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T H E  M E A N IN G  O F  P A L IM P S E S T

In early times a palimpsest was a parchment or 
other material from which one or more writings 
had been erased to give room for later records. 
But the erasures were not always complete; and 
so it became the fascinating task of scholars not 
only to translate the later records but also to 
reconstruct the original writings by deciphering 
the dim fragments of letters partly erased and 
partly covered by subsequent texts.

T he history of Iowa may be likened to a pal
impsest which holds the records of successive 
generations. T o decipher these records of the 
past, reconstruct them, and tell the stories which 
they contain is the task of those who write history.

P rice— 10 cents per copy: $1 per year: free to Members 
A ddress — The State Historical Society, Iowa City, Iowa

T H E  P U R P O S E  O F  T H IS  M A G A Z IN E

T he P alimpsest, issued monthly by the State 
Historical Society of Iowa, is devoted to the dis
semination of Iowa History. Supplementing the 
other publications of this Society, it aims to pre
sent the materials of Iowa History in a form that 
is attractive and a style that is popular in the best 
sense— to the end that the story of our Common
wealth may be more widely read and cherished.

Be n j . F. Shambaugh



The Palimpsest
E D I T E D  B Y  J O H N  E L Y  B R I G G S  

V o l . XXV I s s u e d  in  J a n u a r y  1 9 4 4  N o .  1

C O P Y R I G H T  10  4  4  BY T H E  S T A T E  H I S T O R I C A L  S O C I E T Y  O F  I O W A

Glory Enough
W hen the Reverend Landon Taylor was sixty- 

eight years old, he resolved to write the memoirs of 
his life , dwelling particularly upon the labors of his 
long and faithful M ethodist ministry in Iowa. The 
following stories of his experiences from 1856 to 
1858 as presiding elder of the Sioux City district 
are adapted for T he P alimpsest from  The Battle
field Reviewed which he published in 1881.— The 
Editor.

The first session of the Upper Iowa Confer
ence of the Methodist Episcopal Church was held 
this year (1856) at Maquoketa. Bishop E. S. 
Janes was with us, and the writer was elected 
secretary, with Rev. Elias Skinner for assistant. 
I had made my arrangements to continue in the 
work of the Sunday-school agency, as the ex
perience of the year past enabled me to under
stand its wants, but a preacher was wanted for 
the Sioux City district, and no one could be found 
willing to go. As the last extremity, toward the 
close of the conference, the bishop informed me

l
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that “they had come to a full stop, and could pro
ceed no further in their conference business until 
they found a man for the Missouri Valley; that 
several of the brethren had been solicited to go, 
but refused, and now he wished to know whether 
I was willing/'

I answered, Bishop, if this is your only hope, 
put me down/'

I was fully aware that it required a sacrifice to 
leave many friends, and well-organized society, 
and travel a distance of 350 miles, and then to 
find no society and but few of the comforts and 
conveniences of life. But then I knew also that 
forests could not be explored and new countries 
settled and cultivated without the courage of the 
hardy pioneer, and I was willing to accept my 
share and stand up boldly at the call of duty; 
and, should small rations or hardships intervene, 
no human being could meet them with greater 
fortitude or a better grace than a true minister of 
the gospel of Christ. Such were my convictions; 
and, inspired with the fortitude that Christ only 
imparts, I accepted the perils and awaited the 
honors.

In reading the appointments, when the bishop 
came to “Sioux City district, Landon Taylor; 
Sioux City station, Landon Taylor/' he paused; 
then, with the emphasis which he only could im
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part, he exclaimed: “Glory enough for one man!“ 
So far as territory was concerned, one-fourth of 
the State was under my supervision, and being 
presiding elder and stationed preacher also, I was 
endowed with double honor.

All things in readiness, I started for the “west
ern slope”, accompanied by Rev. D. J. Havens. 
About the third night out, having to sleep in our 
wagon, we passed through a hard experience. 
The mosquitoes were without number, and as this 
peril had not been anticipated, our netting was 
not on hand. Such a night s rest was not refresh
ing, and when daylight appeared, my colleague 
concluded that if this was a foretaste of the 
bishop s “glory“, the consummation must be de
cidedly rich. But so far as mosquito experience 
was concerned, this was but the beginning, for 
they gathered strength in ratio to the distance, 
until near Webster City, when we put up for the 
Sabbath at a Yankee farmhouse where we found 
protection.

