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Introduction

We would not publish the biography of Leah
Schmitke, except for the fact that it so remark-
ably correlates with the Benevolent Message
given to our people by Ellen White over a cen-
tury ago. We are somewhat aware of the Sanctu-
ary Message, and even less of the Health Re-
Jorm Message and Natural Healing Message.
But few of us today know much about the Be-
nevolent Message. Yet it too came from God to
His people in these last days.

In two companion books, The Forgotten Mes-
sage and The Benevolent Work: A Documen-
tary, we provide you with the story of that be-
nevolent ministry.

However, in this present volume, you will
learn the story of two women who tried to bring
that special message to our people: Leah
Schmitke (born 1907) and Lillian (Swanson)
Carpenter (born 1891).

There are remarkable parallels in their lives.
Both women were raised by godly parents. Both
tried to share the benevolent message and were
persecuted for their efforts. In the case of both,
Satan tried to harass and stop their work
through unconverted husbands and others.

Yet, through all their experiences, we find
remarkable instances in which God was leading
them to learn and share the benevolent work,
which, itself, is so closely connected with both
the medical work and the evangelistic work.

For several days, Leah Schmitke dictated her
autobiography onto 13 cassette tapes. These
were carefully typed. You will find her speaking
style to be direct and homespun. In addition,
there remains a touch of her German language
accent.

Many Bible references and Spirit of Proph-
ecy passages are given, all of which Leah dic-
tated from memory. We have tried to check them,
for the sake of accuracy.

Unfortunately, because of a scheduled airline
appointment, Leah was not able to complete the
biography. But she provided us with telephoned
details of later events. Near the end of her story,
we will mention that the taped autobiography has
ended, and we will fill in the subsequent years
from sketches she shared with us afterward.

There are astonishing things in this account.
It is the story of Leah, but it is also the story of
Lillian. —And it is all full of lessons from real
life, which you and I need to consider.

All around us are those in need, whom we
need to help. May we be true to our trust.



Chapter 1

I was born on February 15, 1907, in Emery,
South Dakota. My family had three fatherless
children, six motherless children, two orphans,
plus three more children. I am in the fourth set
of children in our home—fourteen children in
our family. Three, according to their birthdays,
could have been triplets. Our family could have
been called an orphanage.

I heard stories about the orphans from ev-
ery direction—from both my father and mother’s
sides of the family, as well as from people in the
old country. My parents both came from Europe.
We had a wonderful family. I do not remember
any quarrels that any of us ever had. The chil-
dren from my mother’s first marriage and the
children from my father’s first marriage were
chums. They got along like two peas in a pod.

Then when I went to school, the children
would ask me, “Leah, which children do you like
the best? your father’s children or your mother’s
children?”

Flabbergasted and not knowing what to say,
I did not know there was any difference between
my brothers and sisters. So I went home and
asked my mother, “How many children did you
have? Who belongs to Dad?” Even though I was
confused and people liked to talk, our family
related beautifully with each other.

When I was a year old, we moved from Em-
ery to another state, North Dakota. My folks were
poor people, and we had to economize. We lived
in a sod house and were very crowded. My grand-
mother in Portland, Oregon, told my father: ‘Joe,
you have such a big family. It will never do for
you to live in a sod house in North Dakota!”

By hard work, and help of the older boys in
the family, my father was able to build a house.
It had four bedrooms upstairs, a bedroom down-
stairs, a big living room, and a big kitchen. Our
family was very proud to have a big house to live
in. We were all very happy.

The youngest boy from my father’s first mar-
riage was deaf, and went to the deaf- and-dumb
school. So all of us children had to learn sign
language for the deaf, which was quite an expe-
rience for all of us.
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We had many farm animals—such as cattle,
horses, and sheep. One evening we children went
out to the corral, where the older girls and
Mother were milking the cows. The rest of the
children were out in the field, cutting hay. My
dad and the older boys brought about two hun-
dred tons of beautiful prairie hay home for the
winter. We thought we had enough hay to feed
the cattle for the whole year.

