History of Lott Russon, written by himself.

I, Lott Russon, was born January 1, 1829, Netherton, Worstershire England. When I was a little over seven years old, I worked at the Boiler Making, carrying rivets. While there, I had a dreft drove into my head and I was senseless for a long while.  The master, Solomon Woodell, took me to his home and had my head washed dressed and made as comfortable as they could, but they had to take me home.  I was very weak from the loss of blood.  I soon was at work again. While working there, my poor father got disabled down in the mines.  A piece of the roof fell on him and sucked him into the small deart and it took 20 men to lift the weight off him. At that time, I had a Mother and four Sisters. I was the only son Mother ever had. I had to leave the boiler yards and go to get more money, and I went down into the coal mines. My poor father never was able to work again, so it left us very short.  At the pit where I worked, my father came one Saturday to see how I was getting on, and fell down the pit and was killed.  I was 13 years old at that time and there were five of us, and I, being the only boy, had to work hard in those days to help to keep the family together.  In the same pit, Brother Weeks, a Latter Day Saint, and I had to stay down one afternoon when all the men went up, and we had to clear out the airway to make more air in the pit.  It was a mile through, and we had to go on our hands and knees. While we were going through, Bro. Weeks got fast, and he was in that way for a long while. He could not move and I was in an open place, but no light. What to do I did not know. For hours I was praying to God to put into my head to get him out. At last there came a plan into my head. We used to wear little round caps and the spirit of God put into my mind to get my cap and get the dirt from under him, and I worked with my cap for an hour, and the Lord heard our prayers, and we got to the bottom of the pit about six o'clock.  The men did not know what had become of us. They never could get us there again.

When I was about 18 years old, I and four of my companions were out one evening a few miles from home. As were coming through a wood, we were all arm in arm. I was in the center. The ground opened against my feet and a ball of fire came out of the ground and burst and fled both ways. It made us all alarmed, When I think of it and no one out of that five have obeyed the gospel but me, I think that was a great sign that I was the one to obey the glorious gospel of the Son of God. None of the others obey it.

When I was 21 years old, I married my wife, Eliza Round, Dec. 25, 1850. We lived with my mother until we had our first born. Then we moved into a house by ourselves. The next door neighbor lent me the Book of Mormon and I read it through and I could see that no man could make up such a book unless he was inspired of God.  I said to my partner, "It is true. We might be baptized! The Sunday before we were baptized, my sister Ruth came to spend the afternoon with us and our next door neighbor came in. He was just going to meeting and he had a large boil on his arm as large as a hen's egg.  He said to us all, "Look, Lott, When I come back from meeting that boil will be gone, and it will be as well as the other arm." And when he came back he came in and showed it to us. There was nothing to be seen, not even a scar. We gave our names in for baptism, and the next week we were baptized by John Price, the same man that had the boil.  He was president of the Dudley branch.  I was in the Church of God and one night we held a council meeting and I had to walk 2 miles to go to it.  There were very few houses on my way home, and when I came out of meeting, I pulled off my hat and began to call unto the Lord in Solemn prayer to show me if it were the Church of God or not. I had not prayed long when all of a sudden a light from heaven shone all around me, and the Bible was open before me and I could understand them.  Satisfied to my mind, the light stayed with me for a mile.  I shall never forget the joy that I felt, the things I say and read, When I got home, I told my partner.  It was 12 o'clock when I reached home, and I never went to sleep that night.  I went right the next morning right to my Mother.  I thought Mother would surely like to hear what glorious news I had received from heaven.  But, no, I was disappointed, The Lord blessed me with a glorious testimony that I was engaged in the kingdom of God. Soon after I was baptized, it was pronounced upon my head that I should go to Utah.

Soon after that I was at work at a pit where they get iron ore and a fall of bind came onto me and there was small dirt under me which saved me from being killed. The rock that fell on me was from two to three ton, and the men thought I was surely killed, but through the mercies of my Heavenly Father, I was spared to come to Utah. I was hurt on my leg, and it caused me to stay from my work one month.  I stayed working at the same pit a few more months, and then I left. I then went to work for my uncle William Davis down a coal pit.  I worked there a long while and just as I was finishing me day's work, a fall of coal came onto me and barred me, and I could hear the men say, "He must be dead." It took five men to lift it off of me. It was a prop that saved my life. When they got me out, I was not hurt, and I walked home. I thanked God for his goodness toward me in sparing my life.  I went to work one Sunday night and I got into the cage to go down the pit and as soon as I started from the top, the drum came out of place and I was run to the bottom of the pit, and there I lay senseless for a while.  When I came to myself, they came from the top down to me, but when I got up, I was only shaken up a little. I went and worked all night.  It was a hundred and fifty yards, 450 feet to the bottom, and I thanked the Lord for sparing my life.