On Monday morning, as we were starting out 
on the prairie, Brother Havens was in advance 
with a hatchet in his hand when some prairie 
chickens flew up before him. He let fly his 
hatchet and took off one’s head. Nothing oc
curred on our route so inspiring to him as this feat 
which seemed to break the monotonous spell and
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placed him on a higher plane of enjoyment. When 
we reached Sac City and enjoyed the luxury of a 
good cup of coffee at Leonard Austin’s, where we 
passed the night, we both felt like new men, for 
this was the first we had had on our way. At 
this point the weather turned cooler, and two suc
cessive frosts swept the crop of corn throughout 
the western part of the State and closed up our 
mosquito history for that fall.

At Smithland, thirty miles from Sioux City, I 
preached my first sermon in my district, and 
Brother Havens gave his opening discourse on 
his circuit. If ever there was a time in my minis
try when I could appropriate the language of 
Cowper, I could do it now without scruple.

I am monarch of all I survey,
M y right there is none to dispute;

From the center, all round to the sea,
I am lord of the fowl and the brute.

It was said of one of our brethren, when raised 
to the dignity of presiding elder, that he started 
off singing:

This is the way I long have sought,
And mourned because I found it not.

But no such jubilant lyric was I tempted to sing 
during all my ministry in the Sioux City district. 
Had I been so tempted at any time, a circuit of
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nearly three hundred miles filled with creeks and 
sloughs and roving Indians and swarms of flies 
and mosquitoes would have changed the meter 
into this:

Better dwell in the midst of alarms
Than to reign in this horrible place.

Upon my arrival at Sergeant’s Bluff, I re
mained for a while with Brother T. Elwood 
Clark. The fall of 1856 was very beautiful, and 
within a few days I went to work and put up an 
office twelve by sixteen feet. Before cold weather 
I had it finished, using it for a study, bedroom, 
and chapel.

Upon Council Bluffs, one hundred miles south, 
we depended for provisions, but the weather had 
been so pleasant during the month of November 
that a supply had not been obtained. On the 
first day of December, winter commenced with 
snow from the northwest, increasing in severity 
until the afternoon of the second day, when the 
climax was reached. About two P. M. I started 
from my office to dinner, about ten rods distant. 
When about one rod on my way I became lost, 
not being able to see my hand before me. I halted 
and queried: “Strange, if I should perish within 
a few feet of my door!” But, I thought, ‘as I 
am facing the storm northwest, if I return south
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east I will strike my office.” This happy idea 
brought me into safe quarters, but dinner was 
dispensed with for that day. The storm con
tinued for three days, and snow reached the depth 
of four feet on the level, accompanied with a 
crust so hard as to bear up a man. This was 
truly a snow blockade, for no one could travel for 
weeks, and many people, being short of pro
visions, had to subsist upon hominy and a few 
potatoes.

The time soon came when our larder was ex
hausted and something had to be done. Though 
the snow was four feet deep, the storm still rag
ing, and the roads almost impassable, there was 
no alternative but to go to Council Bluffs after 
provisions or we might perish. And so Brother 
Clark and myself, each with a team, started out 
upon this perilous journey of one hundred miles. 
When we met a team loaded, we gave the whole 
road. In that event we shoveled a side track 
sufficiently large to admit our team until the other 
went by, then returned to the beaten road. And 
thus we continued until we reached our place of 
destination. Having obtained our supplies we 
faced the storm, which at times was so furious 
that we could scarcely see our teams, the drifts 
filling up the road as soon as it was broken. But 
the peril was passed, the goal was reached. On
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the eighth day we reached home, having incurred 
the greatest dangers and endured the most severe 
experience in my life.

Such was the depth of snow during this winter 
that in some instances it was dangerous to venture 
far from home, in view of the hungry wolves. Mr. 
Little, where we put up for a night on our trip, 
had been out to his grove, about one mile from 
home, after a load of wood, when his large dog 
was attacked by several wolves. Within five 
minutes nothing was left but his bones; and the 
owner had to flee for life, leaving his wood be
hind. In another instance, a negro had been out 
a little distance from home, chopping, when on 
his return he was driven by a pack of wolves into 
a fence corner, where his remains and his ax were 
found, with six dead wolves lying by his side.

