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Preface

This book is a memorial, written through tears of love, to our
dear "Brother Louie" Huthsteiner, who so recently passed away.

Several months before his death, Brother Louie had entrusted
to me a manuscript he had prepared - a re-telling of some o f the
outstanding events of his life. He had given me per mission to use

this, and had expressed specific thoughts concerning the writing. |
have drawn heavily upon these for this biography, often using
Brother Louie's own words in relating an incident.

To those who knew Brother Louie, | hope his voice c an be
heard in memory through the lengthy quotations used. Although these
may not be as easily understood by the unacquainted reader, they are
of necessity the best vehicle available for interpreting his
experiences, viewpoints, and the special essence of cha racter and
conversation that was Brother Louie.

| can still see the shine on his face, and the glow from
those blue-blue eyes of his - loving, gentle, peaceful - beyond
description, as he personally recounted to me some of the
experiences herein contained.

One thought permeated his desires concerning the wr iting;
one thought that seems to me to have been the motiv ation for all of
life to him after his encounter with Jesus Christ. That thought, that
predominant desire, was that Christ be lifted up. Brothe r Louie
wanted no glorification of himself and would permit none. He felt

that he had done nothing, and was nothing. The essence of life, the
only reason for living was the love of Christ. Our place was to
show by our living, Christ's love.

Brother Louie stated that many people talked to the real down
and outers about Christ, but few were willing to go among them
and "live it".

This is what he did do, and this is the story of that
"living".

| trust that through this account many may be drawn closer to

Jesus, as this is thee only purpose for which eithe r Brother Louie or

myself would want his story told.

Hope Stanton Klee, July 1970



Prologue

"You can't live there! The Eagle's Nest is a copper head
hole!"

But that is where Louis Huthsteiner did live during the
happiest years of his life. Old Kelly Elsworth, at 84 the
patriarch of the mountain, remarked that he was jus t like St.
Patrick. No one saw a copperhead on the upper side of Hurley
Mountain in all the years Bro. Louie lived there - s ome were seen
on the lower side, but never at the Eagles Nest. Br 0. Louie took

the scripture, Mark 16:18, and believed that nothing would harm
him. Nothing ever did.

However, it was disturbing for the Huthsteiners that first two
years on the mountain to come home at night and fin d their cabin
ransacked. They put a padlock on the door, but upon returning
would find the staple pulled, padlock gone.

Around Christmas time the family was particularly low on money.
Friends had given them some nice presents for their three young
sons, which had been carefully hidden in the lowest drawers und er
the linen, hoping they would not be stolen. But two days before
Christmas the house was again ransacked, presents gone.

Bro. Louie went to the Post Office the next day, wi thout even
a nickel in his pocket. There was a letter from Albert S. Bard, an
old lawyer friend in New York, with a check for ten dollars! That
was like a million to him, equivalent to a week's hard work in the
woods. It was used to buy Christmas things - one could get a lot for
ten dollars in those days.

That night the Huthsteiners fixed a nice box for ea ch family
in their area. On Christmas morning they went singing carols, and
presented their gifts to these families.

Jesus' way worked! These people became the Huthsteiner's
"watchdogs"! When Bro. Louie and his family went on their "prison
trips”, real missionary journeys, with the horses and wagon, and were
gone two years or more, upon coming home they found everything in
order.

These prison trips were just one example of the total commitment
to the principle of living a life of love to his fellowman that
motivated Bro. Louie's entire life after his conversion.



While a young lawyer in Kingston, New York, he had been asked by

the District Attorney to take the case of a young Puerto Rican
colored man, Phillip Sasso, who had been involved in a prison protest
over poor food.

At the prison some four hundred prisoners had, at a given signal
pushed the dining tables over, and thrown the dishes and heavy
stools. In the free-for-all that followed a guard was struck with a
stool and killed. Phillip was accused of striking the fatal blow.

Although Attorney Huthsteiner had, and presented, many good
technical arguments, the verdict was guilty, and th
twenty years to life.

About this time Attorney Huthsteiner and his wife had a
religious experience that revolutionized their lives. The Lord gave
Louis a love for people he used to hate.

Louis felt that Phillip needed what God had done for him. And so
he went to see Phillip at Dannemora, Clinton Prison, in northern New
York.

Phillip was called the most dangerous man in the prison. He was
an unusually large and strong man. But within a year he was
wonderfully converted. He became like a boy in school, with a grin
from ear to ear.

After becoming a Christian Phillip wrote Bro. Louie very cheerful
letters, always ending, "the happiest man behind the walls". Bro.
Louie tried to have him released on parole after twenty years. But
because he had been convicted of killing a guard, this was denied.

Bro. Louie went to see Phillip regularly for twenty-five years,
until God took Phillip home.

€ sentence
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To the Mount That Is Higher Than |

Historic Hurley, with its centuries old stone house S, lay nestled
in the valley at the foot of Hurley Mountain in the picturesque
Catskills of southern New York State. Rising from the depths of the
quiet little village rose a white spire of the lone church, the
Dutch Reformed.

Just a few miles north of Hurley was the thriving metropolis,
Kingston, Ulster County seat.

A short distance northwest of town, up a curving mountain road,
lay a settlement called the Eagles Nest, notorious for the unrest and
wild living of its inhabitants.

Hurley was the birthplace of Sojourner Truth, friend of well-
known Harriet Tubman of the Underground Railroad. Sojourner herself
was a famous exhorter who raised funds to help fugitives.

Sojourner Truth had been born a slave. Now many of her race,
living at the Eagles Nest, though free in body and mind, were still
held fast in the darkness of their own souls.

Louis Huthsteiner and his family chose to make thei r home in
Hurley, amidst these monuments and whispers of the past, and the
guaint beauty of the present.

Louis was a rising young lawyer in Kingston, with a luc rative law
practice, a lovely wife, three charming sons; all very satisfying
things. He intended to make money enough to always live
comfortably, and he thoroughly enjoyed his work and the good
reputation as a lawyer that he already possessed.

Occasionally the Huthsteiners attended the Sunday evening
Christian Endeavor meeting at the little church near them, just to
be sociable with the neighbors. The pastor at this time was an
elderly retired man, who spoke of Jesus as the divine Son of God. For
the first time in his life Louis realized that some one believed in
Jesus as more than just a legend.



He had no idea that many famous lawyers, including Daniel
Webster, and Simon Greenleaf, Chief Justice of the Massachusetts
Supreme Court and a leading authority on the laws of evidence,
affirmed the Bible truths to be the best authenticated facts of
history. Nor did he know that in former days it was sai d by some
that more lawyers were converted than people from any other
profession! It had been reported that under the preaching of Charles
Finney, a converted attorney, of about a century ago, as many as
forty lawyers were converted in his Rochester, New York, meetings.

The minister in Hurley soon invited the Huthsteiners to join the
church, but Louis declined. However some time later Louis' wife
felt that they both needed something, so Louis agreed to join.

In reviewing his decision Louis realized that he di d not
actually believe what he would have to say in joining, and that he
had no intentions of changing his life a particle. Because he did
not want to be a hypocrite, he went to the minister th e night

before he was to become a member and told him that he could not
become one.

The Huthsteiners continued to live as before, enjoying the
pleasures that young people of their day participated in. One
evening after attending a dance at the artist's colony in nearby
Woodstock, they talked together of the temptations this kind of life
continually presented. They were not satisfied with their way of
life.

However, Louis only grew adamant in his desire to g et rich.
Down deep inside he admitted that he would rather be dead than have a
personal life similar to that of some of the so-called successful men
he saw about him, yet he had set his mind on money.

Louis, late in life wrote of their experiences at this time,
that his wife began to pray, "Oh God, if there is a God, show me
He stated that after several weeks it seemed as though a beautiful
voice spoke in her heart that if they would believe in the Lord
Jesus Christ, repent and confess their sins, and ask forgiveness of
those they had sinned against; then they would find real happin ess
together and work together for the Lord.

That evening when she told Louis of this experience, God gave
him faith to believe and a willingness to leave all, or go anywhere
to spread the good news of God's love in Christ, ev en if it, meant
taking his little family in a covered wagon to go as an itinerant
preacher!
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God's love came in a heavenly outpouring upon them, giving them
love for one another, their children, neighbors, and all men, such as
they had never dreamed was possible. It was like a day in heaven,
perhaps given that they would have courage to go through with it.

They now joined the church, some six months after their original
membership day had been planned. The minister publicly thanked God
that they had not joined earlier when he had invited them to, and
declared that he would never again take another unconverted person
into membership. This was a real testimony in the little community.

Louis thought that to become a successful "fisher of men" he
would need the three year theological course then required to become
an ordained minister, but he could not see the way clear to launch
into this. His income had been supplemented by checks coming
regularly from his father-in-law's estate, which he felt he should no
longer accept. He had always spent freely and had little saved.
With a family of five to support he just could not begin a cou rse of
study such as this.

Weeks of heart searching and deepening experiences from the Lord
continued, until circumstances brought Louis to a place of death to
himself, his pride, his ambitions and plans for life. He began to
apply Jesus' sermon on the mount to his own life, and to pray
David's prayer, "Search me, 0 God, and know my heart: try me, and
know my thoughts: And see if there be any wicked way in me, and
lead me in the way everlasting." (Psalm 139:3) Louis, as Job of

old, saw himself so utterly selfish that he thought if he liv ed to
be a hundred years old God could not forgive him. But as he
repented and confessed, there came a day when God spoke real peace
to his heart.

Now that he had completely surrendered his will to God he
inquired of the Lord how his family would be cared fur materially.
He was directed to these scripture verses: "Therefore take no
thought, saying, What shall we eat? or, What shall we drink? or,
Wherewithal shall we be clothed? ... for your heavenly Father
knoweth that ye have need of all these things. But seek ye first
the kingdom of God, and his righteousness; and all these things
shall be added unto you." (Matt. 6:31-33) "Work wit h your own

hands, . . That ye miry walk honestly toward them that are without,
and that ye may have lack of nothing.” (I Thess. 4:11, 12)

Louis' faith became established in the Lord, and he began to

settle his law cases in preparation to leaving his practice. Even
legal questions now became clearer and simpler to him!
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A lawyer whom Louis asked to sign a necessary form, asked
what Louis intended to do in life. When Louis told him, the lawyer
asked indignantly, "What is going to become of you? | just spent
three thousand dollars for operations on my son's ear [alone] !"

Louis replied, "That will never happen to me. | hav ea
Savior Shepherd, who promised to take care of me and mine."

Because this was not an arrogant declaration, but r ather an
expression of the depth of confidence Louis had in his Lord, he
could say later in life, "In forty years | have nev er paid a
dollar to a doctor, and, quoting Lamentations 3:22, 23, ‘It is of

the Lord's mercies that we are not consumed, because his
compassions fail not. They are new every morning; great is thy
faithfulness.'"

The Huthsteiners now began to consider selling their home and
moving to Pennsylvania to live among the Quakers (Friends of
Christ). But they had more than just themselves to think about in
making a decision.

Louis' wife had been brought up in a wealthy family where the
work was done by servants. Also, she was not very s trong.
Therefore the Huthsteiners were employing an elderly woman, Mrs.
Vandermark, who lived in the isolated community, the Eagles Nest,
about a mile and a half from them. Louis would go to get her in the
morning, and take her to her home in the evening.

The road to Mrs. Vandermark's home on the side of H urley
Mountain was dangerously curved and steep, practically inaccessible
when deep snow and treacherous ice covered it for long weeks during
the winter. Therefore the Huthsteiners had purchased a tenant house
across from their home in Hurley, and moved Mrs. Vandermark and her
blind husband into town.

Atfter living in the tenant house for awhile, Mrs. Vandermark told
Louis that she and her husband had been offered one hundred fifty
dollars for their place, a little old log house and two or three
acres of brush. Louis had remarked, "You ought to get two hundred
fitty dollars for it", never dreaming that he and h is family
would someday live there!
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2

The Eagles Nest

"Fly like a bird to the mountain, thou who art weak and
oppressed; fly to the free flowing fountain, there thou shalt drink
and be blessed," sang the Huthsteiners as they worked to make the
cabin a cozy home. They could almost hear the mountains singing and
the trees clapping their hands, as the prophet Isaiah had written
centuries before.

They had exchanged their tenant house for the Vandermarks' log
cabin on Hurley Mountain, sold their car, and bough t a horse and
cow. These were the horse and buggy days, and they were babes in
the woods. But they learned by trying.

Attorney Louis Huthsteiner was now on the way to be coming
the beloved "Uncle Louie" or "Brother Louie" to the countless
numbers of common people whom he would encounter in his new life.

His first job after leaving the legal profession required
walking three miles to work, laboring a ten hour day, on a truck
farm, then walking back home to begin cutting wood for his own
family's comfort.

In the winter he worked in the woods, cutting a big team load of
wood for sixty cents. The old saying was, "If a man was not born with
an ax in his hand he would starve cutting wood." But Louis did by
persistent hard work, and God's help, what others did by skill.

The days were always long, lonely, and cold, but th ese, too,
had a purpose in Louis' life. For it was during these long hours
alone in the woods that he finally came to a real, satisfying,
peace in his heart with God. His inner conflict ceased as he
reverently sang and comprehended fully the third verse of the
familiar Christmas carol, "Oh Little Town of Bethlehem,"

"How silently, how silently,

The wondrous gift is given!

So God imparts to human hearts

The blessings of His heaven.

No ear may hear his coming,

But in this world of sin,

Where meek souls will receive Him still,
The dear Christ enters in."
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His wife was a diligent student of the Bible. In the morning
she would ask Louis, "Would you rather have me bake a cake, or look
for a treasure in the Word?" He would reply, "Look for a treasure in
the Word." When he came home tired in the evening, she would have a
precious gem from the Bible to read to him. Scriptures that were
particularly helpful he would write down, put them in his pocket, and
memorize them the next day. After acquiring skill through following
God's admonition to work with his hands, his mind was free to
memorize, sing, and pray for hours.

Bro. Louie's pastor in Hurley, Rev. Charles Smith, whom he loved
and admired, once took Bro. Louie with him to visit a young minister
in Saugerties, New York. This man was a theological graduate who had
become confused. In introducing Bro. Louie, Pastor Smith remarked,
"This man has only been converted a year, but God has given him an
understanding of the scripture that most of us do not have after
three years in the Seminary.” When in conversation with those who
desired to witness for Christ, but didn't have the formal schooling
that would ordinarily seem necessary, Bro. Louie would relate this
incident to encourage them.

