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CHAPTER THREE

The Years at Ripley, New York
Memoirs, April 1831 to June 1838

[Journey to Buffalo, New York]
We took passage on the Steamer Phoenix, across Lake Champlain. I had
never before been on a steamboat. The motion affected me some, but did
not prostrate me as it did the other lady passangers. I went into my berth,
and should have slept soundly had it not been for the wailings of the
women and children. From Plattsburg we embarked on a fine packet boat,
went down the northern canal to Troy. On board we found agreeable
company whose conversation diverted my mind, and at intervals I forgot
the sorrow I felt on leaving home. In Troy we found a family of Fields' I
had known in Winchester: this was an agreeable surprise. We pursued our
journey on the Erie Canal. Had pleasant company and landed safe in
Buffalo. We hired pleasant rooms, had them neatly furnished. While this
was being accomplished the time passed quite pleasantly. In a few days my
husband began to inquire for some lucrative business.
He engaged as mate on board a schooner, Capt. Scoville. The family
lived near and I was introduced to his wife. She was a kind lady and
showed me every attention. Our husbands sailed together; that formed a
bond of friendship between us. The city was delightful and together we
had many pleasant walks. But now commenced my loneliness. I would go
to a house of worship on the Sabbath, see all the style and fashions of the
day, gaze over the vast congregation, not a single familiar face! My husband at the same time I would think engaged in business as on any other
day laboring to waft the vessel that bore him away over the billowing waves
to its destined port. He would sometimes be absent two weeks occasionally
four, then came into harbor and spend a few days preparing for another
voyage, evenings take me to places of amusement, then a little ray of comfort would dawn on my heavy heart, and I could appear cheerful.
37
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Mrs. Scoville and I knew the vessel on which our husbands sailed by
the topsails and flying jib, as it was called. From my garret window with a
spyglass we could discern it at an immense distance. For hours we would
sit together at that window straining our eyes to catch the first glimpse of
it, often being compelled to withdraw in disappointment. At other times it
would heave insight three hours before it would come into port. We could
then have time to make all the desired preparations. I had never before
seen anything of a sailor's employment. I went on board the schooner to
see what it was like. I became disgusted with it, could not consent that my
husband should continue in that business for a livelihood. I now began to
realize the effects our distinct habits oflife would have upon us. I reflected
on his limited experience in prosecuting business of a more domestic
nature. These reflections made me very unhappy.
I had no one to converse with to give me encouragement. Mrs.
Scoville was proud that her husband was capable of commanding and
navigating a vessel. She would have me anticipate an honorable position
for my companion, in a short future. I had no such ambition. She did not
understand me. I was very homesick wished myself back with my dear
ones at home! But as dark days are not all dark, so little blessings came to
me one by one to keep my hopes alive. The family of whom we hired
rooms had a lovely daughter, whose name was Thirza Harrison. She was
my constant companion in the absence of my husband, when she could
be spared from household duties and passed all her nights with me. She
had a short time before this emigrated from England, left a lover behind,
was often sad at the remembrance of one with whom she might have
been happy could her parents have remained in their native country, or
suffered her to choose her own destiny. In either case sorrow would have
been the issue.

