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MY STORY OF EXILE
By April Coleman 

As I stand in my genealogy room upstairs in my big house, my friend says, "You can't lose this house. This house is exactly what you need to do your genealogy. It’s the Lord’s work and He  will protect your house. This room is isolated from everything else, no influences of the world and yet, your family is just down stairs. They can reach you when they need you. You can leave everything here to be instantly resumed when you come back."
I answered, “I hope you are right." Then I proceeded to tell her some of the stories I had found in doing my family history.

André Lamoreaux and Suzanne de LaTour were Huguenots in the late 1600's and decided they could not bear the persecutions in France any longer. They walked away from their comfortable home leaving candles burning and dinner on the table. Was this because they had to leave in such a hurry or was it to convince the authorities they planned to return, in case they got caught? They climbed into their small craft with two children and friends and sailed the boisterous English Channel to religious freedom in England… an exile for their faith. 
Foreign born people couldn’t own land in England and there were many opportunities in the New World. So, after several years of waiting to see if they would ever be allowed to go back into France and practice their religion of choice, they decided they must leave England. They, again, climbed into their small craft with two children and friends, leaving two children buried there. It was a six to eight week journey in their ship to the new world of America. This was an exile of choice. 
They settled in New York City where André was a ship master. It seems he traveled back and forth to the Caribbean and maybe other places, too. On one journey to the South Seas Islands he was captured by privateers (legal pirates), ransomed and left on the Island of Curaçao in the Dutch West Indies. When he finally got back to New York Harbor, he was taken off the "Orange", a sloop that he was traveling on, and was impressed to serve in the British Navy. He petitioned the governor telling of his plight. Governor Cornbury wrote a letter to the captain of the impressment ship requiring Andre be released. I call this letter ‘our pirate letter’. It tells details of the event. Andre’s son Daniel, who had been born in England, would have been 10 years old at the time his father was captured. 
We have record of Daniel being apprenticed out when he was older and later marrying Jeanne Masse. We have a copy of the account book he kept for his store in New York City. After Jeanne died, Daniel and the next generation traveled up the Hudson River to settle in Courtland and Philipsburg in Westchester County, New York. 
Daniel’s son Josué, who later[?] married to Elizabeth Ogden, was old enough to be in the army by the time the French and Indian Wars took place. Josué is listed on the muster roll as being "5' 11" and having "black hair and black eyes". He also fought for the British during the American Revolutionary War. Neighbors and relatives were not friendly to those Loyalist they called Tory and forced many to leave. After the war Josué and his wife and seven children, and a couple of nephews, packed up what they could and left for Canada on the "Summer Fleets" in another forced exile. 
Groups of Loyalists were left on the banks of the river in Canada to fend for themselves. Josué’s family traveled up the Saint John River petitioning for land to settle as they went. There was a fire at Parrtown while they were there and everything they had was burned, including their family bible with their records. 
Finally, Josué and his sons and sons-in-law were given land at Toronto in Upper Canada. Josué and Elizabeth’s son John McCord Lamoreaux had married Abigail Ann Losee and they farmed in the area of Toronto. They built a store and ran the Post Office. There was enough room above the store or in the barn[?] to meet with about 100 friends to study the bible. John heard that there was a Mormon preacher named Parley P. Pratt in their area and he invited him to come preach to their group. After the sermon, John stood up and said, "If that's Mormonism, I'm a Mormon!"
John McCord Lamoreaux and several of his children and grandchildren left Toronto in winter and traveled across the frozen rivers down into Kirtland, Ohio, another exile of religious choice, leaving homes and farms and friends. Several of John's sons were with him; David Burlock Lamoreaux and Andrew Losee Lamoreaux were two.  
David married Mary Ann Gribble in the Kirtland temple. Andrew later was sealed to Aurelia Spencer Rodgers. These two brothers were body guards to the prophet, Joseph Smith. When the Mormons were persecuted in Kirtland the Saints moved to Nauvoo, Illinois. Again persecutions arose. Evil can’t leave God’s people alone. Another exile, this time from homes and a city they had built in a free land because of their beliefs. David and Andrew were some of the last to leave Nauvoo. They stayed after most of the saints left and fought to defend the city. They hated to leave the temple in Nauvoo. 
Brigham Young wrote to Nauvoo asking for someone to send the temple bell to him along with the cannon and the skiff. David and Andrew dressed as ruffian and rode through the city in a wagon filled with straw. They drove under what they thought was the Nauvoo Temple Bell and lowered it into the wagon and took it to the river. They lowered it into the river that nite and returned for it when it was safer. It was retrieved later and taken to Utah. One of David’s daughters is quoted as saying she walked across the plains so the bell could ride.
After David and Andrew crossed the plains, Andrew was called on a mission to France. He had been told, by Joseph Smith, in the setting apart blessing that he would not return alive from a mission. He served his mission and decided that the blessing meant another mission. He got back as far as Saint Louis and died. Their father, John, died in Council Bluffs, after a short illness. 
David was a self taught doctor. He was one of the only ones around. When a tree fell on him, he had to stitch up his own forehead. He was assigned to serve as a doctor with the army. He married a second wife, Nancy Miriam Orrell. They had a son Archibald Orrell Lamoreaux. David and Archibald helped build the Logan Temple. David doctored the men injured in the process of building. David was asked to settle southern Utah.
		Archibald married Lydia Crockett and settled in Idaho till his wife's health made them move to a warmer climate. Lydia’s father, Alvin, and grandfather, David Crockett, were mayors in Utah towns. AOL, as Archibald was known and his family, including my grandfather, Ray Delos Lamoreaux, traveled in wagons south into Arizona. Archibald's story of “The Trek” tells of fears of Indians, robbers, drought, poison snakes, etc. Another forced exile, this time for Lydia’s health. 