Evidence of his diligence in the Word was still see n when Bro.
Louie was past seventy. His letters to friends were filled with
pertinent scriptures, and his conversation was accentuated with
frequent Biblical quotations, accurately recalled with the proper
references!

Before the Huthsteiners moved to the Eagles Nest, a man who was
called the meanest man in the county, and of whom Bro. Louie had
been afraid, came to see him. This man, a carpenter, realized that
the cabin (or shack, as he called it at the time), would need work
before it could be occupied, and offered his assistance! Bro. Louie

recounted to this man his personal testimony - of repentance of sin,
and salvation in Christ. He concluded by saying, "If anybody will
need help, we will, for we will be the poorest people on t he
Eagles Nest."
The man responded with tears in his eyes, "If you e ver need

any help, come to me."

After the Huthsteiners became acquainted with this man's wife,
she remarked to them, "Why God Himself could not sav e anybody here
on the Eagles Nest. | might as well tell you, | get drunk."

Hers was a pitiable story. As a young Irish bride she had come to

this settlement. Two neighboring women, inflamed by drink, dared her
to come out and fight with them. She took an ax and chased them!
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Later on her own mother remonstrated with her about the way she
was now living. Ide replied, "Mother, when you live with the wolves,
you have to how! with the wolves. | would like to become a Christian,
but my husband would kill me."

To Bro. Louie, Ide said, "Young man, you will have to walk
the straight and narrow path; everybody is watching you."

Bro. Louie truly did just this - for an entire lifetime.

Ide had an intense hatred of a neighbor man who had called
her names when he was drunk. When she haddelerium tremens, as the
result of her own alcoholism, Bro. Louie's wife was the only one
who could quiet her.

At one of these times lde asked Mrs. Huthsteiner to get
something for her downstairs. When Mrs. Huthsteiner came back into
the room, Ide told her she had taken strychnine. The Huthst einers

prayed, and Ide begged for mercy, yet still vowing to kill the man
she hated if he came there! But Brother Louie ran and persuaded the

man to come and ask forgiveness, which he did. At that mo ment
something within lde snapped, and she held out her hand. Sometime
later she was completely delivered. The doctor at this inciden t

stated that there was strychnine in the bottom of the glass Ide had
used to take it in; but she did not die.

It was to such as these that Brother Louie was sent . Brother
Louie once said that many people were glad to talk to down and
outers, but few were willing to go among them and "live it". It was
because he was there living that Ide and countless other lost sheep
were brought into the fold.

The Huthsteiners soon began holding Sunday School i n their
cabin. Mountain children came, as did "OIld Belle", who would never
speak a word. As soon as the school was over, she would go up the
hill to where she lived with her brother John.

Several years later, Brother Louie held meetings in the
Lomontville school house, in this little crossroads community not
far from Hurley, on the flatland there. He drove a big four
seater wagon that would carry as many as twelve. He asked John for

permission for Belle to go along. John replied, "She can go if it
rains," knowing that probably no one would go if' it rained. John
wanted Belle to stay home to watch their house.
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A few Sundays later a thunder shower blew in. Brotner L ouie
ran up the hill shouting for Belle to hurry and com e, which she
did. On the way home from the meeting Belle, who never spoke,
joined in the singing, "There's not a friend like the lowly Jesus,
no not one, no not one."

The first time Brother Louie had met John he had felt that the

farther John stayed away from him and his family th e better he
would like it! But God loved John and imparted some of that love

to Brother Louie. Over the years Brother Louie saw a change in
John, who lived to be near ninety. In his last years John began

going to meetings with him.
One night on the way home John began to sing:

"This time another year | may be gone,
In some lonesome graveyard,

Oh Lord, how long?

| heard such a rumbling in the sky,

It made me think my end was nigh,

Oh Lord, how long?"

Brother Louie remarked to a seatmate, "This is prob ably
prophetic."

John continued to sing, one song after another. Brothe r Louie
inquired where John had ever learned those songs. J ohn told him

that his Uncle Dick used to take him to meetings when he was a boy

Seed sown years before was now bearing fruit. Broth er Louie
felt the truth of the Word, "... ye are entered into other men's
labours." (John 4:38)

A few miles above Lomontville was a little scattere d com-
munity called Lapla, made up of white and colored s tone cutters,
where Brother Louie had been asked to hold services . A farmer
friend from Lomontville warned Brother Louie that he would have t o]
get the troopers (State Police) to close up "Casey's" befo re he
could hold the intended services. Brother Louie replied, "Oh, no,

Casey is precious in God's sight. | will invite him to come to

the meetings."”

Several miles further on was another community, Pacama.
Brother Louie prayed that God would open up this ar ea for
meetings also.

At the first service in Lapla Mr. and Mrs. Giles of Pac ama
came. They had also been praying that God would sen d someone to
their community, and they felt Brother Louie was th e one to come.
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New Years Day, a bitterly cold Sunday, Brother Loui s went
out to start the old Ford delivery wagon, which had been a Christmas
gift gratefully received. He cranked and cranked to no avail, while the
clock hands sped relentlessly forward.

About a half hour before service time a neighbor bo y, Johny
Scully, came by. Brother Louie asked him to start him on the woods
road, along the mountain, that came out in Lapla. This was only seven
miles, compared to eleven by the more traveled road and thus could be
walked in a shorter time. The two hustled along until nearly there,
when Brother Louie suggested to Johny that he go on to the meeting
with him. Johny protested that he was not properly dressed. To this
Brother Louie replied, "The Lord looks at the heart, not the
clothes.”

They arrived about twenty minutes late to the meeting, and
afterward were invited to the Giles home for dinner . Johny was
much impressed that he was treated just as nicely as though he had
been dressed up.

Soon after this, Brother Louie felt led of the Lord to ask a
dedicated, experienced minister friend, a Brother Mitchell, to hold a
series of meetings in Lapla.

On the second night of these meetings, Brother Louie was

entirely without money, (they took no collections), when he was
given a letter from a woman he did not know. In it was a tote that

meant much, the words of which could still be recal led many years
later, "Your prayers have helped my home,” Enclosed was a te n
dollar bill. This seemed to Brother Louie to be a word from God

Himself to worry not about finances. The note and offering were from
Mrs. Hunt. She and her family became Brother Louie's dear helpful
friends for over forty years.

During the ensuing meetings a number of strong men were
converted. Some had been Casey's best customers at his notorious
roadhouse. Casey closed up and moved away. Years lat er, Brother Louie
and a friend, who wanted to stop and work for Casey, visited Casey at
his new place on the other side of Kingston at Lake Katrine.

Casey urged the man to stay on with Brother Louie, where he
would be much better offt Then Casey confided in Brother Louie,
"When you came to Lapla, | laughed. All they wanted up there was
more rum. When you were there awhile, God said, "Ca sey, you get
out of here".
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Later on God completed the work begun in Casey. Brother Louie
availed himself of an opportunity to do Casey a good turn. Casey
guit the drink business and as a white haired man went into real
estate.

One of the men whose lives were transformed in thos e early
meetings in Lapla was Alvie DeGroff, who had been a hopeless drunkard
for forty years. While inviting Alvie's uncle, Henry Markle, to
church, Brother Louie heard about Alvie. The Huthsteiners
immediately began to earnestly pray for Alvie.

The following night a man dressed in felt boots and an old

sweater came in and sat down in the last seat. It was Alvie! When
the invitation was given to accept Christ he made no move. Broth er
Mitchell went and asked him if he did not feel his need of God. Alvi e

replied, " ['He that hath] put his hand to the plow and [looks]
back, is not fit for the kingdom of God.' " (Luke 9:62)

Brother Mitchell quoted another portion of the Word in reply,
"Return unto me and | will return unto you", (Malachi 3:7)

God's word is faithful and powerful. Alvie broke into tears
and knelt by a bench at a school house desk, in the schoolroom
where the meeting was held. He was gloriously saved and delivered from
alcohol, never touching another drop. He became song leader in
Brother Louie's meetings for the next ten years. He was ever
faithful, often walking miles to a meeting, and repeatedly stating
that the services were never long enough!

Alvie's conversion stirred the whole community. He was welcome
in any home; whereas before he would not even have been invited
to sit on a chair!

A year after his conversion Alvie testified that he had been
passing the schoolhouse the previous year in such a condition
that he fell on the hill. As he lay, he looked up a nd saw lights
burning and heard the singing. It seemed a voice spoke to him

that he should be in there!

The following night he cleaned up as well as he could. Amidst
the laughter of his niece and her children, who exp ected he was
leaving for Casey's, Alvie told them he was going to the go spel
meeting. That was the night Alvie became a new creature in
Christ Jesus.
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Brother Mitchell frequently said, "Children, keep the fires
going and the lights burning; the light house keeper cannot see the
ships out in the storm, but they see his light to t he saving of
their lives." If it had not been for those burning lights, Alvie
might have been eternally lost.

One day during these early years, Brother Louie took his old
horse to the Blacksmith Shop in Hurley, and as usua I, testified
to what God had done in his life.

Shortly after this a young woman who lived next doo r to the
Blacksmith Shop had a heart attack. The pastor, Rev . Charles
Smith, in ministering to her asked her if she were ready to die.

She told him that one day she had been listening outside the
Blacksmith's door when Mr. Huthsteiner had been talking. She had
gone home and made her peace with God as a result of what she had
heard.

Later on Brother Louie had the privilege of having some of her
children in Sunday School.

Surely Brother Louie's living was as true as his theme song:

"Brightly beams our Father's mercy
From His lighthouse evermore,

But to us He gives the keeping

Of the lights along the shore.

Let the lower lights be burning!

Send a gleam across the wave!

Some poor fainting, struggling seaman
You may rescue, you may save."

P. P. Bliss
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The Huthsteiner cabin on Hurley Mountain in winter.
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3
A New Cabin

After coming back from one of their trips to the prison t
visit Phillip, the Huthsteiners were staying with f
attending a Sunday evening church service, someone brought news
their little cabin at the Eagles Nest had burned to the ground.

Fortunately, they had their clothes and necessities
with them from their trip! They went home to their property, soon
erected a large tent to live in temporarily, and immediately began
building a new foundation three times its' former size, accor
to the Word, "Enlarge the place of thy tent, lengthen thy
and strengthen thy stakes." (Isaiah 54:2)

Winter was soon upon them and they were forced to look fo
place to live until Spring brought warm weather suitable for
continuing the construction. They had no furniture and little money,
and it seemed for a time that there was no place available for them
to live. But God had not forsaken His own!

A note from a beloved friend, Tom Hansen, came sayi
into my house in Atwood; the key is with Aunt Mathi

Just as the family had packed blankets and other necessitie
their car and gotten in to leave, a thunderstorm came
their tent down. They moved right into the Hansen cottage; it was
furnished, and had wood stacked in the woodshed for heat! "Great is
Thy faithfulness."

Atwood Chapel, a little white roadside church set a
pines and oaks of the beautiful Catskills, was near
Louie began holding services there, and had a profitable
fellowship.

Because of attending services almost every night,
Huthsteiner children were taught at home. Someone h
to the school authorities in their community, although Brother Louie
had not at this time heard of this complaint being made.

One day the State Inspector and the District Superintendent of
the school district came to the Huthsteiner's home.
sensed who they were, and their mission. He invited them in
cordially, explained concerning their work, and the reason for the
home teaching. Then, as school was at that hour in session in the
adjoining room, he invited these officials to hear and see the boys’
lessons. God surely helped, as the boys recited perfectly.
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Finally, the District Superintendent said, "It is bound to
work for good. Do you need any text books?"

This was exactly what was needed, and soon provided in this
unexpected way! A few days later the Huthsteiners found a package of
textbooks on their porch.

During the next several years when Brother Louie would by chance
meet this Superintendent on the street in Kingston, he was always
asked about his work, and often offered money by this man.

When Spring broke, the Huthsteiners moved back to the Eagles

Nest, pouring a new cement floor in the barn, and reno vating it
for a kitchen and living room. The tent was serviceable for other
needs.

Then the work began in earnest, as they cut and brought to the
home site, pine and hemlock logs for one dollar a tree, as they
were able to do so. In mid-summer they were ready to build.

Two retired ship carpenters from a Scandinavian mission in
Brooklyn, New York, where the Huthsteiners had once been, heard of
the project and came to help. Two other retired men of the same
occupation, from Atwood, came also, along with other friends.
Brother Ola Omundson, who had helped build a log cabin in Norway, was
made foreman. He took Mrs. Huthsteiner's drawing of what was
wanted, and the work began.

It was a wonderful time of fellowship and happiness for everyone
involved; all working for love, with no boss. Although the
Huthsteiners wished they could pay the laborers, they could in no
possible way do so.

Then an old client notified Brother Louie that a la rge claim
Brother Louie had once worked on had come through, and they wanted to
give him a present! Earlier, Brother Louie had told them he was
charging no fee, only that they were to pay his tri p to
Washington to file papers on this claim. Now this gift was
offered! Brother Louie mentioned to his wife that if they were to
receive a couple hundred dollars, it would be a fine help.

At the time Brother Louie left his law practice this particular
claim had been placed in the hands of New York lawye rs who charged a
very high fee. The client urged Brother Louie to ask for a just
division of the fee. However, Brother Louie felt this might cause hard
feelings, and so, as he always did, he asked the Lord for guidance.
He opened his Bible at random to the scripture, "Having food and
raiment let us be therewith content.
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But they that will be rich fall into temptation For the love of
money is the root of all evil." (I Timothy 6:8-10) He had then
subsequently written that anything they sent would be fine.

Now this particular year he received a check for two-thousand
dollars, as much as he would have charged, had he fin ished the case
himself! (They had charged eleven thousand)

At this time, the usual wage was four dollars for an ei ght hour
day. The Huthsteiners were now able to pay their carpenters and
laborers both, four dollars for a six hour day, as well as providing
them a hot meal! The excess above this provided flooring and windows
for the cabin.