[Partnership with Horace Barnes]
I must record all the sunshine that dawned on me, amidst the clouds of
gloom that obscured my sky. I had been in Buffalo but a few weeks, when
from Chatauque Co., N.Y, I received a letter from my brother [Horace],
whom I had not seen for eight years. That same brother of whom I have
written, concerning his leaving home in Canada. He had heard of my residence in Buffalo and would soon be there to see me. This was joyful news
indeed. The thoughts of meeting a beloved brother in a land of strangers,
where not a soul lived I had ever known and loved, was almost joy
unspeakable. A few days passed and behold he was in my presence. When
the first excitement was over, so natural did he look and appear that I
could not realize we had been separated so long. He remained one week
with us; and the result was Mr. Pratt concluded to go home with him to
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that County and purchase land, then return and move me to the place. I
was delighted with the idea.
My brother had resided there more than two years; had made many
friends; they would be mine. I should have his society, could I be
unhappy? Thus did I reason. Mr. Pratt with my brother made the purchase and returned. Now I must leave the Harrison family, my good
Thirza, and Mrs. Scoville. But then I should rejoin my brother. Mr. Pratt
would live ashore, and I should learn to know and love my brother's
friends. I had a great desire to see the Niagara Falls: we were within eighteen miles. Steamers were running every day. We repaired to the landing
(we had only that day to spare,) but behold, we were ten minutes too late!
I never was more disappointed. From that circumstance I discovered what
would be the bane of my life. My husband would always be behind time.
The following day was appointed to embark for Chatauque. It happened
as before, and we were too late. Mr. P. understood steamboat rules, I did
not. A key was given me. I knew I must watch time for myself; and I was on
the alert from that time onward.
The day was appointed for us to be in Chatauque to meet my
brother. At early dawn I was on the mane. I had no intention of being left
again. The wind was high and the boat loaded with lady passengers. I
never witnessed a scene so distressing. Every lady was sick: several had
young babes who were crying for attention, but were left in the berths
unnoticed. The cabin maid had orders to admit no gentlemen into the
ladies cabbin: it was impossible for her to wait on them all. The men without could hear groans of their wives and the cries of their infants, and
could not render them any assistance. I had been previously instructed
that on going on board I must take to my berth, and lie perfectly still in
order to prevent being sick. Gladly would I have waited on the poor
women, but I dared not stir. I now recollect my mistake, in recording the
crossing Lake Champlain in the Phoenix. It only occupied a few moments.
It was Lake Erie where the scene was so dreadful.
[Ripley, New York]
No poor creatures were ever gladder to see daylight appear! The steamer
landed, and half dressed they crawled out on deck. Pale and immaciated
we sought the fresh air. It had the effect to restore us, and we were soon
able to go on shore. From Portland Harbor we took a coach to Westfield
Village, a short distance. A private carriage awaited our arrival to take us
to the town of Ripley. We allighted at the house of deacon Lomis, friends
of my brother's, where we boarded till our own house was repaired. My
brother was soon with us, and the two went to work on the farm they had
bought in Co. At the expiration of five weeks I was moved into the house,
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found it a comfortable home. Now began my trials about housework. I
had not for eight years done as much of that kind of labor as to wash and
iron my own clothes.
This was in a country town where it was fashionable for good wives
to do their own work, or at least, oversee it. My husband was conceited
enough to immagine his knowlege superior to mine in reference to some
particular branches of housekeeping, such as making soap and sausages.
Some terrible blunders were made. I trusted to his judgement till I found
by sad experience he knew less than I did. I then went to a good neighbor
for advice. She counselled me to assume the responsibility in my own person, and not trust to my husband at all for, said she, ''women should
understand their own business." She offered me assistance in making
light bread, and I soon became a model housekeeper. My labors multiplied. I found a farmer's wife had to work. It was great confinement. My
brother's friends came to visit me, some of them were very agreeable and
kind. Still their habits and manners differed from New England people.
My husband and brother assisted me in every way in their power. I
took great pride in entertaining company, wanted everything done in the
best style. Mr. Pratt had an hereditary propensity for hunting. The woods
were full of wild game. This was very annoying to both my brother and
myself. It was a practice I had abhorred, still I was fond of grey squirrels
and wild fowls. I expostulated, reasoning on the value of time, but all to
no effect. I saw clearly the effect the wild adventures of his youth had
upon him. I was ambitious that my husband should obtain a good business character. I wished above all else that my brother should be satisfied
with him in their partnership. We had lived on our farm about six months
when our eldest daughter was born. This was a sore trial, that I had no
mother or sister to come to me in my troubles. Dearer to me a thousand
times than ever before, did my mother appear to be. I reflected with deep
contrition on every instance wherein I had given her pain!
I now had new cares, and new pleasures. Notwithstanding all the
tears I had shed during my pregnancy, my child was not inclined to cry
often. She was considered by the neighbors a remarkable child. As my
love for her increased, so did it grow stronger for my own dear mother.
More than ever did I regret leaving her, knowing from this beginning
how much I should need her sympathy in raising a family. I began to
revolve in my mind the promise my husband had made my mother that in
two years I should return, and visit her. When I mentioned the subject to
him, he waved the conversation, as though he would prefer to talk of
something else. My brother was a faithful friend, endeavored in various
ways to lighten my burdens, and to make me contented. But there was a
something underlying all my apparent comforts, my mind was ill at rest.
Previous to my leaving home I had partially engaged my sister Lois to
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come to my place of residence, when I should write and inform her
where I was located.

[Louisa's Sister Lois at Ripley, May 1832]
Accordingly I wrote a pressing invitation for her to come. Entreated my
mother to give her consent. My brother also addressed her on the subject
that if she would encourage our sister to come to us, we would do all in
our power to make her stay agreeable, and help her to means when she
wished to return. Our mother wrote an answer to our letter stating her
objections. The distance was great, she was unaccustomed to travelling,
she would have to go unattended, her children were being scattered. She
says, "I must say with Jacob of old,Joseph is not, Simeon is not, and ye will
take Benjamin away; all these things are against me!" She further
remarked, "could I be assured she would go safely to your place, without
accident, I could possibly consent. But should mischief befall her on the
way, it would bring down my grey hairs with sorrow to the grave!"
Mter the perusal of this letter I felt that my hopes were blasted. I
had wandered away from home, found my brother. I must not expect the
family to follow me. I could not blame my poor mother. Father too and
other relatives opposed. Time passed on, my babe was a solace and comfort, healthy and good natured. When I had no one in whose care I could
leave her to go to a neighbors house, I would set her on the carpet, bid
the dog lie down by her side, go on an errand, and perhaps be gone an
hour, return and find her radiant with smiles, the dog still watching, both
glad to see me. It happened one day in the month of May 1832 I was busy
/
about my work my babe now four months old, was lying laughing in her
cradle. We had named her Ellen Sophronia. I was at that moment pondering in my heart whether my hopes would ever revive about my sisters
coming to be a light and a joy in my dwelling! I looked out at my door;
and behold she came walking through the gate, as naturally as if she
belonged there.
My joy was too great for utterance. I thought I was dreaming. She
walked into the house, went to the cradle, and kissed the babe, before a
word was spoken. I then exclaimed, "Lois, is it your own self?" Several
times repeated with tears and sobs ere she answered, "yes, Louisa, it is
myself, and I have come right from home." I asked, "are father and
mother alive and well?" ''They are, and all the rest of the family." I then
ran up stairs where Mr. Pratt lay sick in bed, and announced the glad tidings! He rejoiced with me, and talked of the surprise it would be to our
brother when he came in from his work, to find our sister had arrived. He
came home at evening, and we spoke carelessly of a young lady who had
arrived by stage and had called upon us. She walked into the room. We

