
BIOGRAPHY OF PATRIARCH ALEXANDER 
HALE SMITH. 

BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

I have just returned from a little pilgrimage into Missouri. 
A pilgrimage to the birthplace of my father, where once a 
city sprang up as by magic and wore the name of Far West; 
yesterday I found the quiet of an agricultural district. 
Where stood the tavern, where Joseph Smith, sr., and his 
dauntless wife Lucy lived, now stands a field of ripened corn. 
Serene and silent the landscape lay under the autumn sun. 

Down in the softly rolling pasture land I found numerous 
depre,ssions; grassy and brick strewn, that marked the site of 
homes long since gone. One of these was pointed out to me as 
the place where stood Joseph Smith's home. Seating myself 
on the warm green earth I looked away over the beautiful, 
rolling hills· to the north and northwest. To the northeast the 
temple lot, and to the north of it the public square where Joseph 
Smith, Lyman Wight and others were ·ordered to be shot, and 
from Which fate they were saved by the interposition of one 
humane act, bright as an oasis, on the barren desert of inhu
manity, marking the history of Far West, for ever immortaliz
ing the name ·Of Alexander W. Doniphan in the hearts of 
Latter Day Saints. I looked to the southeast, from whence 
came marching the ,militia on that memorable morning in the 
history. 

Turning my thoughts again to the place near: me, I pondered 
that here, some place close by, Emma Hale Smith, wife of the 
young prophet, gave birth to a son. It was the second day of 
June in eighteen hundred and thirty-eight. These same hills 
lay green and inviting under the spring sunshine. The winter 
had been long and hard.. With her adopted daughter JuHa, 
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and two br,own-eyed little sons, Joseph and Frederick, Emma 
Smith had made the journey from Kirtland, Ohio, by team. 
All the longer hills on that wearisome way, she had climbed; 
walking in rain and mud and wind and storm. But the suffer
ing and weariness of that journey were almost lost sight of 
in the hurried and harrowing scenes that followed. Truly the 
"Mormon" people "made history" with swift and startling 

FAR WEST. 

"Where once a city sprang up as by magic, and bore the name of Far 
West." 

strokes. In June this boy child came to the little home, stand
ing here on this hillside. In Joseph Smith's history of the 
church as found in MiUennial Star, volume 16, pp. 152, 153, 
we find this small item. "Pres. Hyrum Smith returned to Far 
West on the 30th, and I returned on the first of June on 
account of my family for I had a son born unto me." This 
was the boy Alexander. The first child in the little family to 

3 www.LatterDayTruth.org



BIOGRAPHY OF PATRIARCH A. H. SMITH 5 

inherit the father's blue eyes and ruddy complexion. And 
those old time Saints who ,had known his father, the Martyr, 
and ,afterwards knew .and heard Alexander~ testified he in
herited a striking resemblance to his father in voice, gesture, 
and manner of presentation in the pulpit. And small wonder 
when we consider the anxiety that attended all those months 
crowded into the ye1ars of thirty-seven and thirty-eight. Ho:w 
every word that fell from the lips of Joseph Smith was 
weighed for or against him and his people, both by enemy and 
friend. If hereditary influences ever counted, it ,should be 
easily traced in this instance. Who more anxiously interested 
in every word 'and action of the young leader than the wife 
of his heart and the mother of his children? And from the 
gloom of his prison comes this letter to show the yearnings of 
the husband and father for the little group warm and waiting 
in the glow of the fire helle at home in Far West. 

RICHMOND, MISSOURI, November 12, 1838. 
My Dear Emma: W·e are prisoners in chains and under strong guards 

for Christ's sake and for no other causes; although there have been 
things that were unbeknown to us and altogether beyond our control 
that might seem to the mob to be a pretext for them to persecute us; 
but on examination I think that the authorities will discover our inno
cence and set us free; but if this blessing can not be obtained I have 
this consolation, that I am an innocent man, let what will befall me. 

I received your letter, which I read over and over again; it was a 
sweet morsel to me. 0 God, grant that I may have the privilege of 
seeing once more my lovely family in the enjo.yment of the sweets of 
liberty and sociable life; to press them to my bosom and kiss their lovely 
cheeks would fill my heart with unspeakable gratitude. Tell the children 
that I am alive, and trust I shall come and see them before long. Com
fort their hearts all you can, and try to be comforted yourself all you can. 
There is 'no possible danger but what we shall be set at liberty if justice 
can be done, and that you kno'Y as well as myself. The trial will begin 
to-day for some of us. L,awyer Reese, and we expect Doniphan, will 
plead our cause. We could get no others in time for the trial. They are 
able men and will do well, no doubt. 

Brother Robinson is chained next to me, he has. a true heart and a 
firm mind; Brother Wight is next, Brother Rigdon next, Hyrum next, 
Parley next, Amasa next; and thus we are bound together in chains, as 
well as the cords of everlasting love. We are in good spirits and rejoice 
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that we are counted worthy to be persecuted for Christ's sake. Tell 
little Joseph he must be a good boy. F:ather loves him with a perfect 
love; he is the eldest-must not hurt those that are smaller than he, but 
care for them. Tell little Frederick father loves him with all his: heart; 
he is a lovely boy. Julia is a lovely little girl; I love her also. She is a 
promising child; tell her father wants her to remember him and be a 
good girl. Tell all the rest that I think of them and pray.for them all. 