On Thanksgiving Day they had a housewarming, with a picnic supper
for nearly seventy people, culminating in a fellowship meeting.
Brother Louie spoke warmly concerning his mother-in-law's visit that
day, "She had declared that she would never come to see us, and
would disown usifwe moved to the Eagles Nest, but on looking in , she
remarked, "This house has been built by love.""

"Except the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that build
it." (Psalm 127:1)

A beautiful, sufficient home this mountain cabin was! The large
downstairs open area had a kitchen at one end, and a lovely stone
fireplace at the other. It would easily accommodate fifty people at
monthly picnic suppers and fellowship meetings. The second floor
bedrooms and bath were cozy and sufficient for the family's needs. A
well-built cellar provided not only an excellent foundation, but
storage area as well.

The cabin became a place of refuge over the years to many who
needed the loving atmosphere it provided. One such p erson was Paul
Broadhead, whose wife had died, leaving him eight children.

Paul was a good worker, but a daily drinker. He did his best
for his family, but eventually they were taken to b e raised by
his brother's wife, Rhoda. Rhoda was very good to the children, and
her care included bringing them to Brother Louie's Sunday night
meetings at the school house in Lomontville, another small
community in their area.

Paul occasionally came to these meetings also, but would often
fall asleep on the back seat! When Brother Louie spoke to him about
the Lord, Paul would reply that the Lord was agains t him.
Spiritual matters were very real to Paul, as he had been taken as a
baby and raised by real Christian grandparents.

23



Paul had tried to be a silent Christian at the time of his
wife's death, but failed. He was grieved at the loss of wife and
children, and in his early fifties his hair was snowy white, and his
body bowed as an old man's.

During the special meetings when his boyhood friend, Alvie

DeGroff, was converted, Paul began to attend meetin gs regularly.
The Huthsteiners saw Paul's struggle and desire to live a
different life, and asked him to make his home with them. They
even took Paul's kicking horse, his dog, and his chickens t 0 get
him! This was typical of their loving compassion for souls needing
the Lord.

Paul loved animals, and cared for his own, as well as
assuming the care of Brother Louie's team of horses . The two men

worked in the woods together for their livelihood.

Brother Louie's own description of Paul is most viv id: "He was
a powerful man, built like a Greek statue. Being part Indian, part
colored, and probably some white, he had an unusual gentle face,
crowned by beautiful snow white hair. Although he was good natured,
he was a lion when he was aroused. One blow and it would be all over.
When we would go to town to shop, | would have to | ook for him
in the saloons when it was time to go home.

"I never knew a man with so many friends, and he sincerely cared

for them. He would want to know all about their fam ilies, calling

their children by name. One young Irish bartender t old me, | knew
Paul when he was a boy in Stony Hollow, an Irish stone cutters'
settlement. Paul would come by with a load of stone . It was,
"Paul, get us a sack of flour, etc! On the way home he was SO

drunk he could hardly stand, but he always had the articles and the
correct change.'

"My wife experienced that also. When he was sober, he would
ask if he had done the errand.

"When we were not working in the woods, he would work on the

place, for its former owner, old blind Saul Vanderm ark had let it

grow up. Paul Broadhead would cut the brush, tear out the roots, and

plow it up for planting. Big boulders that had been plowed arou nd
for years, he would break with his big sledge; then with the horses

and stone boat, draw them away to build us a very nece ssary road,

saying, We want to leave it better than when we came." We never
paid him.

"He remarked to my wife, 'If | were in a wilderness , maybe |

could stop the drink." "She replied, "God will take you at your
word.""
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4

The First Wagon Trip

God did take Paul at his word, giving the Huthstein ers
reason for leaving their cabin for a time to go on a trip with Paul.

Brother Louie's own words describe the ensuing days and vivid
experiences:

"The next summer we felt we should go to Dannemora with the
horses to get Paul away from the old crowd. When we told him we were
going to Dannemora with the horses and we wanted to have him
drive, he replied, "Not for ten dollars a day; we would be killed
on the road!

"However, we felt we had to go, although | had no money for a
prospective three weeks journey, one way, with a fa mily of six
and a team of horses to feed.

"When Paul saw we were making preparations to go, taking the
two middle seats out of the wagon, taking two tents, and everything
except the house, he went back up to Lapla and got drunk! | followed
him, and brought him back."

Paul then told Brother Louie that he had promised t 0 go to
work for Casey at his new place on Lake Katrine. So Brother
Louie told Paul to get the horses ready and they would all go to
Casey's.

Paul shaved and put on one of Brother Louie's white shirts

which had been given to him, and he was soon ready t 0 go, looking
very nice.
When they arrived they were welcomed like long lost children,

and given a delicious picnic lunch.

After a fine visit they prepared to leave. Casey sa id to
Paul, "You go with those people; they want to do you good."

Paul went with the Huthsteiners. Brother
Louie's account continues:

"The day we started, | sold something for fifteen d ollars.
We inquired for back dirt roads, and for 125 miles to Lake George
[in the Adirondack Mountains] we had only a few miles of ha rd

roads.
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"There on the back roads we found good camping site s. The
more humble people were friendly, even though they thought that
we were gypsies and asked if my wife told fortunes. Our young b oys
were always a good introduction and people would often come to our
campfire and listen to the gospel in song and testimony.

"Our diet of corn meal mush, beans and salt pork, w as
getting a little monotonous, though we had wonderful appetites. My
wife asked if we had money for a chicken. I told her no.

“Well, I'll pray”, she replied.

"That night we camped in a fine thick pine grove, so that we did
not bother to put up the tents. My wife and | were sleeping under
one tree, the boys under another, and Paul in the wagon.

"In the morning, the boys called, "Look, father, an eagle with a
chicken." We called to Paul, who was cleaning the h orses. He came
on the run. The big bird flopped away; the smaller started to run.
Paul caught it, a nice young pheasant. We had something better than
chicken that night!

"At Lake George we camped near Grandmother's. Starting away the
next afternoon, we came to the foot of Tongue Mountain about dusk,
but we kept going, looking for water. Pretty well up the mountain we
came upon a little brook crossing the road. The State was building a
new road over the mountain. The only way we could get off the new road
was to go into the old one-track, rutted road. In t he dark we
rolled some old logs in the ruts and put up the tent.

"Paul was gallant and suggested that my wife sleep in the wagon
and he would sleep on the ground with me and the bo ys. The next
day he was out in the brush picking blackberries.

"At our next stop, people inquired where we had camped. 'On
Tongue Mt.," he replied.

‘What, on that rattlesnake den?'

"Paul turned gray. 'If | had known that, we would never have
stopped up there!" He was afraid of snakes.

"Money was given to us that carried us on to Dannemora, where we

had a good visit with Phillip. Paul would not go behind thos e
forbidding big walls.
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"Two days journey toward home, we came to the Poke Moonshine
road between Keesville and Elizabethtown, the old bootleg road. The
State was putting through a macadam road. Being nearly out of money :
Paul and | applied for a job breaking stone for the crushe r at
five dollars, a ten-hour day. That was a good wage for those days.

"Paul was right at home. He had the strength and sk ill to use
a 16 pound sledge. As for me, in about two hours my back was broken
and my hands blistered. One of the loading gang came over to me and
said, "You can't do that, you'd better help us." The lIrish boss
nodded assent. It was all | could do. | was so tired at first, that
| would fall asleep at supper, but in a couple of weeks, | hardened

in.
"By that time | thought we had enough money to make it home,

and as it was getting cold in tents, suggested that we start. But

Paul was determined to stay until he had one hundre d dollars, to

be sure we had enough to get home. | tried to get t he boss to

fire him, but he was the best stone breaker on the job."

Therefore, they stayed on, and Brother Louie began looking for
a home for the family to live in.

"There were only about six houses in as many miles, but |

found an old log house without any windows in it. | t had been
whitewashed and they called it the “white house'. | found the
owner. He said we could use it as it was; he would not fix it. We

cleaned it out, (the sheep had been using it), put muslin in f or
windows, a door for a table, dynamite boxes for seats, hay in the

tents for matresses, a two-burner oil stove we alwa ys carried
for cooking, an old chunk stove which neighboring b ootleggers
loaned us for heat, and we were like bugs in a rug. My wife said,

“This is like heaven to me.

"A notorious drinker called "Chief', part Indian, s aid he
would like to stop drinking and asked if we would t ake him in. |
said, 'You can sleep on the floor with the boys." He did stop

drinking, too, to the amazement of the road crew.

"Some of the men would come in the evening to liste n to the
gospel songs. 'Sing that old Irish tune once more, "The Sweet Bye
and Bye', was a frequent request.

"Tall Bill Conroy, called "Slim', who was working next to me,

inquired where we had been. | told him to Dannemora to visit. He
said, ‘| am just out of there; on parole.' He had broken his parole.
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"He was wild lIrish, just loved a fight, had been a rum
runner, wounded a state trooper, now a drifter, wit h an alibi,
"My wife made a convict and bum out of me.’

"Like myself, they all have an alibi. Sometimes with the help of
the Holy Spirit, they can see themselves as they re ally are and
that it was not the fault of the wife or the stepmother. They can
be brought to repentance and a transforming faith in Christ.

"I told the Irish Boss that we were going to have a Christmas
reunion on the Eagles Nest. He replied, "These men will have their
reunion in prison.’'

"However, three or four did visit us that winter. W e put them
up for a few days and gave them work with us in the woods, so that
they could earn a little money to start out on.

"We stayed to the end of the job, late October. The re had
been some snow. Paul had one hundred dollars and fi fty cents and
a new outfit of shoes, overalls, etc.. | guess it was t he most
money he had ever had at one time, in his fifty som e years. He
had only started to drink once, though he would get sick for the
want of it.

"We had good weather until the night we arrived at home sweet
home. What a pleasure to he back in a tight, warm house with a
good roof!"
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The Second Wagon Trip

The great depression of '29 and the early '30's that paralyzed

American economics, is well-known for its hardships , unemployment,

and despair.

Remarks were made that soon the Huthsteiners would be "on the
rother Louie's

town." However, God's faithfulness in response to B

tenacious clinging to the Word, "Trust in the Lord and do good so
shalt thou dwell in the land and verily thou shalt
encompassed all these hard years. It seemed that work

for him when others could find none.

"Slim" Bill Conroy arrived the following Spring, ju
Brother Louie was preparing to leave to inquire about work in the
Adirondacks for the summer. Slim joined Brother Louie, and went to
work with him on a golf course when the two arrived at Schroon Lake.
They worked three days, making friends with a drifter, "Whitey",
who was given a days work at the same place.

Saturday after work the three started out for Lake Placid,
where the old and less rugged Whitey hoped to get a
job.

At Lake Placid Whitey found the desired employment,
Brother Louie and Slim went on to find the road job
Placid-Wilmington Road. After being assured of work and finding a
boarding house for Slim, Brother Louie went back to the Eagle's Nest
to get his family.

This time Paul was quite willing to go with them, a
started out. Near Warrensburg, New York, he and Brother Louie worked
a couple days loading stone to earn money for the remainder of the
journey.

Brother Louie takes us back in time to his experiences of
those days:

"The road camp was situated three miles out of Lake

right under White Face Mountain, so we camped right beside the
Ausable River.
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"The contractor had brought fifty Negroe men up fro m North
Carolina and Virginia. |1 wish you could have heard the singing in
the road camp Sunday meetings; and some evenings when half-a-dozen
of the most spiritual, led by Brother Walker, (a ma n about Paul's
age who was a father to the flock), would sing aroun d our camp
fire. These brethren have an inimitable gift in the singing of
their spirituals.

"I had allowed a root of bitterness to spring up in my heart
and | had lost the joy and peace of the Lord. | hung on to the
faith that | was a child of God, but | could hardly keep my own

head above water, much less help anyone else.

"When my wife and children would sing, "We'll never say goodbye
in heaven, we'll never say goodbye’, | felt | had n 0 part in it.
Of course | struggled and prayed, but as John Bunyan said, | f you
once entertain the devil, he is not easy to get rid of.'

"One night Brother Walker sang, ‘It is all right, i tis all
right, 1 will make it all right. The message was jus t for me | wept
and told God | would believe Him and His word, that , all things
work together for good to those that love Him, who are called
according to His purpose; and that purpose is that we should be
conformed to the image of His Son, that. he may be t he first-born

among many brethren. From then on, | began to come out of it.

"I mention that experience in hope that it, might h elp someone
who is also going through a similar trial.

"While working, a piece of granite from a stone which Paul was
breaking struck him in the eye, then his kidneys wen t, back on him, so
he had to stop working. By the end of the summer we ha d saved only
a couple of weeks' pay. Wages iad gone down from $5 a day to $3.50.

"Believing that Paul was not well enough to take the trip hack,

we decided to look for work in the mountains. A cou ple of men
heard we were looking for work and had a team of ho rses. They
came after us saying that they had a pulp wood job and would tak e
us to see it. It was located on the back mountain road between

Upper Jay and Keen( . Paul's reaction was, Tough, so steep, a

woodchuck would have to come down backwards!'

"I replied, °If it was not tough, someone else woul d be
doing it. Work is very scarce. It's up to you; you are the
teamster.""

They took the job.
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"All the windows of the house we were to occupy had been
shot out by hunters. One half of the roof had been repaired, but
the water ran right through the other half. They promise d to put
windows in, but did not do it. So we had to board up the windows.

My wife remarked that it was like living in a cellar.

"At the road job, the blacksmith made a stove out o f a
grease barrel which we fastened on the side of the wagon with the
stovepipe running above the roof so that we could have a fire in it
as we rode along.

"Arriving at the Bartlett place, which was our new abode, it
was dark, and we found that the well had caved in. | walked back
to the nearest neighbors, Mr. and Mrs. Perkins. When | knocked at the
door, | heard a voice say, "Luke, don't you open that door. | saw
gypsies go up the road.'

"l told them what | wanted.

"Luke said, 'Help yourself at the well and | will come up in the
morning and show you a spring.'

"Later, someone told us Luke Perkins was an awful man. No talk
about God to him; he wanted to be buried in a box with no fu neral
for him. However, we found him neighborly, lending us a wood hook
which was particularly helpful in getting hold of the slippery
pulpwood in the snow.