That evening, 8-year-old Herbert (home from
the deaf school) and the younger girls, including
myself, were playing around the haystack with
their much-loved little puppy. Dad had previously
put a hole in the haystack to dry out the hay so it
would not foment, and Anna put the little puppy
through the hole. Herbert was so anxious be-
cause he thought the puppy was lost in that hole.
He looked through the hole, but could not see
the puppy. Running into the house, he got a
match to light in order to find the puppy in that
haystack. When he lit that match with his little
hands, the whole haystack burned to the ground.
We were all scared. All the neighbors came when
they saw the smoke. Since we had no fire de-
partments in those days, Father and the neigh-
bors came with barrels and barrels of water to
put out the fire.

Mother said, “Children, you run along to the
house. Do not stay around here. This is a bad
fire.”

Mother went into the house with us and
scolded Herbert for getting the matches. Then
she sent all four of us to bed. This was worse
because this was Friday night; the next day was
Sabbath. The adults battled all night to get out
the fire. Going downstairs to breakfast the next
morning, I hardly recognized my father sitting
at the table. I was shocked! He was so close to
the fire that his face was almost as red as a beet.
Afraid, I asked him if they got the fire out during
the night.

He replied, “Finally, with the help of all the
neighbors. That was two hundred tons of hay
gone up into smoke. Now we have no feed for
the cattle for the coming year. What are we going
to do?”

The 16-year-old boy, Thiephal, said to Father,
“You will not have enough to eat this coming win-
ter. I know what I would like to do to help you.”

Dad asked, “How can you help us? You are
just a young boy, and I have a big family now. We
are going to have a hard time.”

So the boy spoke up and said, “I could go to



the neighbors and earn money by threshing
fields. I will give you half of the wages that I earn
for a year, and I will keep the other half for my-
self. You will have bread and butter for your fam-
ily to eat, so you will not have to starve.”

With tears in his eyes, Father said, “Son, that
is very, very kind of you to offer to do this.”

At that time, the hailstorm ruined our many
acres of land with the crop for the coming year.

“So,” complained Dad, “here goes the crop—
the food—for our family and farm animals. God
will have to provide for us.”

So my brother, Thiephal, asked Dad if he
could cut the grain down with the binder on the
piece of land that was not hailed out, and maybe
some of the grain could be saved for the coming
year. This he did. One of the rods on the binder
hit his leg and cut the jugular vein.

Jumping off the binder, he called, “Hurry up
Dad; come quick. The blood is running every-
where.”

Dad rushed him to the doctor—seven miles
to town in horse and buggy. The doctor put a
tourniquet on his leg, to keep it from bleeding,.

When he came home, Father told him that
he could not work on that binder anymore. Fa-
ther finished the job. After the leg healed some,
Father took the boy, at his request, to Bowden,
North Dakota, which was fifty miles away. Mr.
Reiswig was so happy to have him come and help
on his farm. As for us, we were looking forward
to having food on the table for the coming year,
after the loss of all our hay and most of our crops.

At the end of the year, Mr. Reiswig called Dad
to let him know that Thiephal, my brother, was
on his way home with his personal check and
the check to feed the family. He was very happy.
Father wished Mr. Reiswig God’s blessings, and
went down to the train station to pick up my
brother. But, when he got to the depot, the train
had already come through and the boy was not
there. Father wondered what happened and
phoned Mr. Reiswig,

“Didn’t you tell me that you put that boy on
the train, that he is on his way home?”

“Why yes, yes. I took him to town. He was at
the bank, and said the train was due anytime.
And I went home. He did not come home?”

“No. Well, what could have happened to him?”
So they waited another day, but he did not come.
Father waited two days; nobody came. He waited
a week, and got so uneasy about it.
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He said, “I have got to go and try to locate my
son. He is such a good boy.”

So he got on the train and went to the Reiswig
home. Nobody there had seen him.

We wondered what in the world happened to
him.

And someone said, “Maybe someone found
out that he had some money.” Maybe they robbed
him. Maybe something else happened. And Dad
could not locate him anywhere. So he went to
Jamestown, which was quite a ways. But he
found no trace of him. He inquired everywhere.
Finally, he went to Minneapolis. But he could not
find him there. Finally, he gave up and headed
home.

By this time, my brothers, sisters, and I were
going to a country school. So, my mother’s boy,
from her first marriage, came over to the school-
house with a bobsled, and said he was going to
town to pick up Father and bring him home. Fa-
ther had sent ahead the sad news that he could
not locate the boy. So my brother told us, “Mother
wants me to ask all of you children to go home
and be there to greet Father, when he comes. He
is very heartbroken.”

