THE LIFE SKETCH OF GEORGE WILCOX BURRIDGE  





The young couple stood hand in hand in the subdued light of the church.  Their banns had been called at the designated times, they had just signed the register in the church vestry.  Thomas Burridge and Anne Wilcox exchanged loving glances as the Vicar gave the signal to follow him along the aisle of the lovely, impressive Saint Cuthbert Parish Church.  Amid-the murmur of friends and to the strains of organ music these young folks began their life's walk together, as the sun sent its slanted rays through beautiful stained glass windows to crown them with sparkling blues and reds.





Samuel I. Serrell was the Vicar who solemnized the marriage.  T. Lovell and A. Mullins signed as witnesses to this ceremony.





This was the 26th of February, 1805.





Eight years later in the town of Wells, Somerset, England on the cold day of January 27th, in the year 1813 a little son was born to Thomas and Anne.  They named this fifth child of theirs GEORGE WILCOX BURRIDGE.  He was welcomed by two older brothers; William and James, also two sisters; Anne and Mary.  A sister, Charlotte, followed little George into the Burridge family.





His father, Thomas, was a farmer and butcher. This meant George Wilcox would have a busy, useful childhood, learning early how to work and assume responsibility.





As he approached young manhood he dreamed of adventures and far places, ever these have lured the courageous and brave away from the peace and security of home and loved ones.





When still lacking one month of being eighteen years old, he measured five feet and a little better than six inches. His fresh complexion together with his dark brown eyes and brown curly hair made him appealing to many.  The men dreamed fondly of a son like him and the women showered him with motherly concern and care.





On the third of January, 1831, he went to Bristol and signed as a Recruit in the 76th Regiment, after the military surgeon declared him perfect of eyes and ear, sound of lung, healthy in appearance and possessing strength sufficient to enable him fit for His Majesty's Service.  His rank was Private and his Bounty three pounds.





He belonged to no religious sect but when he joined His Majesty's Army he also attended his church. Attendance at the church of England being one of the military requirements of their personnel.  He did not have much interest in it, however.





Years went by young George gained promotions to the rank of color sergeant in the service. His first promotion came through a rescue. Some drunken soldiers got into a row boat. They could not row or guide the boat and were fast drifting out to sea.  George volunteered to save them. He plunged into the breakers and headed out to where the boat was being tossed about.  Upon reaching the boat the soldiers would not let him climb in.  They proceeded to grab the oars and hit George with them trying to make him let go.  He finally succeeded in talking them to stop the hitting and put the oars into the boat.  Then he climbed in.  Picked up the oars and rowed them safely back to shore.





The army became his career. In 1847 his regiment was stationed near Aberdeen, Scotland.  While there he met a charming Scottish Lassie, Hannah Shaw.  Hannah had a ready smile, sparkling eyes and altogether charmed more serious-minded George.  He courted, wooed and won this Highland Lass.





Wedding plans were under way. The happy couple set the day when into the midst of happy, loving excitement came the crushing orders of transfer for the 76th Regiment, back to England. After sixteen years of obeying orders Sergeant Burridge knew that their wedding plans must be changed.





When the talks and explanations were over and the final plans took shape from the chaos and confusion it was decided that Hannah should join him at Ayton, a little village on the Scottish seacoast just over the border from England. There the banns were to be called. George was to arrange for the church and clergyman.





It was with mingled feelings of sorrow, excitement and happiness that farewells were said and they parted.





Time hurried on. Hannah was ready to go to meet her beloved at Ayton.  Unexpectedly, fate dealt a turn of events. An unaccepted suitor, her very own cousin, brought word that she had missed the boat, which was a falsehood.





George never lost faith in and love for Hannah. Although he met the boat decided upon, with the Vicar and best man and she was not on it, he knew something unavoidable had detained her. He met the next boat in from Aberdeen, this was a cattle boat.  There was his darling—smiling at him through happy tears.





After the banns were declared, they were married November 18, 1847, at Ayton, Berwichshire, Scotland, in the United Presbyterian Church by Reverend James Stark—witnessed by Mathew Clark, Sergeant of 76th Regiment and John Stark, student of Divinity in Ayton.





At the time of the Crimean War he was transferred to foreign lands.  He served six and one half years in the West Indies and Bermuda. He traveled two times around the world.





In 1852 he was stationed on the Island of Malta in the Mediterranean Sea.  While going along the street one day a gay breeze fresh from the sea lifted a white sheet of paper, twirled and skipped it along the thoroughfare.  Lightly it touched the ground, lifted, whirled gaily and flung it at the booted feet of the young soldier.  Instinctively he came to a stop and stooping picked up the paper.  Curiously he scanned the writing on its smooth whiteness. It told of a new religion.  One he had never heard of.  Interested he carefully read it.  It was a Mormon Tract telling of the Restoration of the new and Everlasting Gospel.





Although it was forbidden to attend any other than the Church of England he determined to investigate this religion for himself.  That evening found him in attendance at the forbidden meeting.  There he heard of a strange new book. He thrilled with the synopsis of the Book of Mormon.  When he left the building he carried in his strong soldier hands his copy of the book he had purchased.  A book that was to change his whole mode of life.  He took it home and drawing his chair close to the dim light, opened the book and commenced the reading of writings that held him fascinated as hour after hour sped by, that kept him deaf to Hannah's calls and questions.





At last he turned the last page, read the last sentence and reverently closed the book, with a burning in him that took him to apply for baptism.





Being a devote Methodist Hannah was horrified at the thought that her beloved was being led away by the very devil.  She sent for her clergyman, who hastened to his faithful member, but in spite of a special prayer meeting, and the clergyman's fervent prayers to save George from such delusion, George continued on his way to Mormonism. He was baptized July 4, 1852 by Elder Thomas Obray after Lorenzo Snow had fully explained the wonderful things and revelations of the Church to him.  Lorenzo Snow being the one who opened the Italian Mission.





Then just fourteen days after George was baptized Hannah entered the waters of baptism, it being the 18th of July, 1852.





Their old friends and neighbors forgot the many kindnesses and happy days of friendship and grew cold toward them and like the Saints of Old they had to suffer persecutions.





He was made a prisoner by the Colonel of his Regiment for preaching the Gospel to the soldiers in their quarters', and leaving books to read on Mormonism.





He spent three long dreary days, which he begrudged because he was kept from expounding his beloved Gospel.  Then he was brought to trial before the Colonel and other officers, he was strictly forbidden to speak of things of God or to introduce any of the books of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints into the barracks or to give them to the soldiers, then he was set free.





On 17th of August, 1852, he had been a member just a little over a month, he was called and ordained a Priest.





The wheels of life turned on. He was taken back to England in September, aboard his Majesty's Man of War, the Terrible. In England, he was discharged from the service after serving twenty one years and ten months. His war recorded stated that he was an exemplary character and not given to vice and intemperance.





He immediately joined a branch of the Church at Chatham and started preaching.  He was to receive a pension of two. shillings a day for life which was a little more than twenty-five cents.





He was ordained an Elder in Aberdeen, Scotland, the 13th of February 1853.  His days being spent teaching the gospel.





Two months later this man who had been cast out of the military and taken off the Island of Malta was asked by his church to return to join the mission there.





Taking his wife and child they bid his Mother-in-law and family a tearful farewell and went to Liverpool where they were detained a month before being able to secure passage to Malta.  The war was commencing with Russia and boats were scarce.





Finally the day came when they picked their way across the Cobourgh Docks to go aboard the ship Tennifire for fourteen days of wonderful sailing.  This little family were gladly welcomed back by the missionaries.  George was sustained as a second counselor to Brother Bell.





Not having the Garrison Compound to live in they hunted for a house to rent for the mission, one room to be used as a hall.  They tried to borrow money and offered their watches as pledges but were not successful there.





Finally they rented one in Florrinana.  A fine healthy son was born to this couple.  When just a few days old the child was afflicted with an evil spirit. Brother Bell and George laid hands upon him and rebuked the evil influence.  The babe immediately became calm and well under the power of God.





Although these men had been told repeatedly to stay away from the soldiers with their vile religion they went to the barracks and the soldiers tents on Sundays.  They baptized upward of forty as members of the Church.





George, being a willing worker and an eager learner, secured work with Mr. Bogntau a merchant tailor.  The compensation of this job enabled the family to live and pay rent until it became necessary to send Hannah and children back to England.