"Our “Jobber' built us a jumper using hard wood nat ural
crooks for runners; and seasoned pulpwood, which is very tough,
for raves. After several days' work on the road, Paul wanted to give
the horses every chance. We tried our first load. Paul's a dvice

was, Don't be greedy, take what they can handle easily, better an
extra load than a breakdown or get the horses discouraged.'

"We hadn't gone fifty yards when one runner went in a hole,
the other struck a stone and over she went. Such a going on. No
bitter cursing, but "God is against us' was Paul's complaint.

"We loaded up again, went another short distance an d mired
down. We had to unload. If Paul had said quit, | would never have
said a word, but he didn't. Our first trip was the only time we
tipped over or mired down. We worked all winter and part of the

next summer.

"After we were working a few days, a man came into the woods
and told Paul that he had not taken the job because the “jobber
was not good pay and that Mr. Call, the representative of the pulp
mill, would not guarantee it.
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"Paul and | walked and hitchhiked over to the Poke Moonshine
road inquiring for work, but found nothing. When darkness overtook
us, we were in the vicinity of the old log house

we had used the previous summer and of the bootlegger and
hunting guides. Paul wanted to build a fire and sleep in the woods,
but | thought it was too cold, and we were tired and hungry.

"We stopped at the home of our former Poke Moonshine neighbors,
who kindly invited us in out of the cold for a venison supper.
Afterward, they took us six miles further to Lewis to inquire about
work, but with no success.

"A mother and daughter we had met at camp meeting the previous
summer invited us to stay for the night and took us a good part of
the way home the next morning. We were grateful.

"Mr. Call was town supervisor and represented the P ulp mill.
After prayer, | went to Mr. Call, in Keene. | told him we were on
the job getting out the pulpwood, but that we could not continue
without assurance of being paid. The company had already considerable
money invested in the first two operations and it was to their
interest to get it out He told me to go ahead and that he would
guarantee our pay. After we had a few cords out, we would send him
a card and he would send us a check.

"The “jobber' who hired us never came near us all w inter.

"When the trucks started hauling the pulp, an elderly man, Pred
Bartlett, who owned the place, came up on one of th e trucks for a
ride. My wife invited him in out of the cold to have a cup of coffee.
The boys sang for him; he liked it and came again. After two or
three trips, he put all the windows in and repaired the roof.
Everybody said, "What has happened Lo old stingy Fred Bartlett?

"He told us that if we would stay, we could live rent-free and
have firewood.

"His sister, Betty Bartlett, was a very earnest Chr istian
woman and invited us to hold meetings in her hall in Lower Jay.
Before she went to Florida, she offered us her nice furnished

house in the village. We believed we should stay on the mountain.

"At Christmas, my wife made some birch bark flower pot holders,
painting on them the words "God is Love' or "Have faith in God'. She
suggested that she and the boys take one of them to the Perkins and
sing some Christmas songs, saying "You and Paul better stay home, you
might scare the old man.’
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"When they arrived and told their mission, little Mrs.
Perkins said, "Surely nobody ought to object to singing.'

"After a few songs, my wife suggested a word of pray er. Mrs.
Perkins timidly said, "Luke, he doesn't believe in prayer.'

"My wife replied, "He probably believes in prayer in the secret
closet, but we pray right out', and dropped on her knees and
began to pray. Luke went out.

"After Christmas we had the biggest snow storm of fifty years.
We broke a road into the woods for the big jumper. Then we had a
little jumper that | would use with one horse and a chain. For when
the weather was bad, we would not let Paul go to the woods. 1 would
stamp a path for the horse to odd piles of pulp and draw it out to
the main road which we kept open for the team. This worked very well.
We had to have school at home for the boys until Spring, when
the snow went down.

"Mr. Perkins would come out to talk to the boys. Coming home
from school one day, | came up the road with a bag of groceries on
my back. Mr. Perkins came out. | could see that he wanted to talk
with me. He leaned over the fence, and with tears i n his eyes,
he said, 'I've failed this year, I've failed. Fifty years ago we
had a little baby girl and God took her. I've been bitter against
God ever since.

"l replied, "Mr. Perkins, you are twice my age and | already

know that most of life is suffering. If that little girl had
grown up and gotten into sin and had broken her hea rt and yours,
how sad. But God took her to be a draw for you; for “of these
little ones is the kingdom of heaven'. David fasted and pr ayed
that the life of his baby should be spared, but whe n God took the
baby from him, he said, '| cannot bring the baby ba ck, but I can

go to the baby'. (Il Samuel 12) After a few more words, | went on.

"The next day, when Paul and | were in the woods, h e came
up with a rifle on his shoulder, going hunting. He stopped at
the house. In conversation, he said, "My father use d to say,

“there must be eternal life, there must be eternal life'.

"Our little suffering of hardness, as good soldiers of Christ,
was many times worthwhile to contact these scattered sheep.

"The next summer we headed back for the road job. The North
Carolina and Virginia men were not allowed to come back, owing to t he
scarcity of work, so there were a new set of men to get acquainted
with from around the countryside, and a number that followed up road
jobs.
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"The road being finished about September, | applied for work on
the Cascade Road near Keene. | had to walk three miles to Lake Placid,
to pick up a ride on a truck going ten miles to the job, work ten
hours, then get back to camp about eight o'clock at night with a
sack of groceries. Again, | looked for a house in Keene.

"Hearing of only one house, three miles up in the h ills,
unfurnished and high rent, in desperation | started up the road
to see it. | came to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Irvin g

Lawrence. They had been kind to me before. They told me of a
house at Clifford Falls, two miles up the road. Elmer Clifford had

died, without heirs. Frank and Will Clifford, neighbors, were in char ge
of it. Mr. Lawrence called Will Clifford, and in abo ut ten minutes, he
drove down. 'We will be glad to have you for neighbors. You can have it

rent.-free and work for me in the woods.'
What welcome words these were to Brother Louie!
"I made my way back to camp rejoicing, and we prepar ed to move.
We heard of a short-cut by way of an old stagecoach road that had
been abandoned because it was so steep. We did not know that. It was
all the horses could do to pull the loaded wagon up the mountain, the
boys and | walking ahead with a lantern to test the bridges.
"Arriving about nine o'clock, the Cliffords were waiting. What a
haven! The house was all furnished, including two o rgans. We found
an old diary of Elmer Clifford's father. At the end, in his 84th
year, in a trembling hand, he had written:
"We are going home, no more to roam, no more to sin and
Sorrow, .
No more to wear the brow of care, we are going home
tomorrow.
We are going home, we are going home, we are going home
tomorrow.
"We could joyfully sing, ‘"The Lord is My Shepherd'.
"Frank Clifford, the oldest brother and a school teacher,
retired because of poor health, and Bessie, the youngest, were very

kind, earnest Christians. Will was very highly rega rded and friendly.
None were matrried.
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“Later, in conversation, | said, "Will, the Lord gave you the
talent to win friends, not for yourself, but for the Lord Je sus'."

Brother Louie then told Will the following incident:

"A leading church-woman in Kingston told me that he r son, a
carpenter, felt that he should give up his high pay ing job at the
shipyard to pastor a little poor church. He and his wife decided

that it was too much of a sacrifice. As he was working, a man fel I
over with a heart attack. As he bent over him, it seemed a voice

said, 'You are next'. He was startled and asked for a week's

vacation to go to camp meeting. From there, he was taken home with

hasty typhoid. When he could talk no more, his mother said he

motioned for a paper and pencil. He wrote, "Mother, a wasted life.'

"Will asked me, "Was his life wasted?'

"I replied that this was not his mother's judgement , but his
own “deathbed judgement.’

"Will died that Spring, but he had turned to the Lord.

"Our winter in Keene, up three miles at Clifford Fa lls, was
a happy one. The boys went to Keene Valley Central School.

"We worked for Will Clifford cutting stove wood. We would
cut down a number of 10 inch, 50 foot birches and h ard maples,

and saw them into lengths that two men could lift from a skidway
to a power saw. A day's sawing was about 25 stove cords, which we

then split and piled. The whole operation took abou t a week;
then we repeated this week after week. Wages were low in those
depression years, and one really had to work to make a living. But

we considered ourselves very fortunate to get work.

"We had held meetings in the Kilbourne Corners schoolhouse
the winter before. Several individuals raised an objection to the
school house being used for meetings this second winter.

"Abe Kilbourne, the Justice of the Peace, whose chi Idren used
to come, told a friend, "I could not sleep when | h eard they were
going to try to close the schoolhouse.'

"He became one of the most steady attendants that winter. He
said to me, "They enlarged the schoolhouse onto my land. | did not
say anything about it, but if they try to close it against you,
then I'll say something about it.’

35



"I met Fred Warner at a funeral and invited him to
our meetings. He replied, '| am so deaf that | cannot hea
then | go to sleep and am ashamed.

"l said, you come and we will keep you awake.’

"He was one of the best-liked men of the community, a big
friendly, simple-hearted woodsman and horseman. lie
with his old Ford sedan loaded and would go back five miles and
another load.

"He and Paul were just natural friends and could sp
same language. When, after working on the White Face Mountain job, we
finally started for home, we stopped en route at Sc
Fred Warner and Clarence Gifford came after us, saying "You must
come back. You don't miss the water 'til the well runs dry. Why, Annie
Calahan was just ready to throw her hat into the ring.
back, you won't have to work.'

"Those friendships lasted 'til death did us part. We had an
annual Labor Day reunion and meeting for twenty-five years, when on
our way to visit Phillip at the prison. | still get
cards, and birth announcements from some of the younger ones, after
thirty years.

"Two of our neighbors, French Canadians, could neither read or
write. 'Yome' Schaket, in his seventies, and a hard
hard drinker, lived in a one-room shack up in the pasture. One
night he came in crying, saying, 'l wish you would read to
of the Bible, maybe there is something | ought to know.'

"Alec Rondeau, a younger, bright, friendly man, coming by on his
way to the Cliffords, would stop.

"Have a cup of coffee, Alec.
"Never refuse a hot drink.

"Then my wife would read a chapter of the Bible to
Sometime later, they were found dead in their lonely abodes."

These were souls that perhaps never would have heard of Jes
love, if Brother Louie had not gone to live among them.
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"When warm weather came, we headed for the White Face Memorial

Road job, which the State was building. The boss, whom we knew from
the Poke Moonshine Road, said, "We are turning away one hu
a day, but I know you men will work. I'll put you on.’
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"We camped about three miles from the job on the Wi Imington
Plains, a fine huckleberry ground. If Paul had not taken along a
shoe last, nails and hammer, we would have been bar efoot by that
time. But, to go to work in a granite quarry, we needed new shoes.

"At the shoe store, the cheapest were too expensive . In
conversation, a man told me that the general store had a sale on odd
lots. | went there, but they told me, "No'. | went back to the man
and he said, "You go again, | know they have.'

"On my second inquiry, they admitted that they had a few
large sizes. | bought a fine pair of number tens for two dollars. |
wear eight and one-half, but with a couple of extra pairs of socks,
they were the best shoes that | had had for a long time. Then Paul
went with me. The smallest he could get were eleven s for a foot
the size of mine.

"The next morning, while we were waiting for the truck to take
us up to our work, one of the men said, "Say, you fe llows have big
feet!'

"l, at first, remarked, "What a waste of money building a road
up that mountain,’ but when we got up to the top an d | saw the
breathtaking view, | changed my mind. "The heavens declare the glory
of God and the firmament showeth His handiwork." (Psalm 19:1) |
felt it could lift the most mundane person above the petty cares of

this world.
"It was a seven-day, ten-hour-a-day job. A man told me that
he had heard that | was going to be fired because | did not come on

Sundays. | replied, "Then the Lord must have a better job for me.’

"Work being so scarce, the State declared that no o ne should
work more than forty hours a week. A schedule was posted at the foot
of the mountain: Class A, first 100 men - four ten-h our days;

Class B, next 100 men - four days; Class C, Huthsteiner. | was able

to work four days out of seven, the other men had only four days

out of eight. If | had a rainy day, | could make it up. As far as
| knew, no one but my immediate boss knew, for | had said nothing.

"That Fall we started for home, singing "Wagon whee Is, wagon
wheels, keep on turning, wagon wheels. Roll along, sing a song,
wagon wheels, carry us home." They carried us about fifty miles to
Schroon Lake, where we again stopped for a road job. We found a house
about the usual three miles up on a hill.
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"We did not let Paul work on the road. He and [one
boys] had agreed to care for our landlord's two cows for tw
dollars a week and a quart of milk a day. That was a real help,
the best | could make was ten dollars a week and if we had a rainy
day, only eight, for a family of six and a team of horses. We only
paid five dollars a month rent and we cut wood to pay for
our present affluent society, it is hard to conceiv
struggle to obtain just food and raiment, shelter a
keep warm. Except, God is of great mercy and hears the cries of the
distressed; "The poor of this world are rich in faith." (James 2:5)

It would be desperate for many. It is desperate for many who do not
believe and do not ask.

"Before Christmas, we hired a truck to take our hor
brother-in-law loaned us an old Franklin and we went for
would not be parted from his horses and went with the truck. As it
was, we had the car loaded to capacity.

"All went well until we reached Albany. Coming into Albany,
the north, there is a viaduct, quite steep, reachin
street just above the Capitol Building, with a stop
head, where we had to stop. "Oh, oh, | said, for the clutch
grabbed. | let it in as easy as | could, but snap went the axle.
Here we were, blocking traffic. A crowd gathered. Gypsies! We had
whiffle trees on the running board and other gear. Then came the
police and sent for a wrecker to draw us to a quiet
asked the wrecker man how much | owed him. He said, "Nothing
did not know | had only fifty cents.

"One man, who had a bakery on the corner, brought a
sweet rolls, saying, 'If you had fifteen cents and
could get a pail of coffee at the Miss Albany
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and the police, were so kind that the boys remarked, 'No wonder that
the bums like Albany!'

"It was about ten at night. | called my mother-in-law. She said
her chauffeur had gone. | called John Donaldson and he said he would
be right up. | suggested he stop at my mother-in-law's and get the
truck. By the time he got there, Will Sprague, her
was on the way to get us. So we ended up the last |
journey in style, in a Pierce-Arrow with a chauffeur.”