It was wintertime and snow was on the
ground; so we all got in the bobsled and went
home. Then my brother left and went to the de-
pot in Goodrich; got my father and brought him
home. When he arrived, he was so broken up
with tears that Mother thought he would die. He
grieved terribly. We all gathered around Father
and had prayer for him.

I was so young at the time, yet I still remem-
ber the day Thiephal left. Before he went to
Reiswig’s home, I took a good look at him (just
before he got into the buggy to leave home) while
I was standing on the porch. He was tall, and
had red hair and freckles. That is the only thing
that I could remember of him, even to this day.
To make a long story short: In all the years which
followed, we never found a trace of our oldest
brother.

Itis true that we had a hard time the year the
haystack caught on fire, and we lost our crops.
But crop losses actually happened year after year,
especially through hailstorms, and this was a
very, very hard experience.

But we enjoyed our new home very much.

Then, when I was five years old, my dad be-
came interested in the Adventist message.
He said, “Brethren, we have false prophets
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walking around. And I believe that we have got
to get some good Adventist preachers around
here to put them in their place.”

There were two fellows traveling around the
country, claiming to be Seventh-day Adventists.
One of them said he was God; and the other said,
“I am Jesus Christ.” They caused so much
trouble in that area; hundreds of people were
deceived by them. It was indescribable what
those fellows did.

My father was determined to bring Seventh-
day Adventist preachers to our house. It was said
there were no Seventh-day Adventist churches
in that area; so they wondered how to get them
there to preach to the people and get rid of these
false prophets. But Father had an idea.

He said, “I have a big house now, and you
know what I am going to do? I am going out in
the barn, bring some small barrels into the
house, and put planks on those barrels. With
this, we will have room for about fifty people in
our kitchen. We also have a long table in the
kitchen. I know who we are going to call—Elder
Valentine Leer and his son, Elder Carl Leer.”

They were German Seventh-day Adventist
ministers whom he had heard about.

“Let’s call them, and we will have church ser-
vices here in our kitchen.”

Pretty soon, Elder Valentine Leer and his son,
Elder Carl Leer, came to our farm and talked
with Father.

Dad told them, “We can have evangelistic
meetings right here in my big house. I am going
to invite all the neighbors to come here and lis-
ten to you two ministers.”

So he did just that. The Kaylors, the Vietzes,
the Myers. They all came. They came from every
direction, and sat on those planks. Horses and
buggies were all over the yard. The preachers
used our kitchen table for a pulpit and gave the
third angel’s message. Out of that kitchen evan-
gelism, four churches were started.

At last Dad said, “I am sorry Mother. We are
going to have to give our home up. We can not
keep up the payments. We have to leave.”

So we lost our beautiful home. We went to a
very small little farm, in Denholf. It was a small
town. We settled down into a large shed to begin
with.

Dad said, “For now, we are going to have to
live in this big shed. I am going to have to build
another home.”
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So he started building. And this home was a
very, very small home, compared to the beauti-
ful home that we had left. We children cried be-
cause we hated to leave our home. It was beauti-
ful! Beautiful! When we got to the new property,
there were a couple of old buildings and that big
shed on it.

Chapter 2

I was about 10 years old when, in 1918, the
second house was built for us to live in. At that
time, World War I started, and we were all scared
because we thought the war was going to be
around us. Some of our neighbors had to send
their boys to join the army in France and the
rest of Europe. And now, trouble began. Father
would come home at noon and talk about the
war and the things that were happening in Eu-
rope. We children were very scared. My little sis-
ter Anna was so frightened. She was scared that
they were going to kill her; so she was going to
commit suicide. This frightened all of us, and
Mother thought it was dangerous for us to hear
anymore about wartime. So Father quit talking
about the war.

At this time, we started going to a church out
in the country—one that was organized from our
kitchen evangelism, in Goodrich. Father Vietz,
who had come from Denholf to Goodrich to at-
tend this kitchen evangelism, was our neighbor
now. He had twelve children—a big family like
we had. He lived just a little ways down the street
from where we bought our new property and
started building another home. He and the
church members built a country Seventh-day
Adventist church up the hill from our place. The
church grew, and we were all so happy to have
our own church that we could worship God in.