Ray Delos was my grandfather. He married Mabel Asay whose grandfather was Joseph Asay who was born in Philadelphia, Penn. When he married Sarah Ann Pedrick and they joined the Mormon Church his well-to-do family disowned him. Sarah told a story about how her satin petticoats frightened her pony when she was young. She said she'd never sat on anything but silk cushions before she joined the Mormon Church, and nothing but nail kegs since... and she wouldn't change it for the world. They were called to settle "The Muddy" area on the Virgin River which they thought was in Utah but after almost starving there for years trying to make it work they found out they were in Nevada. They were some of the first white people to greet John Powell when he traveled up the Colorado River exploring the area. Nevada charged the settlers back taxes and they had no money to pay. They all walked away from homes and farms again and moved. Another forced exile. Joseph and some of his family practiced the United Order for a while. Asay Creek and other sites in Southern Utah are named for him.
Their son, William Pedrick Asay married Arminda Alice Hendricks whose family had joined the church in Kentucky and traveled across the plains by train to Utah when she was about 14 years old. Alice was William’s second wife. They lived in northern Arizona where their daughter Mabel Asay, my grandmother, was born. Ray and Mabel had 12 children, one of which was my mother Buena Lamoreaux. She married my father, Var Rowley and they had me, April.
My Rowley family had joined the LDS church with the group of 600 "Brethren" at John Benbow's farm. William and Ann Jewell Rowley and their seven children all joined while living at their farm, named "Mars Hill", in Worcestershire, England. Wilford Woodruff stayed there when he was in the area. One night William was beat because he wouldn't let a mob have Bro. Woodruff. William died in England. Persecution and crop failure in England forced the sell of the family farm. Another exile became necessary and desirable.
Borrowing money from the LDS Church's perpetual emigration fund, Ann Jewell Rowley brought all her children across the ocean and joined the ill fated Willie Handcart Company crossing the plains to Utah. Several of the children were frozen and under nourished during the trip. They were sent to different farms in Utah to heal, separated after their exile. One son, John Rowley, my great-grandfather, age 14, acted as the man of the family and did most of the pulling of the family's handcart. His and his mother’s history tell of hard times they had on the journey. John later married Mary Ann Gadd. 
Mary Ann’s father, Samuel Gadd, and some of his children joined the church in England. The mother, Eliza Chapman, hadn't joined the church. The father announced that he wanted to go to Utah. Eliza agreed to go to so the family wouldn't have to be split up. These were hard times for the average people of England as told in “A Christmas Carol.” This time it was an exile to leave bad circumstances and gather to Zion. The Gadd family was also in the Willie handcart company. Samuel and two of their children died on the way to Utah. Eliza had a terrible time of it and she wasn't even a Mormon. She did, however, join the church a month after arriving in SLC, a great testimony to the lady. 
John Rowley participated in polygamy there were no laws against it at the time. Though he married each of his wives when it was legal to do so, the sheriff would not leave the families alone. Read his story for more details. Finally, John and several of his wives were forced to move to Mexico. Another forced exile because of their beliefs.
John and Mary Ann had several children, including my grandfather, Jesse Rowley. When they left Utah, Jesse was 14 and was in charge of driving one of the wagons down into Mexico. John had a son born in Arizona on the way to Mexico; they named him "Ernest Exile". The families settled in the Mormon Colonies in Mexico. Jesse married Lucy Alvina Norton and later when she died he married my grandmother, Martha Haws.
My second great-grandfather, Gilbreth Haws, and his wife Hannah Whitcomb with their children, including son William Wallace Haws, had joined the church in Illinois and left with the saints. Exiled because they couldn’t stand to see how good religious people were being treated. They settled in southern Utah where William Wallace married Martha Barrett, among others. They had tried to stay in Utah. William was an officer of the law and spent time in jail for the offense of not being willing to leave any of his wives. Persecution was so great the family finally left for Mexico. Another forced exile. 
My Barrett family had joined the church in England and left there to come to Utah, leaving Martha’s twin, Mary, in England with a brother who was against the church. Another good story. Exiled by choice to gather to Zion. In Utah, Martha Barrett married William W Haws. They had several children including the twin daughters, Mary and Martha Haws, who were born in the colonies in Mexico. Sixteen years later the family was forced to leave Mexico.
These faithful saints settled and built homes and mills and farms in Mexico. They felt they had found a Garden of Eden. Grandma, Martha, always talked about their home in Pacheco. They had fruit trees and rose bushed. Their cellars were filled with bottled fruit. They had Apostles there to seal them in marriages. They felt like they were home. Poncho Villa had been friendly to the industrious Mormons till that time. Then in the rebellion of Mexico, one Sunday, the saints were told they would have no more protection from the rebellion by the government. They must be out of the country that week. They packed what they could into wagons and left their china, furniture, home, gardens, everything and the family went back into the USA. Forced into exile again.
The Rowley’s and the Haws' were both part of these groups of exiles. Many exiles stayed in Army barracks if they could not stay with friends or family. Many of the saints waited in El Paso, Texas, hoping to be able to go back to their homes in Mexico. Jesse Rowley and his small family moved to Tucson, Arizona to farm. Eventually Martha B. Haws took her 16 year old twin daughters to Utah where she saw her own twin for the first time in 40 years. They looked enough alike to fool Mary’s husband and her parrot. When their mother, Martha, died the twins were forced to move, exiled again. They went to Tucson to live with a sister and her family. This is where the girls met and married their husbands.