42

The History of Louisa Barnes Pratt

offered no introduction. He eyed her very closely, and exclaimed, "it is
Lois!" He had not seen her for nine years.
The little girl he had left at home, had grown to womanhood, had
travelled six hundred miles with no immediate escort, had found his residence, and no harm had befallen her! He seemed greatly to rejoice in
behalf of our parents, who had tremblingly given their consent. I now felt
blessed. I had a companion in the house, to go out and come in, to comfort and console me. One year passed away in comparative contentment
and my sister appeared healthy and cheerful. She was a person of great
piety, as free from guile as a mortal can be in this world of sin. She was
small in stature, symetrical in proportions, brown hair and dark penetrating eyes. Her kindness and affability won the esteem of all who knew her.
She loved Ellen, seemed always contented at home, never complained of
loneliness. The two years (from my leaving home) had now rolled away,
and I began to think of claiming the promise made my mother that I
should return. Mr. Pratt did not incline to talk of it.
[Louisa's Visit to Home in Canada]
My sister was willing to stay and keep house for me, and after much consultation my husband acknowledged it his duty to assist me to means, and
permit me to go. There were two ladies of my acquaintance in the place,
going east to visit their friends, and I should have company a portion of
the journey. Mter having taken an affectionate leave of my brother and sister and receiving their blessings (they both had firm trust in a divine providence) Mr. P. accompanied me to Portland Harbor. Saw me with the child
safely on board the steamer, and we set sail for Buffalo. He appeared
cheerful in parting with us, which was very gratifying to me. This time the
weather was fine, there was very little sickness on board. Ellen was
delighted with everything she saw, perfectly at home with strangers. We
landed in Buffalo but my companions could not wait for me to search out
myoid friends. We took passage on board a canal boat, headed for Troy.
As soon as I could fully realize that I was on the way to my childhood's home where I should see my father, mother, three brothers, and
three sisters, all my sadness fled. My heart was light, my spirits buoyant,
and I looked forward with high hopes of happiness, with my kindred, and
early companions of my youth. Strangers were polite and kind to me. My
little girl attracted the notice of the passengers. She would sit for hours
on deck with anyone who would take care of her, while I was employed in
the cabbin. As we passed through the populous cities, the boat would
halt, and passengers would walk out for pleasure. I was never detained on
account of my child; some gentleman would invariably offer to carry her
for me. In two weeks from the time I left home I was in White Hall.
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On the route between the Junction and W.H. [White Hall], the
canal had to undergo repairs. I hired a coachman to take me ten miles, to
a village on the Hudson river. It was a most delightful town. I allighted at
the house of a Quaker family, by the name of Williams. I found them the
kindest most agreeable family I had ever met among strangers. They had
two sons, and two daughters, all over twenty years, fine looking and well
bred. It seemed like a paradise! Such neatness and order I never saw
before. It was like a museum. Curiosities were desplayed in every portion
of the dwelling. Their bedspreads astonished me. The mother took the
child under her care and relieved me entirely. Had I been her own
daughter she could not have been more interested and attentive. I
remained with them two days.
When the boat came on its course, I went aboard and pursued my
journey. In Whitehall I had a room at the hotel, in the third story of the
building. I was not appraised of the precise time when the steamer would
cross Lake Champlain, and being engaged with my child, I was a few
moments too late. My disappointment was dreadful to be endured! I
returned to the hotel, took my room and gave vent to my swollen heart in
a torrent of tears!
My little girl seemed to understand that something wrong had taken
place. She gazed upon me with imploring looks, as if she would ask in her
silent way, "what is the matter?" She seemed unusually cautious about
making me trouble. Twenty-four hours we kept our room, when the
waiter true to his word, rang the bell in season for us to be ready. Only a
few hours on board the Phoenix, and we were set on shore only twenty five
miles from the home of my parents.
I took stage conveyance to St. Albans. Called at the publick house
where my friends Maynards lived, when I left there; now occupied by
another family whom I only knew by reputation. I soon made their
acquaintance, learned the particulars of my cousin's death, and that her
husband Mr. M. would be in from Dunham, the following day, when I
should hear direct from home. Accordingly he came, brought his daughter, whom he consented to leave with her friends, and take me in his carriage to Dunham.
A short day's ride brought me to my father's door. It was ten o'clock
in the evening. As we drove into the yard I saw through the window my
mother sitting by the old fashioned fireside dressed for bed. My youngest
sister hearing the carriage came to the door, listened a moment, went
back and I heard her exclaim, "0, Louisa has come!" The house was all
excitement: every live being was aroused. My father was awakened from
his slumbers and told that his daughter had arrived from N. York. He
replied with emphasis, "I don't believe a word of it!" He was convinced of
the fact when the red headed girl was presented to him and introduced as
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his granddaughter. The child partook of the general joy, appeared as
completely at home as though she had been there from her birth. Her
grandpa immediately gave her a pet name, to which she readily learned
to answer, appearing to appreciate the name of "Queen," which he was
pleased to call her. The hours and days passed merrily, while receiving
calls from surrounding friends.
The absent members of the family were soon apprised of my arrival
and suddenly made their appearance. Any old associates lost no time in
coming to welcome me, and warmly congratulated my parents on receiving me safely with an addition to the family. For several days the excitment continued, then we settled ourselves into more sober life. I would
often walk over the old familiar grounds, see the footpaths I was accustomed to frequent in my childhood. A kind of enchantment came over
me, I immagined myself in a fairy land. My mother would ask me at times,
whether I realized all my expectations in coming home, and if indeed the
pleasure equaled my anticipations. To which I always replied, "My most
sanguine hopes are realized, mother. I am not in the smallest degree disappointed." "Oh," she says, "how thankful I am!" My child received so
much attention, especially from her grandpapa, that she made rapid
improvement. She amused him in his leisure hours, and he learned her
to sing and dance. To visitors she was presented "the queen ofN. York."
The summer passed pleasantly away. I had two sisters at home viz.
Caroline, and Catharine. Two had married and located not far away. Two
brothers married living near, [and] one, a young man at home. An own
aunt and large family with whom I had been familiar from early childhood. I have frequently made the remark, that I believed I lived more real
life during that period (four months), to which my visit was limited, than
some persons of a less happy temperament do in a lifetime. As the time
drew near for me to prepare for my return, I felt no reluctance. I thought
of my pleasant home on the shores of Lake Erie, of my companion,
brother, and sister; how anxiously they were awaiting the time. A sense of
duty inspired me and gratitude to my kind Preserver, in whom I trusted
to guard me safely back to gladden their hearts. The time was appointed
for me to leave with my youngest brother who would accompany me to
the steamboat landing. I went to take leave of my dear old aunt.
I bid the family one by one farewell; came to my aunt; she spoke in a
most kindly tone, the wishes of her heart for me, commended me to the
Giver of all good to guide me safely home. I kissed her and passed out into
the street. I turned and looked towards the window, she was gazing after
me with the sadest countenance I had ever seen her wear. It was an
unearthly look. I knew she was thinking she would never see me again! My
heart swelled within me, and tears bust from my eyes. In this condition I
reached my mother's. She asked me why I wept so much. She said, "are