During this severe winter I missed only one 
appointment, and that was on the Sabbath during 
my trip to Council Bluffs for provisions. Safely 
housed again after this trip of two hundred miles, 
it was a comfort to think that we had food enough 
to meet our wants. But what of our neighbors? 
Many were reduced to the last extremity, sub
sisting for weeks on parched corn, and nearly 
perishing for want of wood. But this was not 
all. The severe frost in September had injured 
the corn crop, so that little was saved and even
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that was very poor. I paid two dollars per bushel 
for inferior corn in order to keep my team through 
the winter.

But in the midst of this dreary weather, hedged 
in on every side by snowdrifts, cut off as it were 
from the blessings of good society for months, I 
could realize all that is meant in this stanza:

From every stormy wind that blows,
From every swelling tide of woes,
There is a calm, a sure retreat;
Tis found beneath the mercy-seat.

Through the varied experiences of my minis
try I have treasured up this lesson — that friend
ships formed through the history of perils and 
hardships in a new country are very sacred and 
of an enduring character. This idea is embraced 
by our Savior when he said to his disciples: “Ye 
are they which have continued with me in my 
temptations/' Take old soldiers, for example, 
who have shared the hardships and faced the 
dangers on many battlefields. Let them meet 
after a separation of many years; the outgushing 
emotions from the memory of past experiences 
are beyond control. The rush of past events 
turns toward each other the currents of affection, 
and for a time the old hero becomes a child. The 
same is true in the maturity of Christian friend-
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ships created in distant lands, and through the 
trials of a new country.

There were two or three oases, however, in 
this wintry desert, that served to break the dreary 
solitude and awaken new interests and pursuits. 
During the beautiful fall, two or three enterpris
ing men came in from other States and sojourned 
with us during the winter season, and their pres
ence and cheerful spirits were like sunshine in 
the glade. I have long since learned that it re
quires less grace to be cheerful and jovial sitting 
by a warm fire than in facing a driving snow
storm from the northwest.

Brother Havens had charge of Smithland cir
cuit. As soon as the weather would permit, I 
made him a visit, and continued our meeting 
nearly one week. Quite a number were con
verted and added to the church. Among them 
was the lady of the house where Brother Havens 
was making his home. Her husband a few months 
previous, owning a sawmill in the town, was 
caught by his circular saw and killed instantly. 
She was a talented and amiable woman, and dur
ing that year her name was changed to Havens.

During the summer of 1857 quite a number of 
ministers from the East visited Sioux City with 
a view of investing a little in land for future use. 
Our city was then a small town of but a few
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hundred inhabitants, but it was well situated to 
become a place of commercial importance, being 
distant one hundred miles from any competing 
city and with such an immense valley and fertile 
country to sustain it. The early settlers were in
telligent and enterprising. Of one hundred per
sons attending church in that early period, nearly 
all classes of professional men were present, and 
a fair proportion were graduated from some in
stitution of learning. To me it was a great pleas
ure to preach the gospel to such a class of men 
and women, for I felt assured that if I presented 
anything deserving commendation it would be 
appreciated. Though cultivating new soil and 
enduring hardships and privations, we had some 
bright spots along the way.

One of these was my home with Brother and 
Sister Yeomans in Sioux City, where I always 
found a “light in the window“ for me. Dr. S. P. 
Yeomans had been a practicing physician, but 
was then register of the land office and a local 
preacher in the Methodist Church. He and his 
wife had been the first to welcome me and their 
generous hospitality during my whole sojourn as 
presiding elder in that district greatly contributed 
to relieve my hard experiences, and make me feel 
at home among strangers in a strange land. Upon 
the return of summer, our table supplies became
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more plentiful, and once more we enjoyed the 
luxury of milk and butter — the latter at fifty 
cents a pound, and we were thankful to secure 
it at that price.

Landon T aylor



Indian Alarm

In the spring of 1857 occurred the Spirit Lake 
massacre. The Indians camped near Smithland 
for the purpose of hunting and fishing. Occa
sionally a few would pass through the town. One 
day three or four called at a small store, with a 
few ears of corn gathered up in a field on the 
commons. A few of the whites, or rather roughs, 
asked them where they had obtained their corn, 
to which the Indians frankly replied. No more 
was said, but the whites went out into a thicket, 
cut each one a hickory, then returned, fell upon 
the Indians, and chased them into their camp. 
Most of the braves were absent on a hunt, so the 
whites gathered up all of their remaining guns 
and brought them to Smithland, having made the 
Indians promise that on the following day they 
would go down and shake hands with the hostile 
Omahas, which the Indians knew would be cer
tain death.