When they arrived at the Eagles Nest they found everything in
order as they had left it.
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Paul had gained victory over his drinking habit, as Christ's
love gradually conquered his life. The years of close association with
Brother Louie and his family surely were instrumental in the
deliverance of this one whom Christ loved through His willing
vessel, Brother Louie.

People who have suffered often have a special feeling for

others, and Paul was always to the end of his days,
compassionate man.
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6
Beginnings

The current was rapid, as the swirling water enveloped and
tugged on the small boy's frail limbs. It had been a sunlit day, a

day that insistently beckoned boys to the banks of the broad
Ohio River for a refreshing dip in her enticing waters. A s usual,
little five-year-old Louie had tagged along with his older brother S,

answering the River's call.

Louie often followed along in this big-brother activity,
although, rather than swimming, he spent his time " mud crawling"
along the bank, hands on the ground with feet kicking in steamboat
fashion.

But today the river was wilder, more demanding, and in a split
second of time little Louie was trapped in her swif t current. He
quickly learned to swim as he struggled to free himself from the
River's grip.

Louie won the battle for life that day, and though he did not
recognize it then, he found strength in adversity a s he did
throughout his life.

The Ohio was an integral part of his childhood, as Louis was
born October 4, 1892, in a little settlement called Tell City in
southern Indiana, right on the river, across from Ke ntucky.

Louis' father's French Hugenot family had fled from Nancy,
France during the Hugenot persecution. The family s ettled in
Germany for a time, but emigrated to America while Father
Huthsteiner was still a small boy. He was raised and educated in
Cincinnati, Ohio.

Louis' mother's family, the Ludwigs, of German-Swis s stock,
migrated to the United States at the time of the Au strian Swiss
political upheaval of 1848. His Grandfather Ludwig arrived with a

Swiss colonization party and founded Tell City, named after Wilhelm
Tell.

Father Huthsteiner's first wife died, leaving him with five boys
and a girl. Louis' mother, a schoolteacher, married him and bore
him four more boys and another girl. Louis was the youngest of
the boys; his sister was five years younger than he.

Father Huthsteiner was an older, dignified man who commanded the

respect and obedience of his children. He was a banker, an d at one
time a State Representative.
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At the dinner table he expected his children "to be seen and
not heard,” an expression and expectation not uncommon in those
days.

Little Louie often went down to the Bank where his father was
a cashier and his half-brother a teller, to beg for a penny to buy a
big stick of candy. One busy day Louie reached up and took one of the
shiny silver dollars stacked by the teller's window. He walked out,
gathered all his little boy friends together, and treated them
that day!

At closing time his father and brother worked for hours trying
to balance the books unsuccessfully, as one dollar was missing.
Finally they remembered Little Louie's visit, and h is departure
without the usual penny.

Louie lied when questioned by his father, but was properly
disciplined in the woodshed for his stealing of the dollar.

In later years he thankfully remembered his father's discipline
and pitied the poor Eagle's Nest children who did not have the
privilege of such training. He strongly believed that in bringing up
children, love and discipline had to go hand in hand.

When Louie was, only eleven, death struck his home, taking away
his beloved father at only 54 years of age. But his mother carried
on bravely with good judgement as to what was best for her family.

Two of Louis' half-brothers were employed by General Electric
Company in Schenectady, New York. They wrote their mother, telling
her of the fine public schools, and the college, in Schenectady,
urging her to bring the family East to avail themselves of these
educational opportunities.

Mother Huthsteiner and her family soon made this move, although
Louis and his nearest brother were not altogether hap py to leave
the place that had always been home to them.

During the early part of the Twentieth Century of American life
the saying was quite true that "wherever mother is, is home."
Louis' home life With his mother and family was no exception; these
were happy years, and he felt that his mother really lived for her
children.

Late in his sixties, Brother Louie recalled with pleasure the
happy days of his childhood, and his mother's voice raised in song to
Louie's sister Helen's accompaniment. One of her favorites was,
"The Holy City,” as all heaven's beauties were pictured in his
singing.
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Louis and his nearest brother joined the Y.M.C.A. and thus came
under the wing of the late William Eener who was the Physical Director
at the time, and also the Sports reporter for the Schenectady

Gazette. Mr. Eener loved boys, and Louis felt he owed a great deal to
him for his inspiration and encouragement.

Mr. Eener trained the basketball team, and took the boys to
basketball and track meets in Albany and Troy. Thes e activities,
along with memorable camping trips through the Adirondack Mountains,
gave the boys excellent physical training.

Mr. Eener, Judge Chatfield T. Bates, and Gustave (Louis' older
brother) organized a boys camp. During high school and college
days Louis and his brother George were counselors there, along with
Winthrop Smith, Amherst College Financier. It was a wholesome
influence for Louis and George, as well as an enjoyable and enriching
experience in their youthful days.
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7

College Days

Louis Huthsteiner - Amherst College, 1914.
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After High School, Louis entered Amherst College in Ambherst,
Massachusetts. He felt that the new horizons and new contacts here
were an open door to life for him.

Having been fatherless for many years, he reveled in th
masculine companionship and helpful guidance of fraternity upper
classmen and friendly college professors who provided fatherly
counsel, too, when needed.

During his sophomore year he and a classmate held many
discussions about how the fraternity and college ou ght to change
and improve. This friend was a "born reformer,” and Louis the
spokesman for their suggestions. However, in his inexperience Louis

often became the object of scornful reception to th eir ideas!
Later on Louis discovered that Sophomore is the Gree k word meaning
"wise-fool." He felt this definition fitted him and h is friend
perfectly at this stage in their lives, as he said, "We were

trying to reform everyone but ourselves!"

During his Junior year Louis was informed that if he did not
make up a year of Latin he could not come back to ¢ ollege. He
had entered Amherst on the condition that he would do this by the
time he entered his Junior year there, and here it was Christmas
time of the promised deadline!

In telling of this incident Louis stated that he ha d once
read that humans use only about three percent of their mental
capacity. He felt that he surely must have done a b it better than
that during that Christmas vacation, as he did not go home at
all, but made up a whole year of Latin in those twelve days!

He memorized an oration of Cicero each day with the aid of an
interlinear, and in the evening recited it to a kin d Professor
Houghton. Thus he completed his task, and was allowed to continue
on as a student at Amherst.

During this same year a new President was installed at
Amherst, Alexander Meiklejohn, who substituted the Golden Sayings of
Epictetus for the Bible readings in the daily Chapel exercises. This

suited Louis fine as he could understand Epictetus, but not the
Bible. The Bible was a closed book to him at this t ime, and so
Epictetus, with his emphasis upon man's freedom of will and

ability to acquit himself of his obligations through obedience to
conscience, became Louis' Bible.
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Louis greatly admired the speakers he heard; Robert E. Speer,
John R. Mott, and Amherst's Talcott Williams, for t heir admirable
character and outgoing warmth of heart, not understanding how they
attained these attributes. He did not then know the Scripture s he
guoted so ably in later years, "The just shall live by faith,"
(Romans 1:17) and, "The natural man receiveth not the things o f
the Spirit of God: for they are foolishness unto him; n either can
he know them, because they are spiritually discerned.” (I Cor.
2:14)

About this time someone suggested to Louis that he ent er the
ministry. His reaction was that it was more of a challenge to live
a good life as a business or professional man. He was confident he
could do this. In fact, pride in himself began to develop until he
refused to even admit he was ever in anyway wrong. He even spoiled
friendships through this stubbornness.

Louis became very involved in college activities; he was

chairman of the rushing committee of his fraternity, and in his
senior year a member of Scrab, a senior self-perpetuating body, as

student councils had not yet been developed. He was on the track
team throughout all four years at Amherst, being ca ptain in his
Senior year, and was on the Swimming team in his Junio r and Senior

years. During his Senior year he also served as Vice-President of
the Christian Association.

Athletics and social life, accompanied with poor st udy
habits resulted in his failure of last semester calculus in his
Junior year, which he had to make up the next summe r. He later
stated that this, too, was a good lesson, as he had lots of good
intentions, but had not carried through. As William James so aptly

remarked, "Hell is paved with good intentions."

During Louis' Senior year, Henry Leiper (13), secretary of the
Y.M.C.A., urged him to attend a student Volunteer Convention to be
held in Kansas City, Missouri, during Christmas holidays. Perhaps
Henry was hoping Louis would become a Christian, although he
particularly emphasized the educational opportunities that would be
afforded there.

Louis decided to attend. He listened intently for three days
to the outstanding speakers presenting the needs of their various
fields, while he inwardly protested that he certainly would not
volunteer for three years service as they urged!
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The last night of the convention the great "silver-tongued"

orator, William Jennings Bryan, spoke. Louis was greatly moved by
the eloquence of his plea, and started to go forward to sign up for
service. However, the line was long, his ardor cooled, and he

decided to wait awhile.

Back at college he made the swimming team. He had been on the
Amherst team the previous year when it lost to Brown, Harvard, and
Williams.

At a trial race it occurred to Louis that if he could believe,
he could win. He was pitted against two Freshmen, L emke and
Nelligan who had been inter-scholastic champions, and he was just not
in their class.

But having been in an attitude of faith for several days,
when the pistol was fired to begin, Louis declared his faith. He
felt relaxed and carried along by an inner stamina. He won, and

that season won also against men from Harvard, Brown, and Williams
who had easily beat him the year before!

Louis felt that although he had not yet turned to C hrist and
Bible teachings, that this experience was part of a buildup to faith
that enabled him to have courage later on to take an experimental
step of faith in Christ.

Louis stated, "The practice and discipline required to excel in

athletics stood me in good stead in later years, th ough if the
intense desire to win had been more wisely directed so as to do

well whatsoever | did, ("And whatsoever we do, do i t heartily, as

to the Lord, and not unto men" Colossians 3:23), how much bet ter
would | have been prepared to meet the responsibili ties of later

life toward my family and neighbors.
"At our fiftieth reunion, we were singing the senior song:

"Formed among these dear old halls,
Friendships that can never die,
Strength to keep faithful in our manhood,
To our purpose high.’

"My heart was thrilled again.

"Paul the apostle wrote, "Wherefore the law was our schoolmaster
to bring us unto Christ, that we might be justified by faith. But
after that faith is come, we are no longer under a schoolmaster.
For ye are all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus.
(Galations 3:24-26)

"It seems to me that the Christian teachings held up in our

46



college church and chapel exercises, even though so me chafed at
it because it was compulsory, in addition to the dai ly reading of
living epistles, the lives of some of our professors and fellow

students, worked to bring about a dissatisfaction with my own

unbelieving, selfish life."

Ultimately, repentance and faith in Jesus Christ were to become
the answer to Louis' need. In the Fall of 1915 Louis entered
Columbia Law School. His detailing of this period of time again
points vividly to the influence of several brilliant men upon his

life.

"My mother had mortgaged the house to help me through my last
year at Amherst, so at law school | tried to help mysel f
financially.

"After quiet, beautiful Amherst, and the rather leisurely life
| had been leading, | found Columbia Law and New York City 'hurry
up' a very strenuous affair. | had read that Thomas Edison was
accustomed to only four hours sleep. | wasn't told until later that
he had a cot in his laboratory and took naps in the daytime; so |
thought | ought to get along on four or five hours sleep. | ran
myself ragged!

"I admired the brilliant trained minds of our professors.

"Our Amherst Harlan Stone, later Chief Justice of t he Supreme
Court, was Dean of the Law School, beside teaching a course, and some
active practice in New York. Yet he had time for my little pr oblems.

He had a large hearted simple, direct approach that was reassuring.
He remarked that the best lawyer settles the cases out of court.

"Prof. Abbot, teaching Old English Law, had an enthusiasm for
his dry subject that was contagious; his face would glow. Would
all of us that lift up Christ had such love for our subject

"Prof. Terrhy, on contracts, would often deliberately get us

all so mixed up that some would not answer when the ir names were
called!

"One of my financial help jobs was that of Athletic Director
of a Boys' Club of an East side mission, including teaching a Sunday
School Class. Athletics was in my line, but as for t eaching the

Sunday School Class, all | could do was read the Sunday School
quarterly.

"Albert S. Bard, Amherst '88, was very good to me. He was
unusually civic minded and was given a medal of hon or by New York
City in recognition of his many years of senice."
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8

Army
God's grace and care were never more evident in Lou is' life
than during his years in the service of his country in World War

On April 6, 1917 the United States entered the war against
Germany, and made an appeal for young men with education such as
Louis had completed to help train the draft divisions.

Louis immediately enlisted and was sent to the first officers
training camp at Plattsburg, New York.

His own account portrays vividly not only the event s of
wartime, but his personal reactions to and insights gained
through the unusual experiences of this crucial time.

"President Wilson declared that America was engaged in a war to
end wars, and I, more or less, believed it; but rea lly thinking it
to be a commercial struggle between Germany and Eng land, and that

we, by taking part, would ensure a fair and lasting peace.

"That Fall | was commissioned a 2nd Lieutenant, and stationed
at Camp Upton to help train the 77th Division. Between camp s |
married.

"The following May [my division] sailed for France on a large
English liner.

"We went first to Halifax, Canada, to join a convoy , for the
submarine warfare was at its height.

"In the Halifax harbor we had a life boat drill. | was
assigned to a launch with fifty men. In case we were torpedoed, we
were to tow some of the life boats.

"When our launch was freed in the water, after what seemed like
coming down the side of a skyscraper, the British crew could not
start the motor. After drifting away, we had to be towed back to
the ship.

"I went to the ship's captain, telling him of the i ncident,

remarking that if we were actually torpedoed we would be in a bad
way.
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"He replied, "Oh, that is a sporting chance.’

"I answered that | could see no sport or chance in such a
situation.

"He then suggested that we get a couple mechanics and he
would give me several of the crew to attempt to sta rt it. We got
it going.

"The ship was torpedoed on the way back.

"Arriving at Liverpool, England, we crossed England that night
to Dover. In the evening, as we waited across the Channel, we
watched the hospital ships bringing the wounded from the big German
drive in Flanders. What a sight!

"Crossing the channel to Calais, France, we were taken in
trucks up on a hill outside Calais to try out our n ew masks in
the gas chamber.

"Coming out, we heard the hum of the motors of a la rge
zeppelin; then the rattle of the machine guns of Ca lais, drowned
out by the bombs dropped by the zeppelin; our first night in
France.