The Years at Ripley, New York

45

you not willing to leave us and go to your home?" I answered yes, mother,
but I grieve because something tells me I have seen my aunt Baker for the
last time." She tried to console me as she wont to do in all my troubles. It
was evening, and I had a few miles to go, to meet some friends who were to
be my company on the steamer. My father objected to my starting in the
evening, said it was not right. I tried to comfort him and explained the
necessity. Mter a score of ceremonies we started, had scarcely drove out of
sight when it commenced raining.
I was not prepared against the rain, so my brother drove back, to
wait a little, and start again better protected. In order to excite a little
mirth, I told them I had come back to finish my supper. At this we all
laughed heartily. The clouds of gloom, and the rain cleared away, and we
started the second time in good spirits. We reached the publick house in
due time, and met the friends we expected. Early on the morrow we went
to the landing. I bid my brother farewell; again went on board the
Phoenix, to cross beautiful Lake Champlain. Now my steps were bending
towards home. I resolved to be cheerful, for I felt I had been truly
blessed. From Plattsburgh I took passage on a canal boat for Troy. As I
went on board, I was agreeably surprised to find some of the same passengers who came out with me from Buffalo, on their return, as I was. We
congratulated each other, and expressed ourselves highly gratified.
We glided pleasantly along. I felt disappointed in not being able to
call on my new friends the Quaker family. This I could not do without
being separated from my acquaintance on the boat. In a few days we went
on shore in Buffalo. Sentiments of friendship were exchanged with my
traveling companions. We had had a long journey together. We had
walked about the cities of Atica and Rochester, had contemplated the
wonders at Lockport; climbed up the five flights of stairs, and admired
the works of art, while I exclaimed, "what is there, that the hands of men
cannot do?" We parted; and I went on board the steamer bound for
Portland harbor. I was now nearing home and as I tried to make Ellen
understand who we were to meet, she would seem wild with joy and try to
lisp the names. On a Saturday evening in Sept 1833, I was in Westfield
Village, six miles from home. Sabbath morning I went in a coach to
Ripley, called at a friends house by the name of Loomis. Here I met the
good Mr. Harris, minister of the town. He saluted us with great cordiality,
and admired the improvement the child had made.

[Return to Ripley]
I walked to the house of worship, in the porch met my brother, who
expressed great pleasure on receiving us back again, free from all harm.
We talked of Mr. Pratt's absence, (which I heard on entering the town)
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how he had been persuaded to accept a captain's berth on board a vessel,
plying from Portland to Erie. I felt a cloud come over my spirits, but my
brother assured me he would return when he heard of our arrival. His
trips were never more than a week, the business commanded high wages,
and vessels would soon be laid up for winter. I tried to feel cheerful, went
home and saluted my sister. Ellen Sophronia appeared to know her aunt
and everything about the house. She rushed through the rooms frantic
with delight! She was most forward in talking, being now one year and
eight months old. She made the most extreme efforts to tell her aunt
where she had been, whom she had seen and the name Grandpapa had
given her, she could speak plainly.
As the sun was setting that evening there was a wreck discovered. A
vessel lying on her side. It was plainly seen from our door. There was great
excitement in the neighborhood! I knew not but it might be the
schooner my husband had under command. I trembled with fear! My
brother with other men went out in a skiff to the wreck. Found men
watching there, who informed them there was a woman in the cabbin,
whom they expected was drowned as the vessel was half under water. I was
relieved to learn it was not Mr. Pratt's vessel, but the fate of the poor
female occupied our minds. The following day, the fifth after the wreck,
the schooner was righted up, and behold the woman came floating out
from the cabbin alive! Great was the consternation of the men! Her
nephew the capt. of the craft caught her in his arms and fainted!
Her body was completely water soaked, but she had managed to
keep her head above water. She told how miraculously she had been preserved. There were crumbs of crackers, and tea, from the broken boxes
floating about on the water; which she was enabled to grasp at intervals,
and thus was she kept from starvation. Great was her faith in God! She
did not fear to die, and was not in dispair in her perilous condition! Her
husband received her as one from the dead. She lived two years, but was
never strong as before.
Mr. P. having received information of our return, came home to
visit us, spent a few days, but had engaged to run the vessel while the
autumn weather continued favorable. My home now seemed more attractive than it ever had before. Everything appeared new; my homesickness
was gone. The singing of the birds sounded sweeter in my ears. The flowers were more lovely, the trees looked a brighter green, all because the
sunshine of contentment had found its way to my heart. Oh, thought I,
what a difference between happiness and misery!
Mr. Pratt expressed himself more than compensated for permitting
us to leave him so long in witnessing the happy effect it had wrought
upon me. My spirits were buoyant all the day long. It so happened when
the letter was sent announcing my arrival home, Mr. Pratt with his vessel
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was anchored in Portland Harbor, six miles distant. It was evening. There
was no conveyance at hand. He resolved to walk the long dreary road in
the dark and set his eyes upon us before he slept. It was midnight, all were
wrapt in profound slumber. A loud knock at the door awakened us; we
quickly understood who was to be our guest, though we had not expected
him for several days. The little girl in an instant recognized her father,
partook of all the joy and excitement, and for several hours showed no
signs of wanting sleep.
A few days passed and he was gone, he left us feeling hopeful for we
knew the season for sailing would soon be over. My sister Lois at this time
appeared healthy and strong. We had great delight in rehearsing over
what each had experienced during the time of our separation.
We had pleasant friends, with whom we exchanged many agreeable
visits. Lois was a favorite with all who knew her. Time passed swiftly till Mr.
P. left his vessel in winter quarters, and come home. My brother taught
school through the winter. My sister and I were expert needle women, we
did our own work and some for others, but we always found time to read.
We made it our business to read all the popular works in that portion of
the country, such as history, moral, and religious books. We had no time
to devote to novels.