When the hunters returned and found what 
had been done, they started in the night up the 
Little Sioux River and commenced their depreda
tions. When I tell you that liquor was the mov
ing cause, my readers will not need any further

12
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explanation. If those roughs had behaved them
selves, the Indians might have retired, and this 
sad affair would never have taken place.

As my quarterly meeting was at hand, I had 
to pass through Smithland and up the Maple 
Valley to Ida Grove on their trail. I never be
fore witnessed such a state of excitement. The 
settlers had gathered into the little towns, selected 
the strongest house for a fort, then fortified it to 
the best of their ability — the males on guard 
without, and the women and children within.

One man, on his way to town with many 
others, boasted of what great feats he would ac
complish in case of an attack. The party con
cluded to test his heroism by a little maneuver. 
They planned for one to pass through the brush 
ahead, and wait until the company came up; then 
the war whoop was to be sounded. The plan was 
executed, and the yelp given at the proper time, 
when lo! the boaster dropped his coat, which he 
had been carrying on his arm, his hat flew off, 
and such speed as he made the famed Dexter 
hardly could have excelled. He never looked 
back to count the slain, but concluded that for 
him the only safety was in flight. When the 
party reached town, they handed him his lost 
apparel and congratulated him on his safe arrival. 
And thus ended his Indian campaign.
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On my return from Denison, riding on horse
back, I made a very narrow escape. The road 
was along a willow creek, which before me I 
could see some distance. As I rode along, think
ing of something else, suddenly directly ahead 
of me, about thirty rods, in a little opening of 
the willows, I saw an Indian sure enough. The 
main road would take me within eight rods of 
the place of concealment. “What should I do?” 
My thoughts ran fast. Fortunately for me, be
fore I reached the lurking enemy, the road made 
an inward curve behind a little bluff out of their 
sight, and at the center of the curve a ravine ran 
up to the left, which would take me behind the 
hill to the main road at a distance of about a 
mile. You may rest assured that I improved my 
advantage. Within a few minutes I was out of 
the reach of danger, and thanked God for the 
rescue. This narrow escape I did not at the time 
reveal to my own friends, lest it might increase 
the excitement, or be attributed to a freak of the 
imagination arising from the alarming state of 
things.

Right here I wish to present a few thoughts 
in relation to Indian character. And inasmuch 
as I am neither a hater, nor an admirer, what I 
write may be regarded as the honest convictions 
of my heart. I have no apologies to make for
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their code of justice, killing the innocent instead 
of the guilty; I have but little confidence in their 
honesty or innocence where occasions offer to 
test them; and their cruelty to prisoners is inex
cusable. Yea, I believe them to be treacherous 
in every sense of the word, except in solitary in
stances; and yet I am fully satisfied that their 
association with the whites, copying their vices, 
purchasing their liquor, and swindled by their 
deception, has had much to do in giving a still 
darker shade to their degradation. As they hold 
sacred the law of revenge, is it a great wonder, 
after being so often deceived and imposed upon 
through government officials, that they are 
brought to despise government, and take matters 
into their own hands! They are a down-trodden 
and degraded race, of but little value in the 
world’s history, and our business as a Christian 
nation is not to make them worse, but to do all 
within our power to lift them up to a higher plane; 
and this can be done only in the exercise of just
ice, mercy, and truth.

Landon T aylor



Presiding Elder

Having decided to return to this work the 
second year, I made ample provision for my team 
and, in the latter part of August, I started, in 
company with Brother Havens, to Marion, Linn 
County, the seat of our annual conference. Near 
Toledo we attended a very pleasant camp meet
ing, at which we spent the Sabbath, and there 
greeted many of our old ministerial friends. As 
a long dreary winter makes a delightful spring 
by the law of contrast, so my pioneer experience 
gave an unusual interest to our annual meeting, 
making friendships more dear and religious privi
leges more precious.

As I had no competitors for the office of pre
siding elder at Sioux City, I was returned with
out opposition. On my way back to my appoint
ment I had the pleasure of the bishop’s company 
to the city of Des Moines. He had to meet an
other conference at this place, and I offered to 
take him through in my buggy. I found him one 
of the most genial and cheerful traveling com
panions that I had met, and for the first time in 
my life I had the honor of being raised above a 
bishop. This result was reached without any
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effort on my part or any opposition from him. It 
was in this wise. His weight was about 230 
pounds, and mine 160; so when the springs of 
the seat on his side went down, mine went up, 
and thus in altitude I was constantly his superior.