"We were immediately sent to the front lines, to be
brigaded with the English, who were expecting another major drive
in the North.

"We began digging new trenches, being told that when the
Germans came over, the front and second lines would fall back,
and it would be up to us to hold the line we were d igging. But
the Germans struck at Chateau Thierry, with Paris their objective.

"We were entrained and sent to the other end of the line,
the Bachart sector, in the Vosges Mountains, where we brigaded
with the French. It was supposed to be a quiet sect or, with old

trenches and dugouts that had been there for four years.

"However, the Germans put over a surprise daylight ra id the
first morning, killing and capturing sixty of my ol d company.

"I had been promoted and was stationed in the second line.
The Germans centered all their guns on one spot, kn ocking out our
machine guns and tearing our barbed wire. Then the firing ceased,
and they came over with flame throwers and machine guns. We lost
about one hundred men before going out.

49



"On coming out of the front lines, | received a cab le
announcing the birth of our oldest son. My captain Blagden asked
if 1 would like to go back to the States to train t roops. |
replied that | would like to see a real front first.

"When later | reflected on my decision and words, | s aw how
thoughtless and inconsiderate | had been as to the feelings of my
wife with a new born baby, waiting and praying (she told me), I
have no right to ask that my husband be spared abov e any other
mother's son; he took his life in his hands and enl isted and does

not particularly deserve to be spared, nor | to have him spared,
but if you can show mercy, please show mercy.'

"Could it be that He who said, "Come now and let us reason
together ... though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white
as snow' (Isaiah 1:18), knew that | was ignorant and blinded by the
god of this world, more concerned about saving my own men's lives
than in destroying the enemy? | was not a good soldier, sim ply bent

on obeying orders, trusting completely the wisdom and knowledge of
our higher officers who could see the whole picture; as today | obey
the word of God, who orders our steps, as | love and trust Him.

"We were sent to relieve the fourth division at Cha teau
Thierry on the river Vail between the cities of Soi sson and Reims.

"We were eight days in the third line, just out of shell fire,
but subject to zeppelin and poison gas alarms. Our drinking water,
well dosed with chlorine and contained in canvas bags, was warm and
tepid.

"The second line, where we were to be for another eight days,
was situated on the heights above the river Vail, just out of sight

of the German guns on the opposite heights several miles a cross the
valley. It was a particularly nerve-shattering position, because of
the intermittent shelling by the big German guns se arching for

our own guns located near us.

"One of my men was so badly shell-shocked that he h ad to be
carried out. | requested permission to move a few h undred yards to
a comparatively quiet position, but without avail. Each day it was
getting worse. | sent my sergeant, again asking permission to move.

"Receiving permission, my sergeant was running along the line
telling the men to get ready to move, when he heard one of the big
ones coming. He dove into a foxhole with another sergeant. The
shell landed between the two foxholes, killing three sergeants and
a corporal. It broke the heart of the company. We were yet to go
into the front lines.
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"Before moving into the front lines, | walked out into the
open, to look down into the valley where the front lines were
situated. The one path across the low swampy land w as a
honeycomb of shell holes, leading to the railroad r unning between
Soissons and Reims. As the German machine guns were playing along
the tracks, a passage had been dug beneath the railroad tracks just
large enough to let a man with a pack crawl through to reach the

front line, almost at the foot of the opposite steep height. Here
the fourth division had been stopped. As a standing o rder had
been given that ground once taken should not be giv en up, a
short section of the front line had been establishe d in this

exposed position.

"When | went back to my men | told them to add to t heir
emergency rations a couple of cans of meat and boxes of crackers.

"Our captain, overhearing me, remarked, "Oh, Louis, we will be
brought one meal a day’, which was customary in the front lines; two
men carrying a can of stew on a couple of poles, and two with a
can of coffee.

"I replied, | hope so, but | don't think they will".

"It was not until the fifth day, when we had advanced up the
other heights, that we received any food. Piecing out our emergency
ration with the extra was not so bad as long as we were in the
foxholes, but when we were ordered to make an attack, to get up that
steep hill we felt it! | made a vow that if | ever go t back home
and had something to eat and a place to sleep, | would never
complain. | wish that | had kept that vow.

"The day before moving into the front each platoon commander
sent a sergeant ahead, who was to be our guide thee next nig ht.
Maccarrel Lieper was, as far as | know, the only one to come back.
So | had to give him to our senior First Lieutenant , who was to
lead our one-hundred fifty men strung out in single file, myself
bringing up the rear.

"Going down the very steep hill, one of the men stumbled and
fell, and lost contact with the man ahead, and just stood still.
When | went ahead to find out what was holding us up | found myself
with half the company and no guide. Fortunately | had looked the
land over in the daytime, so | started ahead.

"I missed my Sergeant Lieper, but did not find out what ha d
happened to him until he came to greet us when we r eturned to
the States. He was paralyzed from the waist down and had to be
carried. He had been wounded and had lain along the path all night.

He had heard me shouting to the men.
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| exclaimed, "Why did you not call me? You knew that | would
have taken care of you.'

"He replied, | knew that you had your hands full.'

"I am glad to say that except for braces he is quite recovered.

"Although we had been in the third, second, and fir st lines
twenty-one days, and had had severe losses, we were ordered to
advance through a shell torn woods (it looked as th ough a cyclone

had struck it), past the 'Chateau de Diable’ (a seemingly
appropriate name), then on up the heights.

"Instead of being relieved after twenty-one days, we pre pared
for another attack along side the French. We could hear them
wheeling the cannon in during the night, preparatory to a big
barrage at daylight.

"At four o'clock we had a cup of coffee and some crackers. Then
came the crack and roar of the cannon shooting over our heads, and
German guns replying. The first line went over.

"Later, in broad daylight, we followed up. As we we re in plain
sight, the Germans began shooting directly at us. Marvelously, the
shells went over us as we hustled on, until almost in the shelter of
a ravine, a shell landed near our last squad.

"I left our stretcher bearers to carry out the woun ded, and
we went on until we were held up by machine gun fir e from a little
town of Glenn. As we took shelter in the brush | sa w the French
coming out of the head of the ravine. | sent out a runn er telling
them that they were soon coming into the line of ma chine gun
fire; but they came right on, the captain at the he ad and the

company strung out in single file.
"I remarked, "They are brave men, we are cowards.’
"On they came until "Pop, pop' sounded the machine guns.

Down went some of them, the others ran for cover, | eaving the
stretcher bearers to carry out the wounded.

"My orderly, ‘Boogie' Bougdanos, a gentle Greek tai lor from
New York, had disappeared in the excitement. | hoped he was safe
back somewhere, but he found me in the dark. He had our little

ration of coffee and crackers, and soon with our ‘canned heat
fixed a cup of black coffee and sugar. That, with crackers, made a
royal feast.
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"Unexpectedly, one of my Lt. friends found us in th e dark
and relieved us. Just before morning we reached battalion

headquarters, located on the slope of a steep hill, on the top of
which the German shells would land. It was not a pleasant position,
as we would have to stay in the holes dug into the side of the

hill, as we could not continue marching out in the daytime.

"During the day several Italian officers of the division that
was to relieve us came to look it over. When at the end of a
tedious day we expectantly looked for the Italian c ompany to
relieve us, we looked in vain.

"George Hubbel, our machine gun captain, whom | admired (we

called him the Iron man), said, '| am going to take my men out.'

"I made the same assertion, but the Major said, 'No , you
won't'.

"I sent several of my Italian men to find out why t he
Italian troops had not come. They were told that th ey were not
going to come. As it was not the front line they pi cked a less

exposed place.

"Then the Major let us go. After weeks of shell fir e, one can
imagine the urge to get out. We had only about forty men left;
myself the only Lieutenant out of five.

"We were expecting at least six weeks rest, but instead we
were taken on trucks with Chinese drivers, headed f or the Argonne
Forrest. The men always talked trucks, trucks.

"The men were packed in, but in the truck assigned to
officers there were only two of us bouncing around like peas in a
pod, wishing we could get out and walk.

"At last, thinking we were going to have a good nig hts rest,
we had just settled down, when the order came to pa ck up. We
marched all night into the forrest. There | was given one- hundred
new men. | was glad they were strangers. My men were like my

boys; it would break my heart to have them killed.

"The Argonne Forrest was to be the last big drive. We were
told that if we did well we would be in only three days.

"Because at Chateau Thierry, in the heat of the sum mer,
loaded down with heavy packs, men threw them away, the order went
out that we were to take no packs nor overcoats. Ou r Col., who
had been four years in the Canadian army, a man of good judgment,

disregarded the order.
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| told my men | was going to carry my pack with bla nket,
half a pup tent, and extra socks, my overcoat also. As it turned
out we were in nearly three weeks. The so-called Lost Battalion
went in without packs or overcoats.

"When it was particularly hard going, | tried to encourage my
men, saying, Stick it out men; our boys won't have to go through
it." How mistaken!

"In trying to cross a fire lane on the forest, a number of men
were killed and wounded. A call went out for volunteers to get the
wounded. A slight man, Archie Peck, and another volunteered. The one
was killed.

"Archie seemed to have a charmed life, he bound up the wounded
and dragged them out.

"Our big roaring First Sergeant lost his nerve on t he
Chateau Thierry front. | lay in a fox hole with him ; he trembled
like a leaf when the shells exploded about us; so di d I, but | had

better nerves. We had to leave him with the kitchen.
"I made Archie Peck First Sergeant. The men respect ed him.

"After the armistice the big man came back. Archie said to me,
‘I don't want to be First Sergeant, Lieutenant, make him First
Sergeant again.' | agreed.

"Archie received a Medal of Honor.

"Toward the end, as the Germans were retreating, an d there
was no distinct front line, we had been marching al | day in a
drizzling rain; in the dark we camped in a brush lot.

"My Bugdanos and | were bunking together; we put down our
shelter half and blanket. The damp cold came right through. |
heard a western boy say to his buddie, "Let's make a brush bed'.

"“Come on Buggie, let's do the same.’
"We got our knives working and soon had a comfortable bed. We
were just thankfully dozing off when came the order, "All out, pack
up, we are going to move.'
"There on the road was a line of trucks to take us to catch up

with the Germans. The men were packed in, and 1 sat with the
driver, and away we went in the dark.
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"Coming into the central square of the French village we
stopped. We were startled by the scream of a shell, bang, Just
past the last truck. Our driver started to jump.

"No you don't', | exclaimed as | grabbed him.

"Then another shell came. Those were anxious moments; the
trucks packed with men, and we awaiting orders. Then, "Turn around,
out of the village, scatter in the field.'

"As we advanced toward the famous River Meuse, we met French
women and children staggering under all that they could carry,
fleeing the towns that we were approaching. The Germans had told
them that they were going to shell the towns when w e moved in.
They told us that the Germans went out singing, saying the war
would soon be over.

"We could see the German machine gun posts on the other side of
Meuse. We were informed that the engineers were to put up a bridge
that night for us to cross in the morning. It was my turn to lead,
but that very day the armistice was declared.

"I was thankful it was over, and that | was still alive. The
last week our kitchens could not keep up with us; so all we had was a
limited supply of bully beef and crackers.

"Many of us suffered from a sort of dysentery, which was so
weakening that | had to abandon my pack. Being the first part of
November, it was quite cold nights. It took most of the winter for
me to recover my strength.

"In a little French village | was billeted with an old French
lady. | could speak some French by that time, and would visit with
her by the fireplace evenings. The army food then did not agree with
me. | had plenty of money, but | could not buy milk or eggs. My
"Mama de France' would get things for me, and cook food that | could
eat. The French houses had no heat except for a kitchen stove or
fireplace. | would wake up wet with sweat, have to dress, stand in
the snow, and watch the drilling.

"Later | was sent to an officers school, under protest, but
again the mercies of God. There | met Dave Cutler, Amherst '15. He
had been gassed and was not well. We were billeted in unheated dirt
floor shacks, but Dave and | rented a little attic room in the
vilage where we had a little wood stove and some comfort at
night. The army food consisted mostly of vegetables cooked with army
bacon. It was just the right diet for me and | began to pick up.
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"How we did long to get back home! When the sailing date
was set, what a scrubbing and delousing; for the men were told that
they could not go aboard the ship if any "cooties’ were found on
them.

"What a joy of reunion with my family!

"Some of my officer friends and | asserted that, if we ever
got back home, we would dig in the dirt and try to forget it all,
but that did not work for me. | was so bitter and critical that my
brother George, a Colonel in the U.S. Cavalry, rebuked me.

"Only when the revelation of Christ's love, praying, "Father,
forgive them, they know not what they do," was reve aled to me, and
the search light of the Holy Spirit held me up to the mirror, so
that | saw myself as | was, a child of wrath, criticizing in others

the very things of which | was guilty, bringing me to repenta nce,
the bitterness left me. [I found] a new understandi ng and
compassion for the ignorant and them that were out of the way.
"Then, as | believed the Bible and studied the hist ory of the
Jews, and secular history, | became convinced that wars were a

judgment on nations. "The nation and kingdom that will not serve thee
(God) shall perish; yea, those nations shall he utterly wasted.'
(Isaiah 60:12)
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Reflections

After the war Louis returned for a time to Schenect
York, where he was a legal consultant, investigating, for the
General Electric Company. Then he moved to Hurley,
the practice of law, in the office of Mr. Phillip E
many years leader of the Ulster County Republican party, Pres
of the Kingston Trust Company, and President Hardin
as Collector of the Port of New York, in nearby Kingston.

Louis pursued his profession with dignity, as a def
attorney until 1924, when he laid aside all to foll
Christian convictions formed as a result of the total co
of his life to Jesus Christ.

It is understandable from the natural standpoint that Louis’
friend, Professor Bard, came personally to visit hi
of Louis' conversion and decision to leave the law

successfully begun. Bard wanted to know what it was all about! What

would cause a man of Louis' professional caliber, with a world of
opportunities before him in life, to leave all of this for a
religious experience?

Louis wrote of this conversation: "After listening
account of our experience, he [Bard] remarked, "Louis y
gone back to the middle ages!" "

Whatever men might think, Louis had become a yielde

ady, New

and started
Itinge, for
ident
g's appointee

ense
ow the
mmitment

m at the time
practice so

to the
ou have

d vessel

through whom God would accomplish much. And he would tell you he

had given up nothing. Rather, he had gained all. His life of love
was infinitely more priceless and right than any sm
others might think he had been called upon to make.