[Lois's Illness]
Some time in the course of winter Lois began to show signs of ill health. It
happened one day when Mr. P. and myself had been to a neighboring village and returned; my sister having prepared the evening repast. As we
were about to take our seats at the table she withdrew to her room, and
laid down upon her bed. It was such an unusual occurrence, we were all
greatly surprised.
An elderly gentleman who was stopping with us and disposed to
believe she had injured herself by lifting a heavy stick of wood. She
affirmed it was not so; for though she brought in a large stick, it did not
affect her in the least. She complained of no pain, but only a weakness.
She continued in this state a few days, refusing to take medicine, or have
a physician called. Her brother remonstrated, went and procured some
strengthening bitters; which appeared to help her. She went from home a
few weeks in which time I heard no complaint. In the spring she engaged
to teach the District School. In the early part of Apr [ilJ she commenced,
the weather was quite impossible. I felt troubled, and feared it might
injure her. She seemed in a hurry, which was not her natural turn. Only
one week passed and she came home with a terrible cough! She called it a
cold, but to me there was an ominous sound in it. I sweat her with hemlock boughs and she so far recovered that she continued her school for
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four months. When she come home for a permanent stay, I discovered
some hidden malady preying upon her system.
She had the greatest aversion to medical treatment! I must stand
over her with earnest pleadings, with reasoning and entreaties, ere I
could prevail on her to take anything prescribed by a physician. She had
no faith in Allopathy; but simple remedies which she felt that nature
demanded, she was willing to use.
In Nov. 1836, my second child was born. The winter following was a
period of trial and anxious care to me. My burdens were increased, my
sister not able to assist me. My heart was pained when I looked upon her
wasted form; saw the color fading from her once blooming and rosy
cheeks; saw dimness and languor in her eyes, which a few months before
had sparkled with intelligence and animation. I dared not utter in her
hearing what I feared! With an aching heart I wrote to our parents.
My husband was gone from home when my second daughter was
born, did not return for two weeks. This, with the feeble state of health
into which Lois had fallen, made me more than unreconciled. But our
good brother, ever faithful to his trust, did all in his power to aid and
comfort us. We had kind neighbors, and a kinder Providence, in which
we trusted to order all the events of our mortal lives. Mr. P. soon returned
to spend the winter with us which would have passed in comfort and contentment, but for the progress of that insidious disease, at times so deceiving but sure to hold the victim it has marked for its prey, mocking all
efforts to arrest, or combat, and amidst the tears and prayers of beseeching friends, he lays a human form on his altar.
Towards last end of winter, I heard of "Latter Day Saints," in an
adjoining town, who believed in healing the sick by faith, according to
the ancient custom. In the honesty of my heart I went alone in my carriage, six miles, to search out the wonderful men, and entreat them to
come to my house, that if possible my sister might be healed.
On my way I called on some good Presbyterians, told them my business. They commenced railing against these men, called them imposters,
deceivers, and everything but good. I was pursuaded to relinquish my
design and turn back without seeing them, to judge for myself. I never
once reflected that there was no confidence to be placed in the opinion
of unbelievers. Had I been wise I should not have stopt on the way and
made my errand known. I returned to my home and informed my sister
what the people said. She seemed disappointed. The strange men left the
place, and we heard no more of them while she lived.
Early in the spring we took her to Westfield village, and placed her
under treatment of a German Doctor. We had friends living there who
were greatly interested in her recovery. Most deeply did they sympathize,
and show every kindness in their power.
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Likewise the Loomis family, who had discouraged me from applying
to the men of God, to administer to the poor girl, in his name, were kind
and solicitous for her comfort. Though intolerant in reference to doctrinal creeds, they were humane and benevolent.
Word at length came to us from our Smith friends where she was
staying that she was failing. The sound fell on my ears like the tolling of a
bell, to announce the exit of some poor mortal from the stage oflife! Mr.
P. and I started immediately with our two children to the scene of our
anxious dread, to see if possible to have her brought home. During the
ride I was wrapt in profound meditation. I revolved in my mind the circumstances that had induced my mother to grant unwilling permission