		After I was shared my ancestors’ stories, my friend said, "I guess you can lose your house. It's in your blood." 
I said, "Yes, I know I can. And I know that if I do, all will be well."

Epilogue
My people were forced out of France, several parts of England, Colonial New York, Canada, several states in the USA and then Mexico. It seems so minor to be forced out of my big house. Yes, I did lose my big home but I have my children and grand children now and ‘all is well.’

This is an over simplified very loose summary of the stories of my ancestors... from memory only. Please check each individual story to see the precise dates and events. This is an attempt to write my ancestors’ history in one story.  I also started writing about these people in a play.  It’s called     “A Selected People.”
I am grateful for these wonderful people who are my ancestors for the legacy they left for me. They truly were Saints. I am proud of my heritage. I am so blessed by their choices to give their all to come to a land where I can have my freedom, a land where the gospel was restored and sent to the world. I am inspired by the strength of their commitment to what they believe. Knowing their stories, helps me face the trials and problems of my life. I know they watch over me now. I pray that I may be just as valiant in the trials which will surely come to me as I live in these wonderful, terrible times of the last days. I pray that my writing and telling of these stories will fortify my children and others for the days that are ahead of them. These are real stories of real awesome yet ordinary people who have left a legacy of faith, courage and commitment to that which they believe for their children to follow. I pray I may do the same for my children and for theirs. In the name of Jesus Christ, whom I love and honor, amen
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(There needs to be an addendum for the Coleman, Thornton.
Eagles, Sparkes, Crook, Lane, Averett, Gill, Nelson, and Hadfield
stories. Some day I may write it also, or let one of my children do it.)
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