Passing along the prairie the first day, said he, 
“Brother Taylor, as you have a new buggy, why 
don’t you get a fancy horse?”

“I will tell you after a little while”, I answered.
Within two or three hours we came to one of 

those terrible sloughs, near Marengo, which re
quired all the skill and strength of my animal to 
take us through; but Fanny came out victorious 
on dry land.

“I now know,” said the bishop, “why you do 
not want a fancy animal; you do not wish to be 
left in the mud.”

Between Marengo and Newton we stopped at 
a hotel for dinner, and sat down to the table with 
about twenty boarders. As they began to ply 
their knives and forks, Bishop Ames called a halt, 
and said to the landlord: “If you please, we will 
ask God’s blessing upon this food.” Which, be
ing done, they resumed action, but kept an eye 
of interest upon the stranger, wondering who and 
what he could be.

After he had finished his meal and retired to 
the sitting room, the landlord came to me and in
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quired, “Who is this man that asked that bles-
• tsing/

Said I, “That is Bishop Edward R. Ames, of 
the Methodist Episcopal Church/'

Bishop Ames!" said he. “Then my table has 
been honored with a bishop." Hurrying to the 
door, as some of his boarders were leaving, he 
called out to them: “Did you know that we had
a bishop at our table?" And thus, until we 
started, he was communicating the good news to 
everyone he met. It seemed one of the grandest 
events of his life; and I doubt not that he treas
ured it up as a precious memory.

At the close of the third day we landed at Des 
Moines and, there being a camp meeting at Say- 
lorville, a few miles distant, I went down to that 
and spent the Sabbath. There I found my dear 
old friend, Rev. J. B. Hardy, one of the best 
preachers of the Iowa Conference and presiding 
elder of the Des Moines district. He informed 
me that I must preach on the Sabbath at ten 
o clock a . M . ,  to be followed by Rev. George B. 
Jocelyn. For some reason neither of us was highly 
favored in our sermons, and for my own part I 
felt somewhat mortified.

On Monday morning the elder said, “At nine 
A. M.  you must preach again." And now, mark 
the benefits of a failure. Had I made a happy

BH1
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effort on Sunday morning, I should not have felt 
my dependence upon God, in that helpless sense 
as I felt it now; but this brought me very low at 
the Savior s feet. Before I left the consecrated 
spot in the grove, I had grasped with my faith the 
divine arm. Baptized with this spirit, I ascended 
the pulpit and preached on the victory of faith. 
I need not detail the result. This much, how
ever, I can say, that at one period in my discourse 
the weight of divine glory was beyond any for
mer experience.

Dr. Jocelyn; what shall I say of him! For 
years we were members of the same conference; 
he was one of my successors at Old Zion in the 
city of Burlington; and at this time he was pastor 
of the Methodist Church in Des Moines. It was 
there, from month to month, that the members of 
the legislature sat under his ministry, edified and 
delighted, and room could hardly be found for 
the crowds that attended. No minister of the 
gospel ever left our State with a better record 
than George B. Jocelyn, and the Michigan Con
ference seldom if ever received a more valuable 
accession. Albion College, of which he was so 
long president, was very much blessed and pros
pered under his faithful labors, and his name like 
sweet perfume will go down to other generations.

After a delightful season at this meeting, I
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started onward, and within three days I was wel
comed to my old home at Sioux City and Ser
geant’s Bluff. Rev. C. J. Campbell was now sta
tioned at Sac City, and William Black at Deni
son and Carroll. After the arrival of the former, 
we held his first quarterly meeting, which was 
protracted through another week. The Lord 
poured out his Spirit upon this place, which re
sulted in the conversion of about twenty persons. 
One good feature of this revival was that it was 
married to a temperance society. Whisky and 
grace are incompatible, and the only way of suc
cess in religious societies is to deal with liquor as 
Putnam did with the wolf — take it square be
tween the eyes, and then see that there is no 
danger of its restoration to life.

Before I left this meeting to return home, 
Brother Campbell complained of a pain in his 
toe and, on examining it, there was a red, round 
spot on the fleshy part about the size of a five- 
cent piece. Anticipating nothing serious, I started 
for home, and when I heard from him again he 
was in his grave. He tried to send me word, but 
failed. It was a case of the erysipelas. Its prog- 
gress could not be arrested, until physicians de
cided that the limb must be amputated above the 
part inflamed. He finally consented, but the 
shock was too great. In the reaction he expired,
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but died like a Christian. His remains are now 
slumbering in the graveyard at Sac City, remind
ing us of the spirit of heroism which led him into 
distant lands to labor and die for the cause of 
Christ.