Opportunity then knocked for George.  Mr. Boyrters offered him a job as shop foreman and clerk at a substantial wage, so he was able to redeem his watch.





One day while preaching his religion in the barracks he was ordered out by the police. Still he was not daunted, but went back and distributed one hundred and fifty invitations to the soldiers and others to attend a meeting to be held that evening.





Things are always changing so they did with George, on that far away island.  He had finished his mission there so he booked passage on the ship Berrorophan sailing for England.  He agreed to be useful on board during the voyage.  He kept the ship's books and papers in such a way as to earn some money and rations and the respect and kind treatment of all the officers.  It was a rough and tedious voyage.





The ship put in at Gibraltar and there they stayed for twenty long days, until the fates sent winds favorable to getting the ship through the straits.  When the ship(eased into its berth at Portmouth, England, George knew he must answer the urge he felt to go to Zion.





He wasted no time in making his way to Liverpool where he immediately contacted Franklin D. Richards who arranged for the young Burridges to embark for America on the way to the ever-beckoning Promised Land of Zion.





On a warm day in April when the spring winds softly caressed their cheeks they went aboard the ship Samuel Curling — destination New York!  On ship board that 20th of April was a company of Saints, Israel Barlow was the Elder in charge.





As usual George sought work and found it.  During all the days of sailing over the many miles of rolling waves he worked making tents and wagon covers and other useful things.





Just one month from the day the breezes had stiffened to a wind strong enough to billow out the white sails and send the Samuel Curling out of the safe harbor to breast the crashing waves to America, this staunch seaworthy vessel made its way to the dock in New York, U. S.A.





Customs behind them, they went by rail to Philadelphia then on to Pittsburgh, from there they continued on to the fast growing town of St. Louis which was the link between the east and the far west.





They spent sixteen frantic days in this seething town making arrangements for the next step of their long, long journey to Zion.





It was back to the water for them.  Only this time a river steamer, Nebo, was the way they choose to travel to Atchison, Kansas Territory where they landed.  Mormon Grove was their next stop where they remained to make arrangements for the journey across the vast, sun-drenched plains.





George searched in vain for enough and proper equipment to take them. His efforts were finally rewarded with one wagon to be shared with another family.





Loading what things they could haul they left Mormon Grove August.1, 1855, with the last Emigration Company of the season headed for Utah.





Milo Andrus was the Captain of the company. The pace he set was as hurried as he could urge, push, and cajole, the group over the plains, up and down the mountains, through the canyons, across the rivers, and through the miles of the thick dust of the trails.





It was not an altogether unpleasant trip through to the Valley of the Great Salt Lake, it had its moments of happiness, beauty and pleasures.





It was the twenty-fourth of October, the feel of fall was in the air, the leaves had donned their brilliant dress of autumn and the air was brisk with the promise of winter as they walked awe-struck along the wide unpaved streets of Great Salt Lake City in the year 1855.





Their hearts were full of gratitude and thanks. They were heartily glad to behold the "chief city of the Saints of God. "  George was not long in making agreement with that unique man, Porter Rockwell, to go with some of the others of their company to Rush Valley, there to work for him for board and house room for him and his family.





This proved to be a bitter cold, hard winter for the Burridges.  They suffered for food and clothing.





Early in March, 1856, he was called by the Council of Brigham Young to move from Rush Valley to Tooele for protection from the Indians who were becoming very troublesome.





George almost died this the first spring in Zion, for want of food.  One day they carried him home from the fields because of the lack of food.  He was hired to work for a man in Tooele. The  man told him to come in for breakfast, they had been working since daybreak, but he was given no breakfast.  At dinner time the man went away and ate his own dinner but there was none for George.  Before the day was over George fainted from hunger.





There was no soap to be bought so the people made what they needed.  One of the ingredients for making soap was lye.  They also had to make that. George would go three miles out of town to the south and burn grease wood. Then he would gather up the ashes and take them back home to leach them. This meant boiling the ashes then pouring the liquid through straw and a straining can into a vessel below, the end product was lye for soap making.





George,as has been said, was very industrious and made many useful things.  The following are some things he made.  Bone combs to get the tangles out of hair and leave it smooth and shiny.  Shoes with leather soles, held together with small wooden pegs made of hard dried maple.  First the maple was sawed into thin bits and these were cut or split into small pegs by hand.  George also raised broom corn and made brooms to sweep floors, wooden or dirt. He also made rakes to rake the hay in the fields.





On the sixth of March he and Mr. Rockwell agreed to break their agreement and George decided to remain in Tooele. He strolled about the town and picked a lot he would like to own. He bought it from Mr. Eli B. Kelsey for a coat and vest its value being set at sixty dollars.  This was a city lot and a garden lot was also needed so he bought a poor one from John Gallispie for a good frock coat. It was so sandy they could raise nothing on it.





Flour and all kinds of provisions were very scarce, and many times they were hungry and cold. They were thankful for the Spring that brought up the nettles, pigweeds and dandelions which meant food of a sort until harvest time.





Hannah and George took to gleaning in the fields to supply their family's needs and stored some to last until the next spring.  In all, they gleaned thirty bushels of that blessed wheat.





During this time of poverty their fourth child was born.





In February of 1857 he succeeded in getting a yearling heifer from old Mrs. Telsey for $20.  One-half to be paid in gold and the other ten dollars to be worked out at two dollars a day.





April 20, 1857, George received the next advancement in the Priesthood being ordained to Forty-third Quorum of Seventies under the hands of Benjamin Clapp.





A few days later he accompanied a group to Salt Lake City to work on the Cottonwood Canal to pay on his tithing.





Much excitement and worry seethed through the small town as rumors flew fast about the Army being sent out from the States to drive the Saints from their homes again. George was building an adobe house. It was 12' X 20'.  He was justly proud of this first home he was making in the desert.  It was much needed by his family.  They had been in comfortable circumstances when they received the gospel. But ready cash was hard to come by and his had been used on keeping a home for the missionaries while on the Island of Malta.





Nevertheless, when a Military Company was organized, this home was left standing while George took his place in the ranks of a battalion commanded by Major John Rowberry in Captain Thomas Lee's Company. George was made Captain of 50 and of the Company of Infantry in Rush Valley, Tooele County, Utah.





They trained and camped on Union Square and went to do their part in guarding in Echo Canyon under the command of Franklin D. Richards.





When the call came from President Brigham Young for them to come in—George returned to Tooele and finished the house, which they found a very comfortable place to live after living in a dug-out.





On February 26, 1858, another daughter came to this little family.  She was named Pauline. She was a fine healthy child.





On April 7, 1858, they joined the long caravan of Saints on their move south.  They stayed in the town of Lehi where they made a dug-out house for a temporary place to abide. Again George found work to sustain his family until the 7th of July, the call came for them to return to their homes.  How full of thankfulness and rejoicing they were as they wound their way along Utah Lake up through the hills and over the deserty miles to Tooele.





George had not been able to obtain a team so he found it extremely difficult to get on in Tooele.





After serious consideration he determined to see out there and purchase a yoke of cattle and a wagon and move back into Rush Valley where he was going to take up a 10 acre farm and a city lot. The business was transacted. George sold all of his property in Tooele except for the worthless sandy lot.





After making the move he was appointed a teacher in the new Branch of the Church. He also was appointed Clerk of the Branch.





In 1866, he was called to be first councilor to Enos Stooky of the Branch in Shambip.





His days were full tilling his land, building a home, lending a helping hand to those who needed it and working with all his might for his Church.





On April 9, 1867, he was excited and filled with happiness and gratitude when he was called to Great Salt Lake City and in the presence of the revered leader President Brigham Young, was told by Elder George Q. Cannon to prepare for and to go back to his Mother Country, England, on a mission.





His faith never faltered. Although he was not financially ready he hesitated not at all but immediately accepted the assignment.





Consternation mingled with joy and tears as preparations were made for this wonderful opportunity to help spread the Gospel.  Despair had its moments when thoughts of the long separation were allowed to enter with fears of how they were to live day by day.





Just sixteen short days and he again went to Salt Lake taking Hannah, their daughter, Charlotte, son, Thomas Lorenzo and Mother Shaw, (which was what he always called Hannah's mother) with him.





April 30, 1866 found the family assembled in the Patriarch's office where both he and Hannah had their Patriarchal Blessings from C. B. Hyde.