One morning as I was working by myself in a place that the roof had fallen in, I was trying to stop it from falling any more, a voice spoke as it were and said "Lott, go out this minute and have your breakfast."  I obeyed that still small voice and as soon as I was out, there came a fall, hundreds of ton, had barred all my tools, and they were never gotten out.  The place was never worked any more.  I went to work at another place and while working there, one day, one of the men went into a place with lighted candle and fired the sulphur and it blowed some of the men all to pieces, and blowed all the light out that we in the pit, and the Lord preserved me from the fire.

I was at work in what they call a sump that is below the bottom of the pit one winter.  I was cleaning out the bottom of the sump, and as the water was drawn up the shaft, the ice had formed around the shaft on the breaks, and all in a moment the ice gave way and came sliding down, and burried me up to my arms and they got me out. I was hurt a little but not to hinder me from working. I thanked my Heavenly Father for sparing my life.

While living in Derbyshire, I went to work at a place called Buttby Park at a foundary with moulds moulding casting, and one afternoon the master came along and said that he wanted a cog wheel cast right away. It was about four o'clock and the iron was about running out of the furness and I ran to the crane to hoist the pattern to mould the cog wheel, and the handle came off the crane and I fell with my hand against the cog wheel, and one of my fingers went into the teeth of the cog and took the nail off my finger and the flesh to the first joint. I had to go to the doctor to have the first joint taken out.  It took to bad ways and proud flesh was in my finger many weeks and we had to go very short those days.  We had 8 children, but thank God he opened the way for us to come to Utah after all.

After my finger was well, I went back to the pit where I worked before and we opened some new workings for better coal.  When we had gotten them open, I had what they call a chamber to get the coal out and send it up the pit. There were 6 men working for me in the chamber and one day as we were at work, there came a weight on the chamber and the roof broke in. The water came through as large as a horse's body and we had to run for our lives and to leave all of our things to get up out of the pit.  We all got out safe through the blessing of God.  The water was in the pit on the 16th of Oct. 1821. My wife came up to the pit about two miles and had me called up out of the pit. I was at that time laying a pipe with other men, and I was up to my body in water, and when my wife saw me, she said. "Take those wet pants off and never put them on again, for there has come money from Utah for us all." I said, "Let me go down and finish my day's work."
She said, "No, you might get hurt."  So I took off my wet clothes and never put them on again. We left our home the following week and went to my sister's where my aged Mother lived to bid her goodbye. She put her arms around my neck and tears rolled down her old face with me being the only son and she being 78 years old, it made me feel bad.

When we were about to start for Nottingham, my younger sister fainted away and we did not bid her farewell. We left all of my sisters, four of them and all of my wife's folks and we boarded the train for Nottingham and stayed there all night.  On the 22nd of October 1871, we boarded the train from Nottingham to Liverpool with 8 children and we arrived in Liverpool about 8 o'clock in the afternoon. While waiting, I went to buy beds and cans to cross the sea with. It was the 23 of October at one o'clock in the night that we had to go on the vessel. We had to go up a narrow plank to the ship. We shall never forget it as long as we live going onto the vessel in the dark. It was a trying time for us all. As soon as we were all safe aboard, they launched the vessel. On the Atlantic Ocean. We had a pleasant voyage the first two days, the buckets came in use for many days. We were all sick, but our little girl Annie. My partner ate but very little for 8 days. I got herring for her from on the returning elders and she began to eat. After that, she was very sick. We were 16 days crossing the sea, We had only two fine days, and could hold no meetings. The sea was so rough that the vessel went onto its side many times. The sailors said it was the roughest voyage they ever had seen. One Sunday none of us were allowed on the deck, the sea was so rough, but my children were crying for water and I must go to fetch them some and away I started up onto the deck.  When I got very near to the pump, there came a mountain of water and sent me to the side of the vessel.  I lay senseless for some time, how long, I do not know.  When I came to myself, I was wet to the skin all over.  There was no soul on deck to see me and I had no water I had to go on my hands and knees to get to the pump and at last I got my bottles full of water.  When I started back, just as I got into the cocking place, there came a great hurricane that would send me over into the sea had I not been in the cocking place.  I got back to my wife and children and told them they could not get me up there any more while the sea was rough.  I would rather suffer the thirst.  I had to keep me wet clothes on until they were dry. Our ship was reported lost and the pilot came three days after us from New York.  The next day we could see land.  The pilot said to my wife, "Madam, when are you going with your family to Utah? Why, they have got your prophet in jail." She answered, "Well, If all the sisters will be the same mind as I am we will have the walls of the jail down and let him free." He went off and never said another word.  Two days after we saw land, we arrived at Castle Gardens. We thanked the Lord for our safe landing and rejoiced that all of our lives were safe.