Failing to secure a supply for Smithland and 
Sac City, left vacant by the death of Brother 
Campbell, I saw no other way but to turn the 
whole district into a circuit, and go round it once 
in four weeks, the distance being about three hun
dred miles. With Brother Black and myself al
ternating, they would have preaching every two 
weeks. We started upon this new arrangement 
early in the spring.

Since this turned out to be one of the wet sea
sons, the traveling was perilous. For miles to
gether we had to wade through mud and water, 
through sloughs, and rapid streams, endangering 
our own lives as well as those of our faithful ani
mals; but not an appointment did we miss, except 
Carroll, where the crossing was impossible. In 
some instances when we came up to those deep 
creeks on the prairie, full to the banks, our only 
course was to take a hatchet, lop down the wil
lows standing upon the bank, pile old broken 
rails upon these, with weeds and grass and drift
wood, layer upon layer, until the resistance was 
such as to bear up a horse, and then pass over.
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One of our prairies between Ida Grove and Sac 
City was forty miles across, without a house or a 
particle of water, which was an exception in our 
round. The only company to enjoy along this 
lonely way was now and then a little prairie bird 
flying up before my horse, or a hungry wolf fol
lowing upon my track.

On the way from Ida Grove to Denison, which 
was about thirty miles distant, I once witnessed 
one of the most interesting sights of my life. As 
I reached the top of a little bluff, I came upon a 
hundred elk of various sizes. As I approached, 
they crossed the road a little before me, then 
formed a ring — the mothers with their fawns 
within; the males, with their great horns, com
pleting the circle without. There they stood in 
this fortified position until I was out of sight. 
This was the grandest array of horned battalion 
that I ever witnessed, and was worth a journey 
of a hundred miles to see. I stopped my animal 
for some time to look into this living fortress, but 
they faced me with a look of defiance, as much 
as to say: “Come this way if you dare.“

At Denison, among other good brethren, I must 
mention the name of Morris McHenry, who at 
this time was county surveyor and one of the pil
lars of the church. He was one of the men who 
would be an ornament to society in any place.
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It was a pleasure to me to see these newly organ
ized societies of the previous year now taking 
shape and becoming centers of a strong and pros
perous church. During the summer at Sac City I 
baptized about twenty persons by immersion, at 
the same service. These were some of the fruits 
of the revival during the winter. In passing round 
our work, in going and returning, we had to pass 
through Ida Grove, the county seat of Ida County, 
where I always received a hearty welcome from 
John H. Moorehead, the first settler and principal 
man of the place. At that time there were only a 
few families and no church organization, but he 
had been raised a Methodist and was what might 
be called a pretty good orthodox sinner. I al
ways enjoyed putting up with him and his kind 
family, and he was as well satisfied as myself.

My successor, upon leaving the circuit, in
quired of Mr. Moorehead the amount of his in
debtedness for such hospitality. Mr. Moorehead 
replied that he could not tell without looking up 
the account, whereupon he presented the follow
ing statement:

To lodging and meals, 11 days . . . $16.50
To feed and care of horse, 11 days . . 5.50

Total in d e b te d n e s s ............................$22.00

At this point my ministerial brother began to
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wonder whether, after this bill was paid he would 
have enough left to go to conference. As he was 
about to adjust his pocketbook in order to square 
the account, Mr. Moorehead interrupted. “See 
here, your credits are to come in before we strike 
the balance.”

“Credits!” said the preacher. “I have no cred
its to offset that indebtedness!”

“Yes, you have,” said my friend; and here they
are:

By one Sunday se rv ice .......................................
By 33 blessings asked at meals, at $ .25 each 
By 10 Scripture readings, at $ .45 each . .
By one prayer, offered on one knee . . . .

$10.00
8.25
4.50

.25

Total c r e d i t .................................................. $22.50

So, you see, in the end the preacher came out 
fifty cents ahead, which only gave elasticity to 
the joke.