On May 6, 1867, he met with Presidents Heber C. Kimball and Daniel H. Wells to be blessed and set apart under their hands for a mission to the nations of the earth.





With the sun gilting the tops of the mighty mountains with pink and flushing the eastern sky with the glory of dawn carrying promise of a clear day George on May 18, 1867 bid his precious family good-bye. After final words of concern and instruction concerning their welfare he started with David P. Kimball’s mules train in the same wagon with Henry 1. Moore and Arne Christiansen on his way to the frontier of the United States.





In spite of the beauty of the day this proved to be an unexpectedly eventful day.  They traveled smartly along, beginning to get the feel of becoming a group of people destined to survive the peril and hardships of this wilderness trail for many days together.  The canyon was still shrouded with the remains of winter snows and the ground had not taken on its summer dryness but was spongy and wet.





After about one mile of climbing up Emigration Canyon the wagon, in which George's clothes and provisions for his survival were packed securely for the journey was very near the edge of the narrow, slippery dug-way when the road dropped from beneath the wheels causing the wagon to tip and plunge to the creek below.





George began a hurried slipping and sliding after the plunging wagon but dismay filled him as he watched his badly needed and carefully prepared clothing caught up by the rapid stream and whirled away as his chest crashed against the rocks of the stream, then his revolver belt and ammunition pouch together with his shoes were tumbled and rolled in water too swift and deep and cold for man to attempt their rescue.  The water did a thorough job of soaking the flour, meat and other provisions. All that could not stand the wet were destroyed.  The books, letters and papers which were packed securely in his carpet bag were well soaked and damaged. After sorting and spreading them out to dry some were saved.  His precious rifle was picked up, dried and cleaned.





With the help of ropes and manpower and after hours of hard labor the wagon was raised from the creek and camp was made for the night.





The next morning was dark and foreboding — no promise of a fair day heralded the dawn.  Then came one of those surprise storms when spring and winter battle and rain and snow falls. It kept this up until about noon.  David P. Kimball took George into his wagon while the storm raged.





About noon on the 19th of May he started back toward Salt Lake.





Down along the creek searching all nooks and swirls for his lost possessions.  Down by Sugar House Ward and near to Brigham Young's Mill in the big field but not a scrap or garment did he find.





He carried in his pocket a letter to Heber C. Kimball written by his brother, David.  This letter he took to Bro. Kinball at his home.





After reading the letter George was welcomed into the Kimball home where he spent a comfortable night. The next morning Brother Kimball got up a subscription for him which supplied him once again with clothes, provisions, money and food and other useful and necessary articles. Loaded with these he returned to the wagon train, camped in the canyon.





He reached the camp about two miles farther on at eleven o' clock at night.  Tired and worn out yet thankful to find all well at camp.





The thought of turning back and quitting never entered George's mind. In spite of the bows of the wagon being broken up and the wagon cover badly torn which meant facing hundreds of miles with no protection from the weather, he went on.





The next night found them on the side of Little Mountain, about nine miles from Salt Lake City, not much distance being covered that day.  The rain and snow had quit but it was bitter cold at those heights.





Two days later they reached Kimball's Hotel in Parley's Park.





Here he got a set of bows and repaired the wagon cover.





As they traveled more men and wagons joined the train. When they camped near Station No. 2 up Echo Canyon the company was organized.





It numbered thirty-four wagons, eighteen missionaries, eight or ten gentile passengers and thirty-four teamsters and some night herdsmen and cattle guards. In all, about seventy six men including the Wagon Master. Here he stood guard for the first time on the journey.





The mountain roads were in terrible condition. It was extremely hard climbing. At Yellow Creek the train was forced to stop while with help of a Government Company, they built a new bridge and made a road by laying down brush and willows, which they cut for this purpose, then throwing some earth over them to enable the wagons to cross.





Many reports reached them about Indians attacking different stations and driving off the stock.  At Black Lead Station they unloaded grain they were freighting for the Overland Stage Company.  This was a relief as the heavy load had retarded their progress.





On the twelfth of June they made a long drive, word was brought that Sharp's Ox Train had been attacked by Indians.





Scouts reported after dark that Indians were ahead but it proved to be a large escort with the stage who mistook the Mule Train for Indians too.





This was a time when men's nerves were taut and they traveled and camped ever on the alert and although this proved to be a false alarm and an agreeable mistake for both parties the station they nooned at was attacked soon after the Kimball Mule Train had left.





As they plodded off the weary miles, they passed the scene of an Indian attack on Sharp's horse and stock place.  The Indians had succeeded in getting five head of stock and shot one of the young men who were with the herd.





They passed a place where a stagecoach had been attacked and over taken by the Indians. The driver was killed and three of the horses were wounded. Not satisfied with that, they had scattered and destroyed the mail.





The stations and herd houses between Supper Springs and Little Laramie were burnt and George and his companions looked at the ruins some still smoking.





They had crossed the mighty barrier of the Rockies and finally came to the wide flung, constantly flowing Platte River. One more barrier for them to hurdle and only one ferry to use.  So on the banks of this mighty stream they camped waiting their turn across.





Once across they were on their way once more until the twenty-first of June they found the first station of men cutting timber for the railroad.





The next day while they were nooning an alarm of "Indians" was given and in about five minutes the mules were driven from their grass munching and herded in. The men went upon the rising ground to meet the Indians, but again it proved a false alarm.  It turned out to be a scouting party from the station three or four miles away.





June twenty-sixth found these hardy missionaries gazing at the puffing iron horse on its tracks of steel.  That morning they were told to make all haste in getting together all of their gear they hurried along the track to the water tank where they were to board the train.  Alas! the time had been off — there they stood, no mule train to travel with and just a billow of black smoke from the speeding train to bid them farewell as it disappeared in the distance.





George went back to the station, found out a train was leaving Inlisburgh station at nine for Omaha and determined to catch that one.  When he reached Omaha he bought a few articles of clothing.





From Omaha he went by river steamer to St. Louis and then back to the train for New York where he had to remain for four days.





After the quietness of the vast plains and peaceful days of the Valley, New York was loud and gay and frivolous. Serious-minded George found nothing enticing about this "evil den" — and was heartily tired of it before he could board the steamer "City of London" for Liverpool.





The crossing was good. On July 25th they left Queenstown, having a good view of the lovely green coast of Ireland. Standing at the rail deck, eager eyes searching for homey familiar sights they saw Wales about noon and at sunset they entered the River Mersey and made fast at the docks for the night.





The next day saw George leaving the ship and stepping on the shores of England. How green and close everything looked to eyes accustomed to the browns and grays of vast miles of sun-dried, hard baked western arid spaces.





He was assigned to the Bristol conference by Franklin D. Richards.  He took the cars for his place of assignment. Then began a search for some of his family. He could hardly contain himself for a sight of loved familiar faces.  After a long search he found his sister Mary, her husband Mark Coleman and their son Thomas, at Harfield near Bristol.





What happiness and joy filled them as they greeted and welcomed back this wanderer from far off America.





He was there to teach the gospel and preach it he did. His nephew Thomas, accompanied him to the meeting an4 sat enthralled while George extolled the glories of the true church.  How George responded to the interest and satisfaction expressed by his young companion.  Mary and Mark manifested a fear of the consequences of hearing the gospel. They thought it their duty to use all the power and influence they could to prevent their son from becoming a Mormon.





On Sept. 2 as he was walking along the street a gentleman came up to George and said he had heard him preaching on the hill. He was very interested in what he had heard about the church and he had some questions to ask about it and also about Utah Territory.  Of course, George answered all the questions asked and told him much more than he asked for.





The gentleman had many questions to ask about Utah Territory They carried George's thoughts back home. So they talked on and on —- afternoon wore toward evening and as the day neared its end George invited him to his room; No. 7 Tower Hill where he promised to inform him more fully about all these subjects.





Being much in need of money to sustain himself he had applied to be reinstated on the military book as a recipient of his well earned pension.  His application was accepted and he met with the staff officer in charge.  There he successfully passed the examination required and was placed on the books, due to which he received three months pension.  This was indeed a great blessing.





George continued to see his brother William and to fervently preach the gospel to him and his son. William was converted and told George he believed the gospel and all that he had taught him. He was baptized September 9, 1867 by Thomas Lewis and confirmed by George W. Burridge, at Atweayn near Newport.





