
1 

 

PART ONE ï THE FAMILY HISTORY  

 

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 8
th
 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 2
nd

 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 29
th
 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 25
th
 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. 
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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. 
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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 6
th
 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 15
th
 and left there September 15

th
 -- 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 16
th
 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 

7
th
.  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 14
th
 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 
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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 25
th
 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 24
th
 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 
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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.ò ñGet in your buggies and follow me,ò 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 25
th
 of April 1877. 

 

On the 24
th
, 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 26
th
, 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 14
th
 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. 
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In the year 1888, I bought the ranch on the Sevier River, three miles northeast from Junctionðof 

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.) 
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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 
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born Monday, 2
nd

 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 22
nd

, 

arriving in Kansas City, Missouri, 9:50 a.m. the 2
nd

 of June.  On the 5
th
 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.ò 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. 
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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 