There was a young man of sandy hair and light 
complexion teaching school at Sioux City in 1858, 
with whom I formed a very pleasant acquaintance. 
I was well aware at that time that he possessed the 
elements that would eventually bring him into 
public notice. He had great financial ability, and 
became an important life insurance executive, but 
above all, he maintained the character of a Chris
tian. That young man was I. T. Martin.
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I must also include among my pleasant acquain
tances during the year, Ezra and Joseph Millard, 
who became wealthy bankers in Omaha, Nebras
ka. They were at that date just starting out in 
business life and, being young men of principle 
and good character, they pushed their way up to 
wealth and affluence.

It was at Sioux City also that I first formed the 
acquaintance of Rev. Cornelius F. McLean, who 
has been long a member of our conference. He 
had taken up a claim in Nebraska, opposite Sioux 
City, had built a cabin, and was occupying the 
land according to the demands of the law. At his 
request I went over to Dakota, a little town across 
the river, and preached, I think, the first sermon in 
the village. Subject: “Heaven’s estimate of one 
repenting sinner/’ Whether there was joy in 
heaven on that day because of repenting sinners, 
is not yet revealed. But I went from the pulpit to 
my home happy in the consciousness of the soul’s 
reward. As soon as Brother McLean could make 
his arrangements he entered upon the ministry, 
and now over twenty years he has been publish
ing the glad tidings of salvation.

Our young city at this time, like most pioneer 
towns, had its drawbacks, including saloons and 
gambling rooms, where many a soul was ruined 
and families disgraced. On one occasion I was
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called upon to hold religious services over the 
body of a man who had died with the delirium 
tremens. As they had no other place, I stood up 
among the barrels of liquor. I referred, in my 
remarks, to the probabilities that this man was of 
respectable parentage, that he had grown up un
der the influence of religious training, had come 
out West to seek a home and fortune, followed by 
the sympathy and prayers of an interested mother 
that her dear boy might be honored and prospered 
in a land of strangers. And he himself as he left 
home was ardent with hope and solicitude that 
his way would be prospered. But he fell in with 
bad company, contracted bad habits, became a 
gambler and a drunkard, and here his earthly his
tory ends in a liquor shop, with no mourners pres
ent but his companions in crime! Whilst I am at
tending the last services of this young man in this 
saloon, in the presence of these monuments of 
ruin, interested friends may be praying and hop
ing that health and prosperity attend him. Then 
came the appeal — that the same company and 
habits that had brought this man to his untimely 
end would result in their ruin also, and that their 
only safety was in a life of virtue and temperance. 
During these remarks they wept like children; but 
speak not of reform in a business which bears 
the inscription of disgrace and death.
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The summer of 1858 was an exception, in that 
the rainy season continued until the last of Au- 
gust, up to the very time when we had to start to 
our annual conference. The creeks and rivers 
were bankfull and overflowing, and had I not 
been a practical swimmer our trip would have 
been impossible. Having finished the last round, 
we bade farewell to friends at Sioux City and Ser
geant’s Bluff and started on our way.

I had arranged to hold our last quarterly meet
ing at the different appointments, the first being 
at Smithland, thirty miles distant. Having closed 
up the labors of Saturday and Sabbath, without 
any marked results, on Monday morning we in
tended to start for our new appointment. But be
fore starting, a delegation was sent, among whom 
were some of the unconverted, beseeching us to 
stay another day. A large number of persons 
were seeking the Lord. Such a motive I could 
not resist, and so appointed a meeting for Mon
day evening. Surely enough, ten or twelve seek
ers came forward, professed conversion, united 
with the church, and became faithful members.

Passing on to Sac City, we had a meeting of 
unusual interest. Those who were converted and 
baptized were to be taken into full connection. 
During this service, in giving them the right hand 
of fellowship, and requesting others to do so, a
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wonderful spiritual manifestation attended, which 
filled every believing heart with joy and rejoicing. 
This was our last service in the district; twenty 
or thirty had been recently converted, and it was 
appropriate that our last meeting should be a 
Pentecostal feast. At its close, I opened the doors 
of the church, and six of the principal men of the 
place came forward, who afterward became pil
lars in the church. Thus our labors in the Sioux 
City district came to a close.