George was constantly traveling and preaching the gospel and as ever the way in someplace he was gladly received and accomplished much good, baptising and rebaptising those who asked.  But in others the devil took an active part.  There he met with opposition and meanness and evil dealing.





Always he gave credit for what success he had to the power of the Holy Spirit, knowing that without it he was not much.





He visited his sister. Charlotte, and her Husband Thomas Richard and although they listened and seemed interested they did not apply for membership.





Some of the Saint met with much trouble and persecution because of their beliefs.  George gave them comfort and encouragement when he could.





He visited the different Barracks and preached where he could.





Was keenly disappointed when there was a falling away of some who became apostates.





In November 10, 1867, George was set apart as Clerk of the Conference.





Whenever he was given the chance he visited places where he learned many things.  He visited the Rope Walk where rope was being made and the Naval docks and saw all the great warships in the process of being assembled and fitted out for His Majesty's service. He went to the iron works and was very interested in all he saw.





William proved a person very desirous of keeping the covenants he had made at baptism but his wife remained firm in her stand to have nothing to do with the Church.  George kept humble and prayed mightly for ability and strength from the Holy Spirit that he remain pure before him and to be enabled to fulfill his mission in that land with faithfulness and honor.





In 1868 on January the 1st he attended a New Year's Party at the conclusion of which he invited those present to meet at his house in Utah for the 1869 New Year's Day.





On the eighth of the month he was able to make a purchase of two of a pair of cloth pants and a dictionary.





He passed his fifty-fifth birthday on the seventeenth of the same month.





The weather was rough and gloomy and while he was plodding the wet, cold miles his umbrella was turned inside out and completely destroyed which made it necessary for him to spend some of his much needed money for a new one.  It cost 7 bl. 2 shillings.





He had the misfortune of one day breaking his glasses. As he had been having a great deal of trouble with his eye sight he was terribly handicapped without them. He got along as best he could without them for two weeks when through the blessing of the Lord his eyesight was so much improved that he could see quite well without them.





One night for a bit of diversion he and his companion attended the new Theatre Royal and saw the play of Aladdin and His Lamp, which they enjoyed.





He did a great deal of walking while on his mission, sometimes over twenty miles at a stretch. 'Once in awhile he tooka car or even a boat when they were available and he had the fare.





In some places the saints were interrupted at their meetings and they were stoned when they left the building.





His means of keeping his body clean while traveling from town to town was bathing in the public baths or where none were available he bathed in the cold waters of the rivers.





One morning he was slightly late in getting up and was roundly scolded by the old lady of the house where he was staying. She was not a Mormon and was very precise in the running of her home.





He practiced his skill at tailoring by cutting and fitting suits for some of the male members of the church.





One morning he woke feeling dull and depressed but otherwise in good health.  Later in the day he visited Gastonbury.  "This is a high hill with a tower on the top of it.  From the top of this hill can be seen a great extent of the County of Somerset Shire, a good view across the Bristol Channel to Heames and the shores of South Wales. " As he stood on its height looking at the Mendip Hills and all the small towns and villages nestled in the lovely greens of trees, hills, meadows and hedgerows. His eyes dimmed with tears and a lump filled his throat as he saw Coxiey the place where he was born. Memories crowded upon him of those by-gone years. Of a happy childhood with manly brothers and happy sisters, with protective father and loving mother. But nothing left of them here except his father's grave, those fun-loving sisters and big brothers all moved to other parts, with his own dear wife and children in the far off land of Zion. So he stood, a lonely stranger in a strange land not having a home, loved ones or any interest there except a desire to make known to all who would heed the great plan of Redemption, the Gospel of Jesus Christ.





[editor’s note – The tower was probably Glastonbury Tor http://www.glastonbury.co.uk/attractions/tor.html]





The weather continued damp, cold and depressing. While out for a walk over Butleigh Park he was overtaken by a severe thunderstorm.





As the rain beat down he looked about for some nearby shelter to which he could flee. Nothing was to be seen. A turned up coat collar, and a pulled down hat proved futile against an English rain that poured down with out abatement.  George was completely soaked and chilled by the time he reached home. During the night a deep cold developed in his chest causing him much discomfort.





On the day that he had been on his mission one year he was filled with deep humility and gratitude to the Lord for his many "mercies" and manifestations of His goodness to him.





On this day he received the report that the Prince of Wales had been shot in the back while on a visit to Ireland.





He felt called to visit the few Saints, living in the various towns and hamlets, to strengthen their faith in the Gospel. This took him many miles of walking and into many situations — some good and some not so good.  One night they were invited to spend the night which they did, this being the only way they could obtain a bed in those times and places.  This night the room was very small, four people crowded into it.  It had no means of ventilation. The air was heavy with body odors and very difficult to breath.  Fleas kept them sleeping fitfully.  This proved to be a very uncomfortable night. He was thankful to see the first streaks of dawn when he could arise and be on his way.  How he did enjoy the beauty and freshness of the day as he strode along his fourteen mile hike to Bath.





George was an eager learner and every chance he got he was studying any thing new he could find out about.  When in Tipplegreen he visited the Paper Mills and was fascinated by the machinery.





He was intensely interested in the process of making paper.





The day of June 4, 1868, Sunday, dawned clear and fair, and was a very busy one for George. While at Bristol George received his release from his mission.  He thought with sorrow of his parting with the faithful Saints of this far away land, of parting for ever with his failing brother and his dear sisters — but joy filled his very being at the thought of home, his beloved Hannah and his wonderful children.





He wound up his affairs, finished his reports, visited his friends and made a farewell call upon his sister Mary, and tried again to interest her in the church but failed in this final attempt.





The mail brought him a parting gift from his sister Charlotte, a pair of fine slippers worked by her own hands and an earnest request to be remembered in his prayers.





That day he was gladdened and saddened by a farewell letter, full of love and concern for George's present and eternal welfare from his brother William whose failing health and strength had the mark of death.





George felt sure this was his final farewell.





He packed --- closed up all business and handed the money and accounts of the conference to Elder Thomas H. Sibley and at 12 0*clock noon he put his box on board the steamer. At about 4 -P. M. on June 20, 1868, he left 7 Tower Hill to board the steamer.





The boat got under way about 6 O'clock and they had a fair passage until rounding St. Davies Head when they ran into rough, stormy weather, and he became very sea sick. After breasting the mountain high waves they made port at the Liverpool dock at 12 O'clock at night the 22 of June.





He spent the night at No. 59 Greatcross Hall Street. The next day he picked up his luggage and boarded the ship "Constitution".





This time the ship put out into the river at about 11 O'clock at night On the 24 of June the tug started them out but the wind was contrary and the ship beat about all night—not making any headway.





The morning of the twenty-fifth radiated lovely sunny weather but the contrary wind still prevailed all day and the waves of the Irish Sea buffeted the ship about.





Provisions were issued and he was appointed to preside over the number one young men's ward.





The air was full of tense excitement when five young boys were found stowed away on the ship.  They were questioned.  But no one was found who was responsible for them so they were loaded into one of the small boats and put ashore.





The winds held contrary throughout three days and nights but the good weather held.  Finally the morning of the twenty-seventh brought a light wind from the southwest, the white sails stretched and filled with this spanking breeze and by afternoon all sight of land was left behind.





The favorable wind carried them on for days. They celebrated the Independence of the United States of America by firing some rockets followed by dancing and singing.





The monotony was broken July, the sixth by several schools of fish around the ship.  One of the seamen harpooned one.





During the afternoon the wind freshened and came pounding against the ship and rain came in a deluge.  The sea became very rough, the ship rode a swell only to be nearly swallowed when it rolled in the bottom of the trough, towered over on either side by giant waves. Many of the passengers were taken to their beds with sea sickness.  Even a hardened sailor like George felt unwell.





But morning brought a fair breeze and clear weather which lasted twelve days. He enjoyed joining in the dances in the evenings.  Often he was invited to eat at the Captain's table with other officers and the ship's doctor.  On one such occasion, much to George's pleasure, the Captain showed them his charts and explained the navigation of the ship and other matters along with pursuing the journey. This was of great interest to George.





July twentieth was cold and foggy. At five-fifteen A. M. the ship passed an iceberg about ten miles to the south.





The twenty-first they spent on the banks of Newfoundland. They spoke with the crew on a fishing smack soon after dark. They were among fishing vessels all night.





Two whales passed the ship on the morning of July twenty-third, and the rail was crowded with curious spectators. George watched them dive and surface, spout and swim away with majestic ease.