for Lois to come to me; to comfort me, because I was lonely and discontented. Could I now send the sad intelligence of her true condition and
paint the threatening clouds that were brooding over our atmosphere?
To me it seemed a Herculean task!
I had not seen my sister for several weeks. As we drove up to the
house she come out to meet us. I saw in a moment how much she had
changed! There was a glare in her eyes, a hectic flush on her cheeks, a
paleness on her skin which told how great ravages her disease had made!
I took [her] by the hand [and] asked, "how do you feel Lois?" She
replied, "I am no better. Louisa, will you write to father and mother, and
have the letter mailed today?" I addressed a letter to my eldest sister,
entreated her to come to our assistance. I knew she had means plenty, was
brave and courageous. In a pathetic manner I described the alarming
condition of our sister, and the uncertainty of her ever seeing her again if
she did not come quickly. When I had finished, I read it to the dear girl,
and we both wept sorely, knowing the sensations it would inspire when it
should be read by the family at home.
That same evening we called in a new Physician. He blamed us for
not applying to him at an early period of her disease. Said he, "three
months ago I might have arrested the complaint, but now it is too late!"
Although I did not believe him it grieved me severely! Mter all the sorrow
I had felt, to be chastised for negligence was awful! The friends sympathized with us, and we adjudged the doctor as one speaking "unadvisedly
with his lips." That night I laid on the bed with the sick girl, but there was
no sleep for me. Her short breathing was so painful to hear! I asked her if
she was pressed for breath. She replied "0, no, I breathe quite easily." I
saw she was not conscious of her low condition.
I arose from the bed and went into the room where Mrs. Loomis
slept. My bursting heart could not longer be controlled. She saw what was
before me and pitied me. From her eyes tears fell fast, and I wept till it
seemed that my head was a fountain of waters! Early the next morning we
started for home, the weather not being favorable to remove the sick one,
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and the carriage not covered. I informed my brother of all that had transpired, and he set out immediately on foot; reached the place in the
evening. He lingered long before he would enter the room, dreading to
witness the change she had undergone! Which however could not have
been so great to him as it was to me. He had been once to visit her, in the
four weeks, she had been away. He hired an easy carriage to convey her
home, and Miss Smith, her kind friend, was engaged to accompany them,
and support the poor invalid in her arms.
The morning previous to their arrival I spent in the deepest agony!
I expected them at an early hour and when the time had passed, all my
fears were aroused, that perhaps she was not able to be moved. I watched
the road, to catch the first glimpse of the coach. I prayed to the Lord, that
I might never be under the painful necessity of writing to my mother that
Lois had died away from my home. I even covenanted that if she might be
permitted to return, I would endeavor by divine aid to be resigned to His
will, if it were to remove her forever from my sight. I waited in excruciating suspense, a few moments, when 10, the carriage drove in sight. I
shouted for joy and thanked the Lord. She was brought into the house
very much exhausted. The windows and doors were widely opened, to fill
the room with air. After a season of rest, she appeared comfortable.
There was now another trial at hand for me. My husband had engaged to
take charge of a vessel on Lake Erie, during the approaching summer.
The time had now arrived for him to leave home. What was to be
done? Was there no alternative? He regretted his necessity to go from
home; but he "owed money," could only raise it in that way. He took an
affectionate leave of our sister, never expecting to see her more! I walked
with him a short distance. We talked of the coming event. He counselled
me to be prepared for the worst, to strengthen my heart by trusting in
God, for said he, "it will be an ordeal you have never passed through,
never having witnessed the decease of a near relative." I felt that in all my
married life, I had not needed him to comfort me as I did then. I now
had only my brother to whom I could turn for consolation. He was faithful and prayerful. Our sister was able every day to be up and dressed.
When her friends called to see her, she would ask me if I could not "give
her something to make her feel bright?" Oh, how I wished for power to
revive her drooping spirits!
We sent to Fredonia for the renowned "Dr. White." He came fifteen
miles to see her. He contradicted the statement of the boasting Physician.
Said the consumption had been seated more than six months; that it was
better she had not been aggravated with strong medicine; which could
not have effected a cure. It was a great relief to me. He prescribed some
harmless remedials for her cough, charged but little for coming, and I
marked him an honest man. Some days she would so far revive, she would