On Monday morning a large number of Chris
tian friends accompanied us to the river. Swim
ming our horse over the stream, we crossed in a 
small boat and, having hitched our horse to our 
buggy and waved to our friends still standing on 
the river bank, we started for Lyons, the seat of 
our coming conference. When almost out of 
sight, I cast a look backward, and still the friends 
were standing, waving a distant farewell. Such 
tokens of friendship and affection were heart- 
cheering after encountering the labors, hardships, 
and perils of the last two years, and it reminded 
me of the waving flag of welcome that they might 
be permitted to hang out as a signal when ap
proaching the heavenly shores. There is no small 
event in the history of my ministerial labors that 
has left a more tender and touching impression 
than the last adieu of those Sac City friends. As
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the husband and father can endure the hardships 
and dangers of the soldier when inspired by the 
love of liberty and home, so I felt that these mem
orials of true affection served to inspire me with 
greater heroism in the cause of Him who died for 
us.

Not many hours passed before the occasion was 
furnished in a very practical form. We came to 
a large stream, widened to ten or twelve rods. 
Now what was to be done? Brother Black, my 
traveling companion could not swim, the water 
was too deep to ford, and so I decided to test its 
depth by wading through. Carrying our blankets 
in my hands, extended upward, I started for the 
other shore, and found that I could just go 
through. The water came over my shoulders but, 
having safely landed, I deposited my load on the 
bank and then swam back after the second. Thus 
I continued wading and swimming alternately, 
until everything was over except Brother Black 
and the buggy. Fortunately, we had a rope, and 
so I fastened this to the shafts of my buggy, 
lashed the preacher fast to the rear, and Fanny 
pulled all in safety over to the opposite side. It 
was amusing to see a very short man rolling and 
whirling in the stream, but this was the only hope, 
for he was too short to wade and unable to swim. 
His trust was on that rope; and to that he ad-
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hered like a faithful friend. Beyond the flood, 
standing on the shore of safety, he could sing in 
gratitude, like Miriam, The horse and his rider 
hath he thrown into the sea, but out of all the rope 
hath delivered me."

When I describe the method of crossing in one 
instance, it embraces our entire water experience, 
except in cases where the streams were too deep to 
wade. Then I had to swim over in advance, then 
my horse came, afterward my traveling companion 
and appendages. Thus we persevered onward 
until the second afternoon, when we reached the 
dividing ridge. If two men were ever grateful for 
dangers passed and victories won, we were when 
our horse’s feet stood firmly on solid ground.

As I looked back toward the Missouri Valley, 
time also seemed to pass in retrospect. Two years 
had gone by since I entered this work; and though 
I had encountered hardships, braved dangers, and 
suffered the loss of many social pleasures, yet I 
had been honored with the privilege of preaching 
the gospel where its joyful sound had never been 
heard, organizing new societies, establishing new 
Sunday schools, witnessing the conversion of 
many souls, and laying the foundation for the 
future growth and prosperity of the church of 
Christ. In leaving this work my report to the con
ference was as follows: members, 141; proba-
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tioners, 36; baptisms, 24; churches, 1; Sunday 
schools, 6; scholars, 158; preaching places, 10.

S. P. Yeomans, who was then the register of 
the land office at Sioux City, wrote years later: 
It is generally thought that, to find the heroic in 

Methodism, we must go back to the early days of 
our church history; but when I call to mind (as I 
often do) your trials and privations as you buf
feted the terrible winter storms of twenty-five 
years ago in the Sioux City work, laboring with 
your own hands for the support which the scat
tered membership was unable to afford, I am firm 
in the conviction that your faith, zeal and endur
ance in the Master’s work were hardly surpassed 
by the old pioneers of Methodism. As we now 
look over the field, we are enabled to see clearly 
that your labor was not in vain. The seed that 
you scattered in that virgin soil has taken root 
and already yielded an abundant harvest. The 
apparently barren field which you then traversed 
has now become a mighty center of Methodism, 
whose influence is felt through all northwestern 
Iowa and the territory beyond; another evidence 
of the verity of that grand old promise, Lo, I am 
with you alwayV’

The remainder of our trip across the State was 
very pleasant, and rendered the more so by the 
pleasant Sabbath spent in Marshalltown with
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Brother Henderson. On this day I preached from 
"Never man spake like this man," and Brother 
Black gave us a sermon in the evening. On the 
following Thursday we reached Honey Creek 
camp meeting, near Marengo, and there I met 
again my old friend and former colleague, Rev. 
William Simpson. Farther on our way to Lyons 
we enjoyed the luxury of a short visit at the home 
of Hiram Price at Davenport, and preached for 
them on the Sabbath. On the following Tuesday 
we all met at Lyons, and thus closed my ministry 
in the Sioux City district.

Landon T aylor
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