During one of the rough storms, which dogged their path, everything on ship board not battened down was threshing about. Even the ship's slop pails were upset and their contents was flowing about the deck which made for some miserable hours for passengers and crew alike.





Finally the wind changed to the west and the spirits of all on board rose, especially when they passed a steamer from New York.





On August the third, 1868 when they approached the shores of America, the pilot came on board. On the morning of the fourth all the passengers started to prepare for going ashore. By evening they were in sight of land and the lighthouse was in plain view.





Six weeks out from England and a foggy morning, anchor was dropped at 9:30 A. M.  Beds were thrown over together with all the old rubbish, dirt and a great many livestock.





On the morning of the sixth anchor was weighed and sail set to go up to New York. They were taken in hand by a steam tug and went up the river past the Fort, where they were branded by the health officers.  Then went through inspection and up near Castle Gardens where anchor was dropped for the last time.





The next morning, August 7, 1868, he got his luggage up. Brother Stainer came aboard the ship with instructions relating to landing.





They landed at Castle Gardens at half past 8 a. m. Went through the custom offices, then up the river to the Railroad Station.  There they had their luggage weighed and purchased their tickets. At 2 p.m. he was on a train of the Hudson River Line Railroad headed for Albany, which they reached on August 9th, changed ears and continued on.





He enjoyed the trip up the Hudson. 





When he reached Rochester he went to see the Genessies Falls.





August tenth found him at the Niagara Falls and then on to Windsor, He started for Chicago on the 11th of the month.





When they reached Omaha there was still the long tiring miles stretching out across the vast dry plains which had to be crossed before hi$ eyes could feast upon the beauty of his beloved Hannah and see the welcoming love for him shining in her face.





So after the miles were traveled, the mountain ranges climbed, the wide rivers left behind, he once more greeted loved family, old friends, and neighbors and trod the dusty streets and lanes of the little western town of St. John.





As soon as he was home he started in earnest to improve his home, to better the living for his family while continuing to serve and build up his church.





He was set apart as Bishop of the St. John Ward on June 24, 1877 when St. John was organized as a regular Bishop's Ward. He served as President of the Branch from 1868.





He and Hannah established a branch of Z. C. M. 1. in their home.  





All who knew him came to recognize his qualities of a true leader.  The outstanding ones being humility, fearlessness, truthfulness, honesty, wisdom, understanding, and love of his fellowmen.





The years passed rapidly, each day bringing its joys and pains, its sorrow and satisfactions. Always George walked the path the Lord had marked.





In a few years he was spoken of as "the King of Rush Valley. " This title being given because of his many activities.  His home was the bank and he the banker for many thousands of dollars for the pay rolls for the Ophir and Mercur Mines. He was Justice of the Peace.





He was a director in the first grist mill in Tooele County.





Many overland travelers found lodgings and food at his home. He helped emigrants and travelers, especially all the church members to the extent that they made beds on the floors many times.  He would clean their shoes and do everything for their comfort and convenience.





His was the place where hardened criminals were kept when being transported across country.  He acted as Judge in disputes in Rush Valley.





His home was the Post Office he the postmaster and storekeeper with the help of his able family.  He was an expert tailor. As Bishop he was truly the father of the ward.  His helping hand was always out to grubstake those in need, his guidance and direction was ever over the young people.  His heart yearned for them when some made a mis-step.  The wayward one was taken to the prayer room in his home where the two of them knelt and prayed for help and forgiveness.





One such, when an old man told of his experience with "Grandpa Burridge" as he affectionately called him, although not related to him.





This had a lasting affect upon this boy. When as this old man he was a afflicted and crippled with arthritis, he was desperately poor.  Years before he had purchased the Burridge home and now found himself forced to sell it for sustainance for himself and his aged wife. He was offered an exceedingly high price for his home. Wondering what the men intended to use the home for he inquired before making up his mind to sell. When told they wanted to convert it to a roadhouse tavern he refused the much needed money. Never would he be a party to desecrate the hallowed home of Bishop Burridge. They would get along some how without that tainted money. Such was the influence and love of this faithful man, to last down through the years.





Manners were checked and he demanded the best. One day a young neighbor girl was visiting with his daughter, she became angry and flounced out of the house banging the door behind her.  He called her but she refused to answer; hurrying on to her home across the street.  He followed her home, explaining why he had come he took her back to close the door properly.





He was an expert swordsman. His sword hung over the door ready to his hand and on occasions he whipped it out to prove a point when dealing with unruly men.  The Indians came to him as a friend and he fed them and their horses.





George was good at sewing up wounds.  The Indians often came to him for help in sickness and many times he doctored them.





One time an Indian came to him because he feared he was going blind.  He wanted George to "wynea fix 'em" (that is make them well).





His eyes were badly inflamed and sore.  George pondered what to do, silently asking Heavenly guidance.  Then he got a bottle of sugar of lead and poured some into the Indians eyes.  The Indian was badly frightened and said he would never see Tabby (sun) again.  He howled with pain and threatened all manner of curses upon George.  Then he fled the house as one blinded, indeed!  Days later he returned saying medicine was "Wynea good" and he had come back for more "wynea", as his eyes were much better.





George always refused to sell hard drinks of any kind at his store.  He lamented that fact that some people gave or sold whisky to the Indians.





One day he sat in tailors position of legs crossed on the counter while keeping store.  Business was slack.  He tailored in the winter months.  He had learned this trade while in the army.  He and his daughter Pauline made the overalls for the store.  He made men's suits and gloves.  He embroidered the dress gloves beautifully.





He wasted not a moment of his life. So he plied his trade of tailoring during the slow time.  As his needle flashed in and out of the cloth the open door was darkened by the figure of a huge Indian. George put aside his work and offered help to his red skinned customer, who demanded "fire water" and became ugly tempered and mean when told there was none there.  He kicked the dog and ordered Hannah to get food for him.  As the abuse of the Indian toward him and Hannah grew steadily worse, George Wilcox stepped over to the sword. Reached up his hand and brought it flashing down.  He forced the angry half drunken Indian out of the store and off of the premises.





He proved himself a good farmer, tilling his acres to make a living, he was a careful stock and sheep man, with his son Thomas.  He became an excellent builder making furniture to grace his home. He was a careful, hard-working man. In his granary was his work bench and tools. Each tool was kept clean and shiny, always hanging in its place on the wall.  He could go into his workshop day or night and without a light to guide him put his hand on any tool needed.  George was very good at masonry and plastering. He built a rock cellar under the house and one under his granary.





President Heber J. Grant, Francis M. Lyman and many of the General Authorities of the Church were guests in his home and supped many times at his bountiful table.





Ever he struggled to keep every member of his ward and the out- lying Branches, active members in good standing in the Church.





George firmly believed that when a meeting was set that Angels were assigned to attend that meeting. So come what may the meeting must start at the appointed hour, it was not uncommon in those early days for George to be the only one in attendance at the meeting.





Whether alone or accompanied by members of his family, or with a full congregation, he called the meeting to order at the specified time.





Prayer was given, hymns sang, sermon preached that all might be in order.





It soon became an established yearly event for the Burridge family to play host to a Thanksgiving Dinner for all the poor of the ward.  Each member of the family doing their best to make it a success.  The Grand-children who were old enough also lent a hand in cleaning and polishing, adding their share to the savory odors which filled the house clear to the attic.





Whenever the Burridge's entertained, which they did very often, infact few were the meals served just to the family, George always inspected the setting of the table to see that the girls spread the white cloth with the smoothly ironed side up and that the silver was polished and shining.





They had delightful evenings.  Reading, singing and talking. Many of the visiting church workers brought their music and instruments and then the home was full of lovely melodies while voices rose and blended with the music.





George spent his life living the gospel as well as preaching it.  He knew he must literally carry out what he believed. Never let the sun go down on your wrath - make right any harsh feelings or words.  One day he and a dear neighbor of his had had some words over a matter of business upon which they could not agree.  They parted in the early morn feeling bitter toward each other. The day was long and hot.  George worked all day in the field scything his hay, spreading it to dry for winter use.  As evening approached and the sun began its nightly descent he left the field weary, thirsty and hungry. When he reached home the fragrance of cooking food greeted him. After cleaning and hanging up his scyth, washing his hands and face he told Hannah not to wait supper for him as he had to go make everything right with Brother John Ahlstrom before he would allow himself to eat and rest. Over Hannah's protest to eat first he set out to walk several miles to the Ahlstrom homestead that he might right the differences and have peace in his heart.