Louis became a missionary; his field was his home a

wherever he was.

His vision was for everyone, black and white; his emphasis was

to the down and outer, no matter his color or condit
ministry, and it truly was a ministry, was teaching Christ as the
all-powerful to meet anyone's need, anywhere - be it a dr
prostitute, or a college president. Whatever the need - financial,
physical, moral, spiritual - Christ was the one able to meet that
need.
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Louis mentioned that one of his brothers, a success ful
engineer with General Electric in the Mid-West, came East to see
him and said, "l can see your reasons, but look wha t it will cost
you!"

Louis felt that his brother saw only the cost, wher eas Louis
could see only the great love of Christ.

"Marvelous grace of our matchless Lord," that one s o taught
in such a fine atmosphere, with so many opportunities in a
prestigious profession should choose to leave all a nd follow his
God! Even as Moses despised the treasures of Egypt, choosing
rather the God of the Israelites, Louis Huthsteiner left his w orld
of professional renown to follow the way of truth and love in Jesus
Christ.

And because Louis did take the way of love, loving the

unlovely ones, living a daily life that demonstrated the fact that
God would meet any need if one truly trusted, this story of victory
through Christ could be written at the end of the journey.
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Gems from Brother Louie's Memory

Brother Louie frequently told of incidents from the days of his
more active years of ministry, which were a great b lessing to all
who were privileged to hear him. This account would not be complete
without these testimonies from his heart and lips.

God's faithfulness to him for every need was an ever present
fact of his life. God never failed him.

Material _ Provisions

In financial matters he trusted as completely for t he Lord's
provision as in any other area. One New Year's Day he felt he sho uld
again visit Clinton Prison. Dannemora, sometimes ca lled "New

York's Siberia", is bitterly cold in winter, and few people care
to visit during these months.

He had no money to go, but decided that if the Lord would send
money that day he would go. He tells of this incide nt:

"That afternoon came a money order for fifteen dollars which
would be enough for one way. | went to say goodbye to Grandpa
Gutormsen. He said, "I can say God's speed to you, Louis, but not
to you and your family at this time of the year, with t hose old
torn curtains.'

"Just at that moment Tom Hansen drove up, and Marty Hess
from Staten Island, with a gift of twenty-five doll ars, and five
additional from a friend. Then we had plenty of money.

"We stopped with friends in Warrensburg, the first night. In the
morning | went to the harness shop to have the curtains fixed.

"A half-dozen men were sitting around the stove. We read in Acts

17:21 “(For all the Athenians and strangers which w ere there spent
their time in nothing else, but either to tell, or to hear some new

things)', and gave Paul the opportunity to preach C hrist. So, when
they inquired of me as to where we were going, | was glad to tell

them all about it.
"One man then inquired, 'How do you live?'

"l replied, "As God moves upon the hearts of men to give to
us.'
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"He said, ‘I believe you. | have an uncle who is the stingiest

man in town. He would not give you a nickel if he t hought you were

starving. One day as he was walking toward South bridge, he saw a man
approaching. He felt strongly impelled to give the man five dollars.

It came on him so hard, that he pulled out his pocketbook and handed
the man five dollars. It was the "Holy Roller" preacher. He thanked
him, saying, ‘| have just been praying for five dollars!

"Our visit at the prison was an especially happy on
this time we were quite well known to the prison population, and they
were glad to see us.

"By courtesy of the Chaplain we were given the privilege of
singing and testifying of the good news of God's love to all. Where
one individual is shown the kindness of God, the fam
whole community will be benefitted."

Binnewater

About five miles from the Eagles Nest is Binnewater
where Brother Louie was invited to hold meetings for a time.

"Among those attending was an elderly man named Montg
Dietz. Some member of his family would have to bring him, for he was
in poor health. He became an earnest believer. In testifying, he
said, "The religion | used to have | would take off with my
clothes. | thank God | have Christ in my heart now.’

"One day he said to my wife, | wish | could see to
Bible.'

"She replied, "Mr. Dietz, put a little Bible in you
and every time you think about it, take it out, saying, "Lord, help
me to read.'

"Within a week he was reading. Next he prayed for s
to do some work. It was not long before he was taki
500 chickens, and was made town assessor.

"One day my car broke down and | was walking, invit
to come to meeting. In one home, sat a woman, Mrs.
years old. She had been confined to a wheel chair f
years. She had worn rubber stockings and bandages for forty years.
Finally, the veins in her ankles had burst and were running sores.
Her feet were swollen and she could not walk; she told me she
wished that she were dead. 'In the morning, | wish it
and at night, | wish it were morning." We had a tal
and she wept. | asked if she would like to come to meeting.
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"How could 1?' she exclaimed.
"We will get you," Brother Louie replied.

"A neighbor, Wil Heinle, and | would pick her up w
fireman's grip, for she was a large woman, and carry her into the
car and then into chapel. Later, we would carry her back to the car
and into her home. We did that twice a week for some weeks

"After hearing the word of God preached for some time, she said,
‘I am a sinner that needs to be saved,' and got down on her knees
at the altar and received Christ, with the assuranc

were forgiven. She was very happy, saying, ‘Now | know why God let me

live.'

"She heard the testimonies of Christ's power to hea
day, when | stopped to visit, she inquired, ‘Do you think God would
be pleased if you should pray for my ankles?"

"I had no faith for her ankles. The doctors said she would
that way, but she had asked me a question.

"l reasoned that | have three sons, and if they were sick or in
need, and | could help them, | would be glad to do so. If it
depended on their confidence in my love for them, and my willingness
to do it for them, | would feel badly if they did not ask me. So,
had to say, "Yes, God would be pleased.’

"Then, please come and anoint me.'

"So, we did, according to James 5:14, anoint her wi
the name of the Lord.

"Nothing happened immediately, but a few weeks late
Holy Spirit was unusually blessing our hearts as we
altar, Mrs. Burnett exclaimed, "Oh, my ankles are going to be
healed! "

"When she took off the bandages that night, she saw
healing was begun. The third day it was completely
called her husband, George, to come look at her ankles.

"Oh, Ma, it makes me sick.' ""Come and
look!" " “"Where are the sores?'

"He grabbed his hat, hitched up his horse and went around to

the neighbors, saying, ‘Come see the miracle.’
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"She cooked Thanksgiving dinner for ten of us. She loved to go
wherever we would take her, to meetings to testify and glorify God.

"A few years later, when she was getting ready for her
celestial journey, she sent for the neighbors to say goodbye,
exhorting them to meet her in heaven.

California Days

"When our classmate, Herbert Johnson, was in a large Veterans'
Hospital in California, | went to see him nearly ev ery day for
two months. A patient, 73 years old, was afflicted with skin
cancer. His whole side was raw, and his armpit, so that a sort of
crutch was required to hold his arm away from it. Besides, he was
somewhat nauseated. My guess was that his life expectancy would be
several weeks. | talked to him of the love of Christ.

"*Oh, yes, | am a Christian,' he said.

"Then you will soon have a new and glorious body", Brother
Louie stated.

"He replied, | would like to live a little while | onger.'
"Isn't your work done, threescore years and ten?" ""No', he said.

"He had been helping needy boys. He loved them and they loved
him.

"All right then," | said, "We will pray for you'.

"In a couple of days the cancer dried up and he did not need
any crutch. A few days later | met him in the corridor and he
joyfully exclaimed, "The doctor said it is getting along
wonderfully, we shall not need to graft skin upon it.'

"They had previously tried to graft skin upon it, but with no
success. He said, '| went right back into my room a nd thanked
God.' He asked me to buy him a large-print Bible, which he used to
read to others.

"A man, 81 years old, was complaining. | spoke to h im about
the Lord.

"He replied, "My grandfather was a preacher and a good one.

"I took it for granted that he was a Christian, but as he
kept complaining, | quoted Phil. 3:20, "We look for a Savior, the
Lord Jesus Christ, who shall change our vile body that it may be
fashioned like unto His glorious body.
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"He inquired, "How do you know it?"

"l replied, "If I had known you for thirty-five yea rs and you
told me some facts every day, which | had a chance to check, | would
reason, ‘| have known the man for thirty-five years;' and if you told
me something that | had no chance to check, | would reason, ‘| have
known the man for thirty-five years and have always found him honest
and correct; | think I can take him on and have faith for this
statement'. So | have tried and tested the statements of the Bible
for thirty-five years. (David said, "Taste and see that the Lord is
good.")

"l have often failed God, but he has never failed me. So as to
the things after death, | haven't the slightest doubt about Jesus'
veracity.

"He remarked, "Fair enough!'

"l inquired, "Have you received Christ as your Savior?'
"No," he said.

"That is too bad. Why don't you?"

"It is too late.’

"I declared, "When Jesus hung on the cross and cried, it is
finished', the price of salvation was paid. But we have to meet
the condition of faith, repentance and receiving. It is a perfect
shame to have Jesus suffer and die as he did for you and then not

receive the inexpressible benefit. He, no doubt, is weeping for you
now.' | exhorted him to receive right then, and he said he would.

Uncle Lon

"We would occasionally visit a friend of Paul's who lived wa y back
in from the road to Lomontville. He was taking care o f an old blind
man, Alonzo Hinckly. On one occasion we found that Uncle Lon had

been sick in bed for some weeks and his lungs were filling up. After

reading the Bible and singing, my wife prayed for his salvation and

healing. Afterward, 1l inquired, "Why did you pray for hi s healing?
This is probably his last illness.'

"She replied, I felt led to pray.'
"Several days later we went again. He was out exercising,
guiding himself on a wire. Instead of Uncle Lon dyi ng, lke
Cantine, who was taking care of him, had a heart attack while he
was getting a pail of water.

63



Neighbors about a quarter mile away heard Uncle Lon 's call
and rescued him.

"A little later, a Salvation Army woman said to me, | have a
man in my nursing home who said that he belongs to your church.’

"l replied, "We have no church.’

"“Well, he said he belonged to you and will not eat until
someone says the blessing.'

"Some months later, we had a call, "Uncle Lon is dy ing and
he wants to see you.'

"We went in, read, sang and prayed and Uncle Lon rose up again
for another six months, and then we were sent for a number of
times with the same result. In his own way, he let his light shine in
that nursing home for some years, until God took him home.

"I met Joe Herman in the hospital and talked to him briefly
several times. He was a big, gaunt Abraham Lincoln type. He never
batted an eye, so | thought he must be deaf. But he was not deaf. He
went to work in the woods back up in Lackawach as a boy and never had
a chance to go to school.

"Later | found him in a nursing home. He was glad t 0 see me.
He inquired as to where | lived, and when | told hi m | had a big
horse and did some work in the woods, he was interested. | had
never seen him smile.

"The barber even had said to the nurse, "I'm not going to shave
that scarecrow.’

"One day | came in and his face lit up with the mos t
beautiful smile. Looking up at me, he said, 'I'm going to come up to
stay with you.'

"“Sure, Joe, you can drive the big horse and I'll d o]
cutting.'

"He was never able to come.

"I followed Joe up for some years from one Nursing Home to

another, until God took him home. | was the only one that ever c ame
to see him.
"Jesus said, "He that receiveth you receiveth me, a nd he that

receiveth me receiveth him that sent me." " (Matt. 10:40)
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Nothing could possibly be added to the eloquence of these
incidents themselves that would demonstrate more vividly the fruit
Brother Louie's life of real Christian love to his fellow man
produced for the Kingdom of God.

Brother Louie loved people into the Kingdom, living the
life among them, as Christ gave the example to do. He knew
that this was the way God could reach and minister
anyone in need. And God did.
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Brother Louie's log cabin - front view

Another view of the log cabin
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Brother Louie's little cabin home - 1953

The motto, "God is love" held a central place
in Brother Louie's home.
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Brother Louie washing dishes in his cabin, October 1953.
No task was too humble for him to do.
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Part of D.V.B.S, staff - Pioneer days of Lomontville church,
summer 1954. L. to R. Rev. David Stanton, pastor; Mrs. Katherine
Bowers, teacher: Emogene Stanton, Director; Brother Louie, tea cher.
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Brother Louie and V.B.S. Class — 1954
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Sunday School in the Lomontville Firestation Hall — 1954

Phyliss Smith and Beginner Class

Ellen Stanton and Primary Class
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Brother Louie and Junior - Teen Class

Rev. David Stanton and Adult Class
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Groundbreaking 1958

L. to R. David Paul, the pastor's son, Pastor David Stanton;
Rev. John Donaldson; Brother Louie; Karlton Bowers, Sr., Church
Board member; Rev. Edward Klaus, Presbyter; Rev. William Dickinson,
Home Missions Director, Southern Section of New Yor k District
Assemblies of God.

Rev. David O. Stanton, wife Ellen, David Paul and Mary El len
at church entrance, 1960.
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Dedication Services

Part of congregation attending service at Lomontville Assem
of God. Rev. Joseph Flower, Superintendent New York Dis
speaking.

Foreground: Kermit (Kimmy) Hunt, Dora (Mrs. Eugene)
Herbie Vandermark (behind Mrs. Kother), and other members of the
Lomontville congregation at new enlarged church entran
February 1969.
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Brother Louie - February 1969.

Brother Louie with the pastor's children and the au thor's
children. In semi-circle, Alvin Klee, Mary E. Stanton, Esther
Stanton, Wilma Klee, David P. Stanton, and David Klee.
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Lomontville

The last decade of Brother Louie's life was especially fruitful
for his Lord. He regularly held street meetings, minis
nearby tuberculosis hospital, and in nursing homes,
young couple who later became missionaries, in a pi
in his familiar Lomontville area.

The story of Lomontville is not only a testimony to
faithfulness of God, but to the thought brought out
Corinthians 3:6-11; some plant, some water, but God giveth the
increase.

The first services were held in the Lomontville school house,
where a young couple, Rev. and Mrs. Harry Donnelly, often preached
and sang to empty seats! Brother Louie encouraged and helped them,
and soon there was a Sunday School of thirty-five. But then God
led them to go to the mission field.

