
Mary Lee Bland (Blann) history as told by Manila Bybee Campbell



Manila Bybee Campbell wrote about her great-grandmother in her autobiography. The following excerpt is from pages two and three. The original spelling, punctuation and other errors have been preserved. 

My great grandmother, Mary Lee Bland, was raised on a plantation in Kentucky. Her father was very wealthy, so she had servants who took care of her, helped her dress and comb her hair. There was a Negro servant who taught her brother and her how to ride horses.
One day she heard a big commotion and went off to see what was happening. When she got over there she could see two men dressed in dark suits and carrying books. She was so curious that she crept closer to listen. They were giving a sermon about a certain gospel that she hadn't heard about. Every time she got a chance, she went to listen to these missionaries.
While she was there one day, she met a boy that had been converted to the church and continued to come and listen to the street preaching. They continued to meet at these sessions and fell in love. She wouldn't dare tell her folks because they would disown her. They had no tolerance for anybody that joined the Mormon church.
Without telling them, she got a servant to saddle up the two best horses they had. She and the boy, William Fletcher Ewell, and two servants left in the night. She never saw her parents before she left. She left for the gospel and was the only one from her Georgian family to become a member.
Mary Lee and William traveled with the saints to Nauvoo where William became sick and died. But before he died, he told her to go with Brigham Young to "wherever he takes you" (Utah) because "it is the true church."
At that time they had four children and Mary Lee was expecting a fifth. I'm sure the Lord blessed her because she made it through. One of her horses died and a cow had to be used to help pull the wagon. One of Mary Lee's daughters, Sarah Elizabeth Ewell (my grandmother), was only eight years old at the time and had to walk because there wasn't room in the wagon. She walked most of the way and her little feet would bleed every night and would need to be doctored with rags. My grandmother did this for me, embracing the church and walking to Utah at age eight. She went through many hardships in getting to Salt Lake City.
After reaching what is now called Salt Lake City, Brigham Young took Mary Lee's horse wanting to use it for breeding purposes since it was from such good stock. She and her children went hungry many days. At one point she wrote to her parents saying that the children were hungry and would they please send money or food. They wrote back saying they would give her anything she desired if she would forget the foolish Mormons and come home. "As long as you are mixed up with those Mormans, we won't do anything for you." She chose not to go back. She stayed with the Mormans and never did hear from her parents again. Think of all of those people who need their work done!
The first winter that Mary Lee and her family lived in the valley, they had little to eat. She even took the wagon cover and dyed it to make clothes for her children. They survived, I know the Lord did bless these converts!
After getting through that first winter Mary Lee didn't know how she was going to raise her family, having five children by then. But Brigham Young told her that he had a good man picked out for her to assist her in raising and supporting her family, Peter Jones. The children called him "Daddy Jones." She married him, not loving him, and accepted his help. They eventually had two children. He was a good provider and took good care of her and the seven children. They raised a good family. Of course, my grandmother Sarah Elizabeth Ewell, was one of them. My own mother, Louisa Ann Stewart, said she had never seen a family more devoted to one another than they were. Because they had to depend upon each other, their love grew.
When Sarah grew up, she married Joseph Abram Stewart, a doctor. Soon after they were married, he lost his health. He died when was about 40 years old. One of their six children was my mother Louisa Ann Stewart.