One dear friend was James A. Sabine whom he met in England. He later moved to Salt Lake City and there George went to stay when he was in the city.





These men and women were friends until death parted them.  As the years passed respect for each other grew as did the love they felt for each other.





The culture and refinement of life found a ready student in George.  He joined the Library Association in Salt Lake City thus keeping his family supplied with good reading.  He took members of his family into the City to concerts and dramas, at the old Salt Lake Theatre and the Mormon Tabernacle.  He took a magazine that always had beautiful steel cut pictures which were the best art available for his family to become acquainted with and enjoy.





His interests led him to carve in native stone the inscription for over the door in a new meeting house which was built in 1883.





When the town of St. John became property of the United Sates George as Bishop of the town filed on the entire townsite thus ensuring all the people the right to own, their own city lots.





The first yoke of oxen that George purchased were named Milo and Barlow, after the Andrus brothers.  These men considered it an insult to have great oxen called by their names. So George was brought before a teacher's trial.  There he convinced them he had named his oxen to honor the men, they were such fine men and the oxen were an extra fine team of cattle.





Later he bought fine horses of which he was very proud.  He had a friend John Rowberry who also drove a fine, fast team.  It was a delight to these men to race each other whenever they chanced to be on the road at the same time.  Many a close race was dashed out on the rough country roads to the satisfaction of both men.





George never missed a general Conference if he could help it.  At times when he had no other means of transporation if he had been working his team hard, or they were needed for some important job, he packed his clothes in a sack and walked the fifty miles to Salt Lake Tabernacle to Conference. After being thrilled and edified and refreshed he took the long walk back full of the Gospel.





January 8, 1880 saw him give his second daughter Pauline Burridge to Isaac James Neddo in marriage.  The ceremony was performed in the Endowment House in Salt Lake City.





While one year later, lacking two days, January 6, 1881, George's son Thomas Lorenzo married Alice Mcintosh in the same place.  Thomas and Alice lived with George and Hannah for awhile.





They divided the south upstairs room so he could have room to hold a prayer circle in accordance with the counsel of Apostle Francis M. Lyman. Always in everything he did he praised the Lord.  One of his favorite sayings was "If God be for us, who can be against us. " 





When they started to build the new meeting house, George was the one who first gave his name to give barley to pay for the foundation and no one else responded with any offering.





One time on his way to Salt Lake City he called upon President Heber J. Grant and stayed to have dinner with he and his mother.





George loved good music and whenever possible took advantage of all concerts that were being held when he was in Salt Lake.





George raised bees and really studied and built his hives, making the frames and experimenting for better ways.  In June of 1881 he wrote a history of his success in Bee Culture for a years time, that is since July, 1880.





One Sunday as meeting let out some young men were riding races through town.  George, as father of the ward, felt they were desecrating the Sabbath and should be admonished.  So he stepped out into the middle of the road and stopped them and rebuked them for their rowdy conduct and admonished them to attend to their religious duty.  This did not set well with the young men but George held his ground and said, "May the Lord rebuke you in the Name of Jesus Christ. Amen. This tamed and quieted the crowd, which dispersed at once.





He bought land and some city lots for which he paid $114.00 to John Farreday.  George also agreed to pay $26 in tithing for John.





In 1881 General Conference started on the 6th of Oct which was a Thursday.  For the first time in thirteen years George missed the Conference He had been unable to get his grain threshed and felt he must stay and "get these labors through. " 





The threshing machine arrived and 332 bushels of grain were threshed but toward noon a strong wind roared out of the north causing damage in its path and making it impossible to finish the threshing.  George prayed to the Lord asking for the wind to moderate that the threshing might be able to continue.  His prayers were answered.  The wind stopped, the work was finished and George with gratitude in his heart thanked the Lord that he had heard and answered his prayer.





One day George took his team and drove the two or three miles over to the St. John's depot at the end of the line to get a load of goods for the store.  When the wagon was loaded and George still in the back of the wagon the horses were startled by the train whistle and dashed forward.  George was thrown from the wagon. He was battered up and unable to do any thing or attend meetings for over two weeks.  His shoulder continued to hurt him very badly so he finally got Isaac James Caldwell who was a man skilled in attending to broken bones, and other accidents, and Nephi Draper to examine his shoulder.  It was discovered that when he was thrown from the wagon his shoulder was put out of the joint.





He concluded the best thing for him to do was to go to Salt Lake City to a doctor.  John Caldwell drove him to the station and he took the train to the city.  When he reached there he went to see Dr. Anderson and made an appointment for ten o'clock the next morning. He arrived at the doctors' office at the appointed time.  The examination proved it was indeed out of place.  They were going to operate at 2 P.M. to try to put the arm back into its place.  Brother James Sabine went with him.  The Doctors and James Sabine worked for nearly two hours of pure torture to George to get the arm back into place, at the shoulder joint.  They failed in all their attempts.





So once again he went back to St. John still in a great deal of pain.   His wagon was pretty much damaged.





On January 18, 1881 he resigned as President and Superintendent of St. Johns' Z.C.M.I. Institution.





In February there was a big thaw - which caused the water to rise until there was a quite large stream running through George's stack yard and under his hay stacks. It was likely to do considerable damage unless the swiftly flowing stream could be stopped and there was no one to stop it but George with his displaced shoulder and arm.  As usual George faced the situation, it was up to him o save the feed for his stock.  Putting on his boots and taking the shovel he went to the stack yard where he shoveled and dug. Just as it seemed he could not succeed David Charles came by.





Seeing George's situation he immediately went to where George was working.  Together they turned the stream out of the yard.  The hay was saved, and David Charles had George's deep gratitude and thanks.  George was active in local politics being elected as representative for the city at the county convention.  On Election Day, May 22, 1882, he voted for the Constitution of the State of Utah.





On July 4, 1882, they had a big celebration at St. John which included Flag ceremony at sunrise, reading the Declaration of Independence at a ten o'clock meeting, a children's dance, games, horse races, and foot races.  George had a horse name Byron of whom he was particularly fond.  During the contest Byron won.  The prize was a hat.  





On Sunday, August 6, 1882 George was called out of meeting to go home at once. His daughter. Charlotte, had seriously hurt herself getting out of the wagon.  He immediately blessed and consecrated a bottle of oil and anointed and blessed Charlotte in the name of the Lord.  She was restored and became calmed and comforted for which George blessed God's Holy Name.





On August 20 of the same year a committee was appointed to plan a jubilee to be held on the eighth of September to give thanks for a bountiful harvest, to be called the Harvest Home Jubilee.





One day Apostle Francis M. Lyman, Heber J. Grant, his wife and children came to visit.  They arrived about five P. M.  They brought a goodly amount of ice with them.  George and Hannah went in and made some ice cream with H. S. Gowans and Thomas Lee helping them.  Such a rare treat was seldom their pleasure but such a good time they all had that evening.





When he was seventy years old he was thankful for the health and strength he enjoyed.  The members of the ward honored him with a dinner.  It was served at three o'clock in the afternoon in the schoolhouse.  After the delicious meal they presented him with a very good, comfortable armchair which was beautifully carved and cushioned.





The ward was organized and incorporated on February seventeenth of 1883.  George was sustained as the President of the Corporation.





George sent his wagon and team over to Camp Floyd to get the mason and family to come and start building the new rock meeting house.





When he was attending the last session of General Conference in the Tabernacle in April 1883, he was filled with a very unusual feeling.  The building was densely crowded with people and several thousand of people were unable to gain entrance into the building because of the multitude already inside.  "The Spirit of the God of Jacob rested upon the speakers with great power." The brethren spoke giving clear and pointed instructions.  They also spoke words of comfort which on Sunday so stirred and affected the audience that the faces of hundreds glistened with tears of joy.  "Great faith filled these humble people and prevailed in bringing down a rich blessing from the Lord upon this congregation of his Church."  When President Taylor called for an audible acknowledgement of the hand of God in delivering His people from the power of their enemies, that immense congregation was so moved that in an united voice, on one impulse they shouted an "Amen, " that flooded every heart with such a thrill of rejoicing and gratitude that every body quivered in exaltation.  George said later, "The spectacle of a people with such implicit faith in the strong arm of Jehovah, was well calculated to express its witnesses with its grandeur. " 





The saints had indeed, great reason for being thankful and rejoicing, for the period of calm after being driven and harassed, a period of time to enjoy a degree of Spiritual and temporal prosperity was a great blessing and a wonderful privilege.  Quoting again from George come these words "Let the revilers revile, they are but straws in the wind so far as impeding the progress of such a people to the goal of their advanced destiny." 





