


My father
» George W. Demers, was in the early twenties when he was per-

susded by the late Albert Fox to accept the pastorate of the Sand Lake

Baptist Church., He had attained success in the newspaper profession, had

delivered an impassioned speech at the Union State Oonvention and there-
;ﬁtene& the adoption of Lincoln's Emancipation Proclamation, and had
A 8 position which assured a liberal competence in time.

The yes.rl 18C3 was one of the most depressing periods of the Civil War.
One of my father's brothers was lying wounded in a hospital near the field
of Gettysburg, and one of my mother's brothers was dying in a Confederate
military prison. Death had invaded nearly every household. The light of

a better day seemed far away. Richm'&i remained as firm as the Rock of

Gibraltar. Hope prevailed, but it languished at times while waiting for

-
the end or a fratricidal struggle.

My father accepted the call to your church. That edifice was to him a
gshrine which called for lasting worship. In poor health, encumbered with
many cares, he filled his place joyously and successfully. At the end of

he was convinced that he could wield greater influence in the

three years,
newspaper field. So he returned to his first love. Until the end of his

short life—-for he died in hie thirty-second year--he held the members of
the Sand Lake Baptist Church in constant esteem. They were his brothers
and they remained his support until the end. Fe was a builder of char-
acter, a molder of souls.
I wish to present two extracts from my parent's Diary for thh year
18683, The first extract is dated Sunday, September 12, 1863, It follows:
"This has. been a great day for my soul, and for my little church. GOt ,

at 7. Found it raining. After breakfast walked to Sabbath School. Despite