At New York, we boarded the train for Salt Lake City, Utah. While traveling up the plains, we saw many interesting sights and the worst I had to do was every stop on the road, I had to jump off the train for something to eat for my family.  When the train stopped at some of the stations, I would run out of the car for the stores and get back as soon as I had what I asked for, the train would be moving.  One time when the train stopped, I ran to get something to put on our bread.  Just as I got to the door, the train whistle blew and I had to run back without my hat.  I got nothing and just had time to get back on the train.  That was in the year 1871, in November.  We were seven days coming to Salt Lake.  We arrived in Salt Lake all well and were  received by Brother Peter Nebecker, who took us to his home.  His good wife and family gave us a good supper and made us very comfortable for the night.  We thanked the Lord for our safe arrival in Utah. My son-in-law, Elisha Peck, came the next morning, a Sunday, when we started for Lehi. We arrived there at night and found our oldest daughter, Charlotte, all well. We were glad to see her. She had come two and one half years before in 1869 and had lived at brother Peter Nebecker's. She came as soon as the rail road had been completed to Ogden.  She had no one that belonged to her in Utah. She was in Ogden by herself for a while when Brother Nebecker's son came to her and said "Are you from England, and are Sister Russon?" She said "Yes, I have been watching for some one to meet me here." He said, "I am the one, so come along."  They had to travel 40 miles on a wagon but they got to Bro. Nebecker's safe. It was before the railroad was brought from Ogden to Salt Lake. Bro. Nebecker was in England at the time as a missionary. After our daughter came, the Lord opened the way for us to come after her and Bro. Nebecker sent us the money, five hundred thirty five dollars and 36 cents to bring us all out. We know he a saviour to us for what he did for us. The Lord be praised for what he did. We have paid it all back again in the Church. Thank God for it.

When we arrived in Lehi, My daughter had been married about one year to Elisha Peck and they were living in a little one room house built with mud and we lived with them for a few months. Were crowded together in that little place for a little while and our daughter had her first born son, our first grandchild. My son-in-law, Elisha, asked me to go with him to the canyon to get some wood and while we were getting the wood and some stumps with an iron bar, I was pulling with the bar when it gave way and I fell onto a rock on the back of my head.  It moved my brains, and Elisha had to bring me back home on the wood. Every jolt I thought I would die, That I should never see my partner alive.  I lay for two weeks at the point of death but through the Elders of Isreal and the power of God, I was restored to health again.  I thank God for his goodness to me and also for my family's sake.

The last of Feb. 1872, we left my daughter, and Bro. William Turner let us have a place where they had been living and they had chickens in it. It was a mud place and the roof was of willows and dirt, When it rained, it poured in on us. We thought the roof would fall on us every time it rained, but we were glad and rejoiced in the fact that we had a place to live in and thanked Bro. Turner for it. We were rebaptized as soon as we went into the mudhouse and we did the best we knew how. The Lord blessed us and we are thankful for all. On Sept. 9th, 1872, we went through the Endowment House and had our sealing for all eternity if we are faithful to the end of our lives. I was ordained an Elder Sept. 9, 1872 by William L. Smith, Endowment House. Dec. 23, 1872, I was called to the office of a deacon. Feb. 13, 1873, was called to the office of First Counselor to the Elder’s Quorum by Bishop David Evans.  I was rebaptized into the United Order by Thomas R. Jones on the 19 of Sept. 1875.  I was confirmed by Bishop David Evans Sept. 19, 1875.  I was called to be president of the Elder's Quorum the 11 of Feb. 1876. I was called to be a teacher Oct. 23, 1876. In March 1895, I lost the use of my hearing and I could not hear a thing, not even the train when a it went by. My children had to write on paper everything they want to know. I shall never forget it. We appointed a day to fast and pray and all of my family and all of my grand children that were old enough fasted. My son Joseph F. Russon was in Provo at school and we did not tell him that we were going to fast, but he was inspired the same day to fast. They fasted 28 hours, then all came to my house to pray, all but Joseph F. When they got through praying, I got up and said" "My Dear Folks, you have done all that the Lord requires of you. I shall never hear again." The next morning, I could hear. My partner spoke to me, and we burst into tears of joy. After that I went to my circle and Andrew R. Anderson annointed me with oil and all over my ears and Bishop Thomas R. Cutler sealed the blessing on my head and after that I could hear all that was said that afternoon and I thanked God for it all.