George bought a doorframe for the new meeting house but he built the window frames himself.  He built an elevator to hoist rock on to the scaffold for the building of the new church.





In August 1882, he organized the first irrigation company of St. John.  He had tried to get Clover to unite with them but did not succeed.





George accompanied by his son Thomas and David Crosby went eight miles to North Mount and got out rock for the front of the meeting house.  They succeeded in getting a very good flat rock big enough for him to later engrave the "Erected 1884. " He did the engraving September 12, 1883.  The Stake President H. S. Gowans and his Councilors were very pleased with the progress on the building and with the Spirit and energy of the Bishop.





George felt the need for the young people, especially the young men, to study the gospel and tried to arouse interest in getting a group together to organize such a study group but found no response to the appeal.





May 16, 1884 found George in Logan, Utah. The Logan Temple was open for inspection by certain people. He was shown through by President Taylor and George Q. Cannon.  Stayed at the Taylor home where he was "kindly entertained" and he enjoyed it.   On May 17 he went to the Dedication of the Temple.





Hannah and Son Thomas were very ill. George David H. Caldwell, and I. J. Caldwell administered to them both.  They were healed by the power and blessing of the Lord.





George hauled finished lumber from Tooele, two wagon loads, for the interior of the meeting house.





He belonged to the Cooperative Tannery.





In January of 1885 George with his Son Thomas and David Caldwell set out for Grantsville for Conference.  They had, had to borrow James Jordons buggy because I. J. Caldwell and James Jordon had taken George's buggy to Salt Lake. At south Willow Creek just above the saw mill the buggy wheels went crashing through the splintering ice, they went down deep enough for a double tree to be under the ice as well.  Time fleeted by while the men sweated and worked to Tree the team and buggy.  In all they were delayed until they missed the morning session.  As if the devil were after them or at least that the fates were determined that this was not to be an easy trip for them, it happened as they were on their way home the next day they had another mishap.  The roads were slippery and rutted causing the nigh horse to slip.  When this happened the carriage tongue came undone and crashed to the ground, breaking as it hit the hard frozen earth.





Isreal Bennion and two other men came along and helped George and his friends fix the tongue so that Thomas and David Henry rode home in the buggy with George riding the rest of the way in Brother Bannion's carriage in safety and peace.





George replaced the tongue of the buggy and returned it. Three years later in Oct. 1888 James F. Jordon brought George to a Teacher's trial for breaking that buggy tongue.  George had to pay him five dollars which he felt was very unfair and unjust as he had already replaced the tongue and as Mr. Jordon was driving George's buggy to Salt Lake at the time.  He had requested the loan of George buggy because he considered his own unsafe to make the Salt Lake City trip because some of the spokes in one wheel were broken.





His grand-daughter Lottie Steele, was over helping her grandfather, George was now in his seventies. An old Roan cow that belonged to George was on a wild streak and when Lottie attempted to head her, she plunged on toward Lottie booking her in the abdomen.  Lottie was seriously hurt.  It was indeed only through the care of the guardian angels that she was not killed.  George attempted to curb the cow and in coming to Lottie's rescue and trying to tie up Roan he was knocked down by that wild, bellowing animal.  The excited critter wheeled around and jumped onto George. Which hurt him baldly, making him both lame and sore.





George attended April General Conference 1885 in Logan. There a committee was chosen to write resolutions and an appeal to the President Grover Cleveland of the United States asking for "redress" from the wrongs, persecutions, and oppressions which had been heaped upon the Saints by the enemies of their God.





On June 23, 1885 George went with five others from St. John over to Tooele where they joined a procession of Old Folks at the Tabernacle and went with them to the station.  There amid smiles, laughter and talk they boarded the train bound for Garfield.  At Garfield was being held a large combined Old Folks Party.  What a happy, delightful day that was, for them, to meet old friends and acquaintances.  To make new friendship, to talk over old times, trials and hardships, to ponder on the present day problems and the worries about the youth. After delightful entertainment and a delicious meal they once again climbed upon the train for the return trip to Tooele where they got into their buggy and returned home; weary but happy. Another golden memory added to their chain.





George was often sent as a delegate to the county convention. At one time his son Thomas was elected constable and George was elected as a delegate to the Territorial Convention to be held in Salt Lake City.





George sent $160 in gold on July 13, 1885, by President Gowans into Z. C. M. 1.





The morning of July 24, 1885 when George was 72 years old he rose at 4 A. M. went through the gray, dewy dawn to the School House.  Standing alone looking over the small sleeping town, while the fingers of morn reached pearly pink into the sky George loaded his rifle and pointing it skyward sent three shots echoing across the valley, rousing the sleeping inhabitants of the St. John Hamlet.  Letting them know another day of celebrating and rejoicing was there. Some tousle haired boys came running to him and together they hoisted the Star Spangled Banner high to the top of the village flag pole where it waved freely over the heads of the free and the brave.  Then taking the eager lads with him throughout the village, along the fence lines and ditch banks he cut the wild rose bushes, the Sweet Briar Pink Peas and any blooming plant, while the boys carried them until the little procession loaded with greenery and beautiful colors winded their way back to the school house where Hannah Burridge and Fanny Caldwell awaited them. There they all went diligently to work decorating the School House for the celebration of Pioneer Day and what a day it was, with such a wonderful beginning.  A program was followed by lunches, children dance and a social party that extended from the afternoon into the evening. As George says "A good spirit prevailed".





One day in November 1885 he was busy unloading a wagon load of goods from Salt Lake.  He had some large cases of oil to lift out. While working with these his foot slipped on the frosty floor of the wagon box, over he fell, out and over the side of the high wagon taking the case of oil with him.  When he hit the ground the heavy case of oil fell on top of him.  This caused much sharp pain as it knocked his arm out at the left shoulder joint.  When he got control of himself he called for help.  Some of his neighbors came and they pulled the arm back into place alright.  President H. S. Gowans came to visit him a day or two later and anointed George with concentrated oil then laid their hands on George and blessed him, he immediately found much relief.





On January 22, 1886 Charlotte, Thomas and Pauline accompanied George and Hannah to Logan Temple where they were sealed to George and Hannah.





August 13, 1886 found George carrying out a decision he had finally made after a great deal of thought and long serious talks with Hannah.  He was selling the stock of goods, the store fixtures, the debts and everything belonging to the St. Johns Cooperative Institution.  This was a hard step for him to take. It was a big part of his life he was bidding farewell to as he had been its President, Superintendent and Secretary, for seventeen years since the twenty-ninth of May, 1869.  They took an inventory of all stock and turned every thing over to the new managers John D. McIntosh and David H. Caldwell. After writing a "settling" with them.  A few days later he made another trip to Salt Lake City and probably his last trip to do business with the Z. C. M. I.  There he made final settlement with the Z. C. M. I.





When he reached home again there was a letter waiting for him from the assistant Superintendent of Z. C. M. I.  A copy of the letter follows: 





Aug 16th 1886 


Bishop George W. Burridge 


Saint John, Tooele Co.





Dear Brother; Your favor of the 11th Inst has just reached me, and I regret very much to hear that have decided to close up the business and emerge the Same in a New firm to be known as the Rush Valley Co-op.  It is always regretable parting from old time friends, and Our business relations have been so pleasant that We cannot look for more agreeable relationship with any New Form that may be established.  However, we thank you Sincerely for the patronage you have given us, and we trust to be favored in the Same way by the new Firm.  It will be our aim and object to treat them as fairly as we have the Saint John Co-op in the past.  Again thanking you, and assureing you that we Shall always be glad to See you whenever you come into the City, We are 





Yours Very Truly 


Thomas G. Webber, Asst. Supt.





At last the big undertaking was finished. Their meeting house stood completed.  A monument to true and earnest men's endeavors.  The day set for its dedication was Sunday, March 14, 1886.  The new building was filled to capacity with an attentive and appreciative audience. Many were the sacrifices and labor that had gone to nake this day possible.  Church members from Clover and Grantsville had brought their choir and Brass Band with them.  George addressed the congregation followed by the Bishop from Clover Ward, Jos. F. Jordon and Junius F. Wells, with the Dedicatory prayer being offered by Elder Junius F. Wells.  George and the whole audience felt the Holy Spirit present.