The Years at Ripley, New York

51

even talk of going home, remarking that it would only take nine days to
go, "I am sure 1 can live nine days." I reminded her of her low state, and
once 1 asked how she felt in regard to the change which we feared might
take place. She replied "I think 1 am willing to go, but my mind is inactive.
1 cannot feel bright." Again she says, "I have not many ties to earth. Why
should 1 cling to it?" 1 had a secret dread of speaking to her on the subject, which afterwards 1 regretted most sorely.

[Death of Lois, 12 April 1834]
As long as she was able to walk upstairs, she attended her secret devotions. Sometimes she would remain so long in the cold, it would give me
great uneasiness. Ellen, the little girl, loved her very much. She would
hang about the bed with the greatest expressions of sympathy, and when
her aunt told her she was too weak to lift her, she would seem filled with
pity and grief. Three days before her death she drew her chair up to the
cradle, where my babe (four months old), was lying, took her in her arms,
as natural as ever. 1 was astonished, for 1 had supposed her strength was
nearly gone. Sabbath day the 12th Apr., many friends called to see her.
She at length became weary, asked to let the people go, that she might
rest. She says, "If 1 could rest, 1 should soon be better." 1 asked, ''When
Lois, will you be better?" She says "tonight." That night all but the watchers laid down, to have the place quiet. She changed suddenly. They called
me to come quickly. 1 saw she was going, ran to the stairs to call my
brother, but before he could reach the spot, she was gone!
The 11 th April was her birthday, the 12th she died. 1834, 14th was
the day of her burial. The cold was very severe. The wind blew almost a
hurricane. It seemed to me the heavens and earth would come in contact
with each other. Oh, how it heightened the gloom, and the solemnity of
the occasion. Friends were kind and could drop tears of sympathy, but my
brother and 1 were the only heart mourners. And when we thought of
our numerous relatives afar off, not knowing that day the sorrowful scene
we were passing through, the loneliness we felt is indescribable. When
Ellen saw the coffin lowered in the narrow house, she appeared terribly
excited. She was forced from the brink shrieking and crying to see her
"poor aunt Lois." The good preacher endeavored to console us, choosing
for his text these words, "Though 1 walk through the valley and shadow of
death, 1 will fear no evil, for thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff they
comfort me."
Many precious promises did he read from the holy book, and dwelt
largely on the early piety and amiable qualities of the one we mourned,
entreating us not to mourn as those without hope. We went to our desolate home. Ellen cried the whole night through. 1 called up the hired
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boy and girl, the latter read in the Bible; the boy rocked the child and
tried to soothe her. She seemed to realize the some great misfortune had
come to pass, and felt the influence of the spirit that oppressed us all.
Oh, what is not human nature made to endure? So liable to pain and yet
so exposed to it. Why could not our hearts been made of stone or steel?
That the barbed arrows of this cruel world might not penetrate them to
their inmost recesses! Well has the poet said, "The heart has many passages." But the middle aisle is sacred to home scenes and paternal intercommunion; the cord by which nature binds her children, our relentless
foe can sever.
The week succeeding the solemn event was to me one of unrest,
and deep sorrow, more than any other week of my whole life up to that
time. Cold and stormy, no one came to comfort us but the good Mr.
Harris, our preacher. He came and spent the night, said many things with
a view to console us. 1 could not reason, the great loss was on my heart.
She was too good to be taken in the bloom of her life when she might
have been such a comfort to her friends. 1 thought of the pains which had
been taken in her training and education. She was so amiable, so industrious, so devoted to truth, so cheerful, so free from guile. How could we
have her hidden forever from our sight. The words of the Psalmist were
continually on my tongue. "I am like an owl of the desert, or like a pelican of the wilderness, 1 watch and am as a sparrow alone upon the house
top. 1 have eaten ashes for bread, and mingled my drink with weeping."
Thus did 1 chatter while my parents were afar off, and my husband tossing to and fro on the billows of Lake Erie. There was, for some mysterious
cause, silence between my brother and 1 in regard to the solemn event.
We would sit a whole evening together and her name would not be spoken. Anguish had made us dumb. But Oh, there must be a letter written.
That was my task, though my brother would help. Never in all the years 1
had lived, and never since that period had 1 such unwelcome labor to perform. 1 prayed for grace to assist me, and while scalding tears were in my
eyes 1 begged my mother to forgive me for ever urging the departed one
to leave her and come to me. My brother wrote the particulars of her burial and joined with me in asking pardon for our solicitations in tempting
her from under their paternal care. Hopeful did we wait for an answer to
arrive. At length, it came in our dear mother's handwriting. Full of grace
and humility, calm resignation to the will of God, a free pardon for all we
had said and done, balm for our wounds.
My youngest sister, Catharine by name, was then in a decline. She
had cherished sanguine hopes that Lois would recover and return home.
On hearing the sorrowful news, she writes to me these words. "No pen
can paint the feelings of my heart, when 1 heard the death of Lois." She
was a sweet writer, and notwithstanding the depth of her own grief, she
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could pour forth streams of consoling expressions to soothe my wounded
spirit. She lived but two years after, and the same disease wrought upon
her delicate form and her angelic spirit went to join her sister in the
"Summer land." She was engaged to be married to a worthy young man,
but earthly ties were all in vain.
Mr. P. made a short stay, was obliged to return to his business. While
he remained, we conversed very little of anything but the sorrowful
bereavement. When again left to pass my nights with only my two children in my room, I gave way to the severest melancholy. The Darkness of
night was terrible. I thought a thousand worlds would not be too great a
price, for perpetual sunshine. There were times when I could not pray.
The heavens seemed brass over my head, and the earth underneath me
like iron. This state of mind alarmed me. I, who claimed to be a follower
of Him "who was a man of sorrows, acquainted with grief, and a mourner
all his days." Why should I think it so strange that I was called to mourn. I
doubted the strength of my faith, and feared for my soul's salvation. I
wrote to my husband's father and mother in N. Hampshire, told them of
my sufferings, entreated them to visit us. They replied in a most sympathizing tone, said they would come.

[Visit of Addison's Parents, Fall 1834]
Accordingly the September following, Father and Mother Pratt with their
youngest son Horatio, a boy fourteen, came by stagecoach, spent several
weeks with us. It was a great comfort to me to have their society in my
loneliness. Mr. P. also left his vessel in care of another and came home to
see his parents, did not return again during the autumn season. I told
them of all the sorrows that had fallen to my lot. They were full of condolence and comforting words.
During their stay there was a protracted meeting which interfered
with our enjoyment as Father Pratt did not approve the leading
preacher's sentiments. He was a fiery zealot, intolerant to the highest
degree, doomed all to everlasting perdition who did not subscribe to his
creed. We all belonged to that Church and felt it our duty to attend the
meetings. My second daughter was then eight months old. Mother Pratt
became extremely attached to her. It was hard for her to leave us. We
accompanied them twenty miles on their way home, bid them farewell,
and I never saw them more!
Father Pratt soon after went to the state of Georgia, for the purpose
of selling a large organ which he had constructed. His daughter Rebekah
had gone there before to teach music in a seminary. While there he witnessed her marriage to a rich planter, by the name of Col. Bozeman.
Great demonstrations were made. It was pronounced a happy union of
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hearts and hands. One year passed away. On the anniversary she was
borne to her grave, leaving a most disc on solute husband, and an infant
son two months old. Thus are the brightest hopes blasted. Thus ended
the earthly career of my friend and schoolmate. Father P. returned to his
home in N.H. with a fever, of which he never recovered.

[The Partnership Broken Up]
The ensuing winter my brother began to be discontented, became
gloomy and showed signs of having been disappointed in love. He began
to talk of having the property divided, the co-partnership dissolved. This
was a new trouble to me. I feared he was laboring under some secret
grief. He was nearing forty years, had never married. He felt his life a
lonely one. He proposed division of the property; it was after some altercation, amicably settled; a division made, satisfactory to both parties. This
event occured in the summer of 35.