One day, the church members were working
together, cleaning and painting the church; they
wanted to have a real nice church. But while they
were cleaning at the church, a tornado came
along. At that time, I was home with my mother
and John. My deaf brother was out in the field,
raking the hay with two horses, and the rest of
the family were up at the church.

Looking at the top of the hill, I said, “Mother,
there is a terrible storm coming, Let's chase all
these chickens into the chicken barn. We have



to run into the house; the storm is right upon
us.”

I saw that big black cloud coming over the
hill, and it seemed like it was just rolling on the
ground. It was just as black as coal. I just barely
got started chasing the chickens in, and the
storm was right in front of us. My brother was
working in the field, saw the storm coming, and
started home. I saw him coming over the hill. He
did not get into the house, but got into the barn
and unhitched the horses. That storm came so
fast that Mother, John, and I went into the cel-
lar. Mother was afraid that our house would be
taken.

Then we heard the tumbling of other build-
ings nearby as they came rolling past our house.
Down in the basement, it was so pitch dark that
we could not see one thing. Afraid, we soon no-
ticed that the house was moving. What if the water
and rain got down in the cellar where we were?
We could drown, we thought. But the Lord pro-
tected us. That tornado lasted two full hours.
After the storm subsided, we went upstairs and
looked out the windows.

Mother said, “Where’s Herbert (the deaf boy)?
He was coming home; I saw him. Where is he?”
And she looked over toward the barn. “Well, what
happened to Herbert?”

The foundation of the barn was high enough
that it protected the horses and my brother, but
the roof flew away. The storm was so bad that he
had to unhitch the horses. And he had to hold
onto the horses’ tails, so he would not be flying
away. Finally, we saw Herbert coming out of that
barn; he came toward the house. We also looked
all over the neighborhood, trying to see where
the church was. But the church was gone. We
did not have a church building, it seemed. What
could have happened to it? Then we found out
the truth. Fresh dirt on a new grave in the cem-
etery kept the church from being destroyed,
when it was thrown over there.

North Dakota had a lot of flat land where we
lived, so we could see far and wide. But we could
not see any barn anywhere. Every barn, except
ours, was taken down, no matter how big, For
two hundred miles, every single barn was down.
I will never forget that tornado as long as I live.

We had a telephone call, but did not have a
telephone in our home. Some of the neighbors
came to our house, and asked us if we knew
that the barn fell on top of Carl Fonderage’s wife,
as she was trying to chase the chickens in, be-
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fore the storm got closer. Men were needed to
lift that barn off of her body, so Dad went down
to help rescue this woman. The men lifted the
barn after Dad got there, but they found that she
was already dead. Dad was asked to watch her
body and keep the pigs from eating it while help
was being sought from the funeral home. Disas-
ter was everywhere.

Warren Heins’ grandfather, a member of our
church on top of the hill, had his house lifted
up, like an airplane by this tornado, and moved
into the pasture. When this happened, the fam-
ily had six or seven children, and the mother
had a tiny baby in her arms. The mother pro-
tected herself and the baby by bracing herself
between two doors in the house. And they were
not hurt.

Times were hard from then on. We got the
church building back, and cleaned it up to use.
With the good talent in our church, our young
people’s meetings in the neighborhood were well-
attended every Saturday evening. I wish we had
young people’s meetings today like we had then.
It makes me sick when I think about it. Our or-
ganist, a deacon in our church, was a real leader
with the young people. We also had choirs, and
enjoyed going to those meetings so much.

One Sabbath evening, I was disappointed
because I did not feel good and needed to stay at
home. Nevertheless, I heard about the wonder-
ful meeting. A family, the Bigalows that lived in
the town of Denholf, was there with all their chil-
dren that evening. Some of those children could
recite poetry and Scripture just beautifully. The
people really remarked about the part of the
program that the Bigalow children participated
in.

The next morning my dad came home all out
of breath, wondering what happened to the
Bigalow family. Their house burned down, with
three of the children in it, on the second floor.
The father had rushed into the house, trying to
rescue the other children on the first floor. He
succumbed to the smoke and died. The mother,
her baby being nursed in the bedroom at the
time, and the little 2-year-old boy survived. The
mother sustained a severe burn on her body. It
was the biggest funeral we ever had in that
place—about everybody in the area came. Of the
three children that burned to death, the oldest
girl was my age. I was about thirteen or fourteen
at this time, and felt so bad about losing my little















































































































































































































