On the nineteenth of March, between eight and nine P. M. George was out in the yard checking his stock. Darkness covered the land and seeing almost an utter impossibility after completing his rounds he was feeling his way through the enshrouding blackness when he hit into the tongue of the wagon, which lay stretched along the ground from the wagon. This caused him to fall, he flung out his arms to break the fall but hit on to the slanted wagon tongue striking his breast bone on it. He was hurt rather badly.  The next day he was stiff and sore.  He was unable to work all the next week.





One Sunday in early June as the warm sun caressed the grass and the soft breeze fluttered among the flowers, the buzzing of insect life droned sleepily through the open church house windows and George felt dull and sleepy all though the Sunday School.  When "Saints Meeting" commenced at two o'clock the home missionaries had failed to arrive.  So it was up to George to arouse himself and prepare himself to carry on without them.  So he made an appeal to the Lord, beseeching him for help. His attention was directed to the twentieth Chapter of the Third Book of Nephi. He opened the Book of Mormon to this place and read it.  Inspiration flowed through him, he spoke with knowledge, understanding and feeling. He carried his audience with him. At the end he thanked the Lord for owning him and using him as a humble instrument to preach His word and testify of the Lord's work and goodness to his people.





January of 1888 was very cold—snow and ice covered the ground.  George went out to the corral to turn the cattle out. While walking gingerly along toward the gate he stepped on some slick ice, his feet flew out from under him and he fell heavily upon the ice. He fell on his left thigh and leg.  The pain was intense. His hip joint was badly sprained. He could not move.  He laid stretched out on the ice until David H. Caldwell and David H. Crosby came along the street from the school house. They found him when they answered his calls for help. They went to the corral to him and lifted him up and carried him into the house where they put him into a chair.  There he sat the rest of the day and all night in great pain. He could not get his boots off.  The next day Thomas came and got two men to help carry George into the south room and put him into an easy chair.  Thomas finally got the boots off and he spent that day and night sitting there. It was intensely cold and it was hard to heat the house.  The third day Hannah and Thomas finally got him into a bed made on the lounge. Hannah made a bed for herself on the floor, to be near to care for him.  He rested poorly, the night was extremely cold.  The thermometer dropped to 40o below zero. He was laid up twenty-five days from that fall, before he could walk, using a walking stick to the Store.  His leg remained swollen and painful for weeks and weeks.  But was finally able to do his own farming, when good weather broke.





George loved to walk. Whenever he was in Logan he would walk around the Temple and up toward the foothills to get a wonderful view of the valley.  So it was not surprising that when he went to Manti that he went to the top of the hill east of the Temple.





He had gone to Manti to the Temple and to go to the Dedicatory Service.  The evening before he met several of the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles.  The meeting the following day lasted five hours. It was a heart warming experience.  Esther Steele [editor’s note – Esther was George’s 17 year-old granddaughter at the time of the 1888 dedication] accompanied him to Manti.





One day Brother Gowans came to visit the ward but his coat was badly worn and finally gave way under the arms.  George took the coat and carefully repaired it and didn't get it finished in time for Sunday School.





George was very anxious that St. John should have a liberty pole so he got a pole 58 feet long and worked for five days trimming and smoothing.  Three other men gave him some good and much appreciated help especially in getting it set.  It was all ready for Independence Day in the year 1888.





On July 14 George handed in his resignation as Bishop of the Ward and was released from that office July 15, 1888.





George had been feeling "poorly" and having some trouble with his eye sight so Bro. Gowans anointed him with "holy oil" and blessed him for the restoration and preservation of his eye sight and for the good health of his body generally.  This blessing was fulfilled and George was filled with gratitude and thanks to God for his improved health.





George's Son-in-Law, Isaac James Neddo went on a mission to the Northern States.





On February 15, 1891 George was sustained as Patriarch of Tooele Stake.  He left for Salt Lake City Feb. 20 to be set apart for the calling of Stake Patriarch.





On the morning of the twenty-first he walked up to the Gardo House.  He had with him a letter from his Stake President Hugh S. Gowans for Pres. Wilford Woodruff. But Pres. Woodruff was at home so George went sight seeing about the city.  The next day being Sunday he had to wait until Monday to try again to meet Pres. Woodruff.  At nine A. M. he again went to the Gardo House. Again he was in- formed that Pres. Woodruff was not there but he was welcome to sit down and wait. So he sat down, a voice told him that Pres. George Q. Cannon would come into the room at 10 A. M.  When the hands of the clock pointed to ten o'clock Pres. Cannon opened the door and entered the room.  George rose and greeted the President.  He explained that he was there to be set apart for his new position and handed him the letter from Pres. Gowans.





Pres. Cannon read the letter. Then he asked Joseph F. Smith to assist him.  They laid their hands upon George and Pres. George Q. Cannon ordained him Patriarch in the CHurch of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints and blessed him to live upon the earth as long as he desired to live.





Before he left home the Spirit had told George that he would be ordained by President George Q. Cannon and so it had come to pass.





The last part of March found Thomas ill with the flu. He did not get better.  The doctor was called.  The elders blessed him but he remained very ill.  George stayed near administering to him several times.  Finally on April 12 at about 2:30 he and Bishop Caldwell administered again.  In spite of their hope and prayers and efforts George felt to call up the Heavenly Father to take Thomas home. He died a few minutes before five P. M. and was buried on April 14th.





George was ever faithful seldom missing a Sunday School, "Saints Meeting" or M. I. A.





Very few were the meetings that he attended that he did not either pray or deliver a sermon.





His life was an active busy, happy one.  Full of service for others.





He died September 26, 1891 still active in the work of the Lord.





�
He closed each day full of thanks and gratitude to his Eternal Father.





It was said of him that no indecent story was evertoi'd by him and he would leave the company of anyone if they insisted in telling one in his presence.





He never found fault, nor critized others. Nor would he talk about his neighbors.





This is a letter written to Hannah Burridge by her Husband, George Wilcox Burridge.  





Bristol 16 November 1867  





Twenty Years Ago 


1st.  


'Tis twenty years today, Sweet Wife �Since you and I were wed; �How swiftly run the sands of life.


How fast the years have sped! �It seems no more than, yesterday �Since by the Alter's side, �Clasped hand in hand we knelt to pray �And you were made my bride.





2nd.   


You were a gentle maiden then, �Your eyes so bright and blue, �And I, a boy 'mong older men, �Untried in life's great fight; �But oh! those curls are seamed with gray, �Those eyes not lustrous now; �For time hath writ with iron pen, �Deep furrows on this brow.





3rd.   


We see the tombstones by the Church �Bear record of the dead; �We've seen the aged - the beautiful �Beneath the cold earth laid �But all those years to us sweet wife �Have ever been years of joy �For God has given us jewels now �For gentle girls and boys.





4th.    


We care not for the bustling world, �And all its stones of gold; �For we've a mine of wealth and love, �Whose value is untold �Then while the rich go flaunting by �And time creeps on a pace �On them we'll cast no envious eye- �Meet age with cheerful face.





5th.    


Then roses from our cheeks may fade, �Our looks grow thin and gray �But hearts that love can never grow old, �And true love ne'er decay, �Then draw your chair beside the hearth �And lay your hand in mine �And I will pledge anew my love �And you will pledge me thine.











Listed on the sailing records of the''Samuel Curling" from Liverpool, England. 581 souls of the saints on board - 369 adults, 172 children, 28 infants.





Geo. and H. J. Burridge 











Member's Certificate 





We hereby certify that George Wilcox Burridge is a member of the Aberdeen Branch of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- day Saints of the Dundee Conference, in good-standing; and as such we recommend him to any Branch with which he may desire to unite.





Date: January 17, 1854.





Daniel D. McArthur President James Brown Secretary  














George always wanted to be in the lead. He was always active and always spiritual. He always chose the best in everything he did.





George Wilcox Burridge left to his descendants a life of courage, of faith, of love of fellowman, of willingness to do his share, to work honestly, and well and to serve his God to his utmost, living the law of obedience.





Material for this history was obtained from his personal diaries, his war record. Parish records, birth and death certificates, marriage licenses, church records, ship's logs and family legends by his granddaughter Ann Neddo.





 


