and died 21st Nov., 1846.  

BOTILLA NILSSON was born 10th Sep., 1854 and died 9th Oct., 1854.

(Twin) Stillborn daughter NILSSON was born 10th Sep., 1854.

* The Scandinavian Peoples use the Patronymic system in naming their children.  The child is given a name and is then designated as the son or "dotter" of the GIVEN name of the father.  As: OTTE NIELSEN'S son is JENS OTTESEN. (Note: "sen" for "son" in the area of Denmark.  In Sweden "son" is used: SOREN JEPPASSON'S son is NILS SORENSSON.  JOHANNA, however, retained the name 'SORENSSON" when she came to America.

The children and future descendants have retained the sir names of their immigrant ancestors, but have often spelled the names to suit their own fancy.


Chapter 5

MARTHA ELIZADA LUKE

[image: ]


Mrs. Martha Elizada Luke was born in Pittsboro, Hendricks County, Indiana, the 18th of September 1859.   She was a daughter of Adam and Zella Bersott Thompson.  Mrs. Luke had two sisters and a brother: Mrs. Dorie T. Hulnsbeen of Hallowell, Kansas; Mrs. Ruthie T. McNeill of Mulhall, Oklahoma, and Mr. John L. Thompson of Galena, Kansas.

Mrs. Luke and her first husband, Mr. LaMaster, and their one daughter resided in Hollowell, Kansas.

She heard the gospel preached for the first time in Independence, Missouri.  Elders William H. Luke, Charles H. White, and L. John Nuttall were instrumental in converting her to the truthfulness of the gospel.  She was baptized in the East Kansas District the 27th of October 1907, by Elder White and confirmed a member of the Church the same day by L. John Nuttall.

Her husband and daughter were very opposed to her joining the Church and became very bitter.

She came to the Forest Dale Ward in Salt Lake City, Utah, in 1909.  She received her endowments in the Salt Lake Temple the 13th of October 1909 and from that time forward devoted her time to temple work and active membership in the Relief Society organization.

On the 1st of April 1913, she married Leonidas Kennard.  He died in 1926.  During this time her daughter's husband, Dr. Ball, passed away.  Mrs. Ball and her three daughters, Mildred, Ila and Grace, and son, Guy, followed their mother to Utah.

On the 7th of December 1934, Martha Elizada Kennard and William H. Luke were sealed for time and eternity in the Manti Temple by President Robert D. Young.

Father bought a small but comfortable home in Manti, Sanpete Co., Utah.  Their happiness, however, was of short duration.  Father developed a serious heart condition and passed away the 10th of May 1936.

Aunt Martha sold the home and moved again to Salt Lake City, and lived there with her daughter and family at 715 Fourth Avenue.  Here she was called upon to bear the loss of her daughter, Mrs. Ball.  Her granddaughters, however, supported her.

She continued her temple work until she became ill, the first part of October 1942.  It was at this time my brother, William James, according to his testimony to me, received a visit from our father.  Father said, "My son, take care of my wife in Salt Lake City."

As soon as Will could arrange his affairs, he took the bus into Salt Lake City and found Aunt Martha.  She was bed fast and was very ill.  Will secured proper medical care for her, bought medicine and left money for her future needs and instructions to keep him informed as to her health and needs.  The veil between Will and his departed loved ones was always very thin.

Aunt Martha passed away the 1st of February 1942, at age 83.  Her granddaughters had her body shipped to Columbus, Kansas for burial.

     ----- Isabelle L.  Rust
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