In 1952 the Lomontville work became a branch Sunday
the Kingston Assembly of God, whose pastor was Rev. Robert Vins
After a time the work closed for awhile, but on Eas
1953, the final successful effort was begun again by Rev.
at the request of the members of the community to have a church at
Lomontville.

Brother Louie continued to help in every way he cou
this effort.

In the summer of 1953, Brother Louie took crippled
Vandermark, a young Negro man, with him to an Assemb
campmeeting, Mountainview, at Sherburne, New York, alon
and Mrs. Smith, who had also attended the Lomontville m
Mr. Smith had suffered a stroke, and could not speak.

At Mountainview, Brother Louie met newly-weds David and
Stanton, Spring graduates of New England Bible Institute
the Lord's leading into the ministry.

Brother Louis was so impressed by the Stanton's friendliness
and compassion toward his handicapped friends, that he invited them
to visit him and "go the rounds" with him, as the Lomontville wo
was still without a pastor.
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David and Ellen did visit Brother Louie that Fall. Brother
Vinson, under whom they would serve for the next six months, pave
them this advice, "There's no money here, but if you're | ust
working a secular job, you might just as well come here."

The Stantons went back to Cortland, New York, where they had
been staying in David's parents’ home, and made this a matter of
earnest prayer.

Feeling led to go to Lomontville, they wrote Brothe r Louie,
who sent back the reply, "There is no support. We w ill have to
work. But come!"

In October, 1953, the Stantons went back for two weeks, and
stayed for fifteen years and four months, until God led them to
another field of ministry.

Of that meeting and the following years my brother David
recently wrote, "God gave us an unusual different ministry, and a
marvelous friend, advisor, prayer warrior, and worker, when Brother
Louie's and our paths crossed by God's appointment at Mountainview
Camp the summer Ellen and | were married; Family Camp, 1953."

The Stantons lived in an apartment in Kingston that first
winter. Then on June 1, 1954 they moved into the pleasan t log cabin
home at the Eagles Nest. Brother Louie lived near them in his little
white cabin a short distance down the sloping mountain path.

During the next months when there were as yet no Sunday evening
services held at Lomontville, David and Ellen joined Brother Louie
and the many Negro neighbors and friends from the mount ain who
gathered in Sarah Hasbrouk's kitchen each week for a songfest.
Sarah's home was at the top of the mountain, where the large brass
eagle plaque marked the settlement as the Eagles Nest.

It was at these songfests that David first heard the rhythmical
and beautiful singing of "I'l Fly Away,” and "Peac e in the
Valley," that Brother Louie often sang.

As the months passed, David began to know and love Brother
Louie and to glimpse some of the unusual depths of dedication that
were a characteristic of his friend's life.

David recently stated, "Complete destruction of sel f-
exaltation and material gain, like Brother Louie's is rarely
found. | often think that we need to learn the lesson Brother Louie
explained this way;
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"In World War | on the battlefields of France, a me dic was
spotted by Brother Louie with a straight pin in han d, picking it
into the bodies of the men slain on the field. Brother Louis was
shocked and revolted until he found out the medic's reasoning. The
medic said that if they're dead there is no reaction; if there's life
they react to the pin.

"Brother Louis used this illustration in connection with the

scripture that we are dead and our lives are hid wi th Christ in
God. (Col. 3:3) If we react to slights, real, and i magined, he
used to say, we are not dead and Christ is not fully living His life
inus."

Some of my own happiest days were spent visiting my brother

David, sister-in-law Ellen, and baby nephew David Paul for two weeks
at the log cabin in early summer 1955. It was during this time that |
came to know Brother Louie, too.

Down the road, Brother Louie's little white cabin was a home

where the motto "God Is Love" held a central place, and Brother
Louie had all the necessities of life he felt he ne eded. The
stove to cook earthly food was probably less import ant to him

than the quiet atmosphere where he communed daily with God and
received heavenly sustenance.

My oldest son, Alvin, fondly recalls a winter day several years
later, when he and my nephew, Danny Marvel, slid down the hill on
sleds and were invited into the little white cabin. An afternoon
passed quickly for two small boys as Brother Louie drew them close
to his welcoming fire, took out his guitar, and the three played
and sang, "Jesus Loves Me," "Jesus Loves the Little Chi Idren," and
other choruses about Brother Louie's dearest Friend . "Yes, Yes,"
he told them, "Jesus loves you."

Brother Louie continued to bring in the children, t he
handicapped, the lost ones, to the services at Lomontville. He taught
Sunday School classes of children of many backgrounds and
nationalities. He played and sang and prayed for them. David wro te
of this, "How Brother Louie loved the children! "

David pastored the little flock, held summer Vacati on Bible
School the summer of 1954 with his sister Emogene as Director;
worked, prayed, preached, taught, visited, and rejoiced as the group
of believers meeting in the Lomontville Fire House began to grow.
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In 1958 Ground Breaking services were held to begin con-
struction of a church in Lomontville, in the Southern section of the
New York District of the Assemblies of God. Brother Louie took
part in these, along with Home Missions Director Rev. William
Dickinson, Presbyter Rev. Edward Klaus, Church Board 'Member Bro.
Karlton Bowers, Sr., an area minister Rev. John Donaldson, Pastor
Stanton, church members and friends who had prayed diligently for
this day.

The church Building Committee at that time consisted of Rev.
Stanton, Charles Groeters, Karlton Bowers, Sr., Nelson Broadhead,
and Wilbert Hansen. Mrs. Karlton (Katherine) Bowers, S r. was
secretary-treasurer of the church at that time, an office she has
served faithfully in from 1954 to the present time.

The next years were ones of hard physical labor not only for the
Pastor and Building Committee, but for the many, many ch urch
people, interested ministers from the District, and helpful people
of varying occupations from the community and outlying areas who so
graciously donated countless hours of skilled labor to the church
construction project. David's parents, Orson and Wilma Stanton,
retired, spent some months at Lomontville contribut ing lovingly
to this work also. David states, "So many did so mu ch. Too many
wonderful and precious things happened to put in a book!"

On Sunday, June 16, 1963, the church was dedicated to the
Lord. There were fifty-six people in the Sunday Sch ool and morning
worship service that day when Rev. Joseph Flower, District
Superintendent, brought the message. However, a total of one-hundred
seventeen came for the Service of Dedication that afternoon.

Brother Louie was one of those rejoicing that day f or all
that the Lord had done, as were my husband and I, our sons, and my
parents and nephew, Danny.

In later years a second construction was completed by the men
of the church who labored with Rev. Stantop to provide a larger
front entrance to the church, additional Sunday School rooms, a
garage, and parsonage renovation.

Thus Lomontville grew from that early beginning in the empty
schoolhouse, to become a thriving Assembly of God ¢ hurch with a
beautiful sanctuary, connected parsonage, and growing Sunday
School.

But more important than the development of the commodi ous
physical plant, was the spiritual growth of the people of the church.
Even the children whose lives had early been directed to God, were
now maturing spiritually as they matured emotionally and physically.
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Two of the young men, Allen W. Preslar, and Kermit J. (Kimmy)
Hunt are now graduates of Bible College with whole lives before them
to serve the Lord and win others to Him. And so the circle of
Godly influence ever widens.

Today this church continues to stand at the crossroads in
Lomontville, preaching, teaching, and living the love of Christ to
all who will hear. When one considers the prayers, toil, and tears of
Brother Louie, the Stantons, and countless others before and after
them, the words of Pastor Stanton, oft spoken to hi S congregation
there, stand out in true significance, "This is the work of God.
It is not my work, it is God's work."
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Epilogue

'Even to your old age | am He; and even to hoar hai
carry you: | have made and | will bear; even | will carry, and will
deliver you.' (Isaiah 46:4)

"God is particularly desirous to show his love and goodness to
elderly people.

"... the goodness of God leadeth thee to repentance
(Romans 2:4); "It is not [His] will that . . . [any] should
perish.' (Matt. 18:14)

"As a loving, heavenly Father it is His will that our sunset
years should be “as the shining light, that shineth m
unto the perfect day.' That, we read, is the path
(Proverbs 4:18) who walk by faith.

"There is no age limit to doing the work of God. "This is the
work of God, that ye believe on Him whom He hath sent. (John 6:29); in
the “faith which worketh by love' (Gal. 5:6), bearing "one another's
burdens (Gal. 6:2), still “bringing forth fruit in old age." (Psalm
92:14)

So wrote Brother Louie in the twilight years of his life.

In the Fall of 1967 Brother Louie left the cabin on
Eagles Nest for the last time. He explained to Rev. Stanton, whom he
called his dear Pastor, that he felt he had been wr
staying on the mountain. He said, "I've loved the N
but now | can't drive, what good am | here? If | we
Kingston, | could sit on the porch and talk to peopl
Lord."

Having made this decision, Brother Louie gave his quite new car
to Rev. John Q. Kensey, then Academic Dean and now President of Teen
Challenge Institute of Missions at Rhinebeck, New York, (who had no
automobile at that time), and moved down from his beloved mountain.

Plagued by arthritis, he was unable to take as active a part in
evangelizing as he wished, but he felt that he "might wi
through living among the needy untii God called him home. He
testified of his desire to serve until his greatest
being with Jesus would be fulfilled.

My brother David, my husband, and | visited Brother Louie one
cold, gray Sunday afternoon in February of 1969, at
simple room on Franklin Street in Kingston, and took him with us to
the church at Lomontville for fellowship together.
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His blue eyes were still aglow with the love and joy of serving

his Lord, as he recounted incidents from his past, and told of the
little children who visited him daily to sing Sunday School choruses
and hear him tell them about Jesus who loved them. He told of a
young woman whose dreary existence was brightened by finding Ch rist,
and of many others who stopped along the way of life a t his porch,
where he testified to them of God's love. That afternoon he again
sang and played his guitar with my three children, Alvin, David, and
Wilma, and David's three, David Paul, Mary Ellen, a nd Esther.

| saw him only once more, in May of that year, as w e lived a
long distance from him. During the Sunday morning service in
Lomontville that day, the church's new pastor, Rev. Paul Ber g,

asked Brother Louie, whom he had requested to be his assistant, to
lead in prayer. What a joy to hear again Brother Louie's conversation
with his Heavenly Father. I can almost hear him yet, praising the

Savior who loved and cared for him, or after service, in the
colloquialism of speech so much a part of him sayin g, "Yes, Yes,
itis love."

On Wednesday, September 17, 1969, Brother Louis Huthsteiner
experienced his longed for home-going. His last days had been filled
with continual praise for His Savior, even though h is pain
wracked body had to be cared for in a Nursing Home.

Pastor Paul Berg of the Lomontville Assembly of God officiated
at the simple funeral service. Rev. Robert Vinson, of the Kingston
Assembly of God, and Rev. David Stanton, of the North Rose Assembly of
God, assisted. Interment was at the cemetery in historic Hurley, on
Friday, September 19th.

Brother Louie's earthly body now rests almost beneath the

shadow of his mountain home, but he has gone on up the mountain
road to be with Jesus, whom he loved and served so well.
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Is Thy Cruse of Comfort Failing?

Is thy cruse of comfort failing?
Rise and share it with a friend,
And thro' all the years of famine
It shall serve thee to the end.
Love divine will fill thy storehouse,
Or thy handful still renew;
Scanty fare for one will often
Make a royal feast for two.

For the heart grows rich in giving;
All its wealth is living grain;

Seeds, which mildew in the garner,
Scattered, fill with gold the plain.
Is thy burden hard and heavy?
Do thy steps drag wearily?

Help to lift thy brother's burden;
God will bear both it and thee.

Lost and weary on the mountains
Wouldst thou sleep amidst the snow?
Chafe that frozen form beside thee,
And together both shall glow.

Art thou wounded in life's battle?
Many stricken round thee moan,

Give to them thy precious ointment,
And that balm shall heal thine own.

Is thy heart a well left empty?

None but God its void can fill:
Nothing but a ceaseless fountain
Can its ceaseless longings still.

Is thy heart a living power?
Self-entwined, its strength sinks low;
It can only live by loving,

And by serving love will grow.

Mrs.E. R. Charles (1828-1896)

84



NOTES

Biblical quotations are from the Authorized King James Version.

"Fly like a bird (p. 17), the song Brother Louie qu oted, is
assumed to be his adaptation of "Flee as a bird to your
mountain" by Mary Stanley Bunce Dana, 1810- ? , which ap pears as a
hymn in several older songbooks, one of which is the Church Hymnal of

the Seventh Day Adventists.

"Oh Little Town of Bethlehem" (p. 17), the third ve rse by
Bishop Phillips Brooks, which are contained in the traditional
carol.

"Let the Lower Lights Be Burning" (p. 23), the firs t verse
and chorus are from the hymn by P. P. Bliss, which a ppears in

numerous old and new hymn collections, one of which is Melodies of

Praise, published in 1957 by the Gospel Publishing House,
Springfield, Missouri.

"Is Thy Cruse of Comfort Failing" (p. 90), words by Elizabeth

Rundle Charles, 1828-1896, have been set to music by Ira U. Sankey in
a Hymn of the same name which appears iii older son g books, one
of which is Christian Endeavor Edition of Gospel Hymns No. 6,

published in 1891.
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BROTHER LOUIE

The first time | saw him,
he came toiling up the mountain
road to ward the cabin; white hair
neatly combed, a Van Dyke beard
cover ing the line of his chin,
blue eyes aglow - the bluest eye S

| have ever seen.

There was an indes cribable
calm in those eyes that would
never reveal the struggles of
youth, or the life he had laid
aside to become what he was that
day.

Yes, laid aside, but never
"given up". For he would tell
you he "gave up" nothing.

Rather, he had gained all. His life of love was infinitely more
priceless and right than any small sacrifices others might think he
had been called upon to make.

As a rising young lawyer in Kingston, the county seat, with a
lucrative law practice, a lovely wife, household servants in his
employ, and three charming young sons, Louis had what would seem to
be a very satisfying life.

Then one day he met Jesus Christ, and all was changed. He
surrendered his life to his new-found friend, and received a faith
to believe, and a willingness to leave all or go anywhere to spread
the good news of Christ's love.

He settled his law cases, left his profession, and became a
home missionary in the Catskill and Adirondack areas of New York
State for his entire lifetime, living among, and lo ving all those
he met along life's way, with a love born of God alone.
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