[Enter the Mormons: Jonathan and Caroline Crosby]
The succeeding winter my sister Caroline came from Mass. whom I had
not seen for four years. Her husband J. Crosby I had known during my
residence in that state; many years had intervened when he knocked at
my door, and inquired if himself and wife could lodge under our roof
that night. He was answered in the affirmative, and told to come in. I had
no recognition of him, but when he presented his wife, behold it was my
sister. Great was our surprise and joy! We soon found they had a new religion. They had embraced the faith of the Latter Day Saints, and were on
their way to Kirtland, a [hio).1

[The Latter-day Saints]
They tarried with us a month, gave us a Book of Mormon, and taught us
concerning the great and marvelous work which had been brought to
pass in this our day, by a revelation from heaven! They told us how an
angel had appeared to a young man by the name of Joseph Smith in the
State of N. York. All this was new and astonishing! We had heard a few
items by letter, but nothing at all convincing to the understanding. My
first impression was, "it is too good news to be true." We now had great
subjects for conversation. The decease of our dear sister Lois, who had
been more than a year gone, was brought fresh to our minds; and we mingled our tears, and wept together. But the knowledge they had obtained
concerning a future life, and the resurrection of the just was a comfort to
me, although not full pursuaded of its entire truth. My husband seemed
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decidedly opposed to their doctrines, though kind towards them as relatives. I could discern at once that the principles were not controvertible
from scripture.
I felt disposed to treat the subject with respect, reasoning that sensible people as I knew they were, having a perfect knowledge of the scriptures, would not be easily deceived. They pursued their journey to
Kirtland, and left us to consider the things they had told us, and ponder
them in our hearts. I would sometimes look in the "Book of Mormon,"
but could not find time to read it through, so immersed was I in worldly
cares. There were cows, calves, wool spinning to oversee and greater than
all, three children. The youngest named for my dear sister Lois Barnes
was born March 6th 1837. Oh, what a busy life was mine. With my daily
duties I found but little time to read, but I could think severely. I at length
wrote a letter to brother and sister Crosby, upbraiding them for not striving more throughly to exemplify the doctrines they had advanced.
Having boldly testified to their positive knowledge of the great things
they had told us, they should continue their labors until we were converted. This I wrote by the way of reproof for their neglect in writing, not
considering what the result might be. 2
My neighbors often railed me about my Mormon relation. I would
on such occasions take up the scriptures and prove that it was no other
than the apostolic doctrine revived. Baptism for the remission of sins, laying on of hands for the gift of the Holy Ghost, healing the sick by faith,
casting out devils, speaking in tongues and prophesying. No one could
gainsay it, but still were inclined to ... rail and ridicule. In the fall of 34
the Presbyterians held a protracted meeting, continuing the excitement
fourteen days. I attended regularly. The burden of the prayers were, "0
Lord, reveal the abundance of thy peace and truth." In the midst of the
enthusiasm, my brother-in-law arrived from Kirtland. We were sorry to
see him at that time as we were all on Mount Pisgah's top, and did not
wish to be interrupted while our wings were spread ready to soar away to
the celestial world, we knew not where!
Such was our enthusiasm, we had well nigh forgotten what we had
been taught about a new "dispensation of the fullness of times." In which
the Lord had set his hand to gather all things in one, even scattered Israel
from the four corners of the earth. We entreated him to say nothing of
his strange doctrines till our meeting was adjourned. Accordingly he went
with us several days to the house of worship, appeared a patient listener.
When it was adjourned sie ni die [sine die] the discussions commenced.
Our preacher was sent for and long debates ensued. We saw clearly that
he did not preach the fullness of the gospel. Where were the gifts and
blessings that were in the primitive church? Thus we reasoned, and he
could not answer us. He appeared very sad on account of the change that
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was being wrought in us, or rather in myself, for Mr. P. all the while felt a
spirit of opposition. My brother said very little, but seemed willing to
investigate.

[The Pratts Join the Latter-day Saints, June 1838]
I commenced reading the Bible, by day and by night. I found the prophecies foretold that such a work would be brought to pass in the latter days.
Our brother-in-law Uonathan] went home [to Kirtland]. Himself and
wife were expecting to start with a great camp for Jackson County,
Missouri. My brother and I wished to go and see our sister [Caroline]
before she left. Accordingly we went [to Kirtland] with our own carriage,
left Mr. P. to keep the house, and take care of the children. We had a
great visit, heard the testimonies of different persons who were renouned
for truth and sobriety, who proclaimed to us in the name of the Lord,
that an angel had revealed from the heavens the wonderful things which
had been told us. 3 My companion in our absence had formed a resolution that if we found things even as they had been represented he would
contend no more. We returned, told all we had seen and heard. Mr. P.
then resolved to go and see for himself. He went, returned, and 10, had
been baptized! [On 18 June 1838.]
It was then understood that our brother-in-law and sister should
come to Ripley a distance of 100 miles and wait for us to prepare to
accompany them to the "promised land." In a short time they were with
us. My brother and I were baptized in the waters of Lake Erie, in the
month ofJune 1838. It was then decided that brother Crosby and Horace
Barnes, my brother, should take a journey on foot, to Mass. our native
state, and to Canada East, where our parents lived, and preach the gospel
to our kindred. They did go, and made known the strange things which
had come to pass. My mother and youngest sister believed, but so great
was the opposition, they were not baptized. I wrote letters to my kindred,
and testified how the Lord had made known to me by the revelation of
his spirit, that He was about to establish his great and last kingdom on the
earth, never to be thrown down. I had called on Him in mighty prayer,
and the light had burst forth upon my soul, like the sun bursting suddenly forth from behind a dark cloud!