Brother Babbitt is waiting to carry our letters for us. Colonel Price 
is inspecting them; therefore my time is short. Little Alexander is on 
my mind continually. 0, my affectionate Emma, I want you to remember 
that I am a true and faithful friend to you and the children for ever. My 
heart is entwined around yours for ever and ever. 0, may God bless 
you all. Amen. I am your husband, and am in bonds and tribulation, 
etc. JosEPH SMITH, JR. 

To Emma Smith. 
P. S.-Write as often as you can, and if possible come and see me, and 

bring the children if possible. Act according to your own feelings and 
best judgment, and endeavor to be comforted, if possible, and I trust 
that all will turn out for the best. Yours, · J. S. 

Twice in the month of December, the jail at Liberty was 
graced by the presence of this noble lady, to visit her prisoner 
husband, and again in January her name appears .among vis
itors there. Then we turn with her from this city of 1ost hopes 
and persecution. Keeping the babe warm by her own sad 
heart beats, she ma:de the others comfortable as possible and 
c11ossed the wintry land and frozen streams by carriage. 
Reaching the Misssissippi she gathered her two youngest into 
her arms and with the hands of the two older ones clinging 
to her skirts, ~she walked across the freshly frozen waters to 
the freedom and shelter offered by the State of Illinois; 
crowded to this hard and wearisome. journey by the exter
minating order of Gnvernor Boggs. 

Heartbroken and sad, she found shelter in the city of 
Quincy, at the :home of a man named Cleveland. Faithfully 
she waited; fearing, hoping, alternately, for tidings from the 
prison-bound husband. And how glad was :their meeting and 
how blessed the freedom from Missouri's bitter oppressors! 

It is not possible to separate, even in story, the life of any 
one of the Smith boys from their mother. In sequence and 
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effect the life of mother and sons are woven together for ever. 
Her fidelity and care and companionship are like strong and 
shining threads woven into the warp and woof of their des
tinies. Robbed, most cruelly robbed of a father's love and 

'''I don't want my picture taken." Alexander H. Smith in childhood. 

care, the burden of rearing and providing for them fell upon 
the mother; and with it, unconsciously maybe, the future of 
the church purified and reorganized. 

And following the course of iife as it flowed, we find 
Alexander celebrating his first birth anniversary in the log 
house bought of Hugh White by Joseph Smith, near the little 
town of Commerce, Illinois. Here I take up the life story of 
Alexander Hale Smith with feelings of deep and tender love. 
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And I wish that I could vitalize the scenes of my father's life 
and make them to thr:ob with life, and glow w1th li~ht; in fact 
become immortal in the hearts of those who shall come after 
him, as they vibrate in the memory of those who knew him. 
Ah! if I could: but my hands fall down ! But considering his 
desires I must try, and if I fail it shall no,t be because I have 
not a noble and worthy subject. I found my simple structure 
on the facts :of his life and those prenatal influences going be
fore them. Besides, honest parenthood and sturdy ancestral 
stock, I remember the :softening and tender influences that 
acc,ompany scenes of pain and suffering to our fellow-beings, 
when viewed by great and noble souls, as was his mother's. 
He was but a child of six years and ,three weeks, when the 
awful and bewildering scenes connected with the tragedy at 
Carthage whirled about him. Vague and terrifying was their 
effed on his youthful mind. He knew that a great calamity 
had fallen upon his world and his mother's. When the little, 
blue-eyed brother, David, came into the home cirde, a few 
months later, the horizon of his happiness widened marvel
ously. His loving, sympathetic nature found joy in the very 
dependence of the baby. And this feeling of s,trong and protec
tive affection never lessened; being succeeded in later manhood 
by a strong and deep love for David's only son, Elbert A. 

Warm hearted, impulsive, easily moved to quick and de
cisive action or tears of pity and repentance, he moved through 
the years of infancy and early childhood; a childhood spent in 
Nauv:oo and its vicinity, save for a short sojourn in the fall of 
eighteen hundred and forty..:six, when Emma Smith sought 
more peaceful. surroundings in Fulton City, Illinois, a town 
about one hundred and forty miles up the river. The stay here 
was but a few months. In the spring, the family moved back 
to the hotel home in the Mansion House at Nauvoo. Athletic 
sports were favorites with my father. An active, out-of-door 
life made him a swimmer, wrestler, and skater of some skill. 
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Jumping, running, and rowing received attention. Sometimes 
the mother, with the boys, lived on the family farm. Some
times the mother ~stayed in the hotel and had help at the farm. 
My father received common schooling in the public schools of 
Nauvoo, although the things that educated him were not ir.
frequently far from the desk in the old hall, for he was a lover 
and a student of nature in all her moods. The signals of 
wind and tide, bird and animal, were known to him, in won
derful measure. He laid his hand to ~the rudder and the 
simple river aaft answered to his will like a thing of life; 
he placed his finger on tihe trigger and the firearm respondE'd 
with unerring resul,t; he placed a caressing shoulder close to 
her nose and immediately the high-spirited little filly yielded 
to his guiding, soothing voice, and there were confidential 
relations established. Singing and whistling, he tramped with 
his brothers and fellows through the Old Mansion. Sometime 
in each year the town heM a shooting match "free for an," 
b~t Alex. SmHh and another young man of Nlauvoo, because of 
the skill of these two they were barred. 

Here again, we find ·the possible consequence of hereditary 
influences. During the troublous times in Far West, pre
vious to the birth of my father, the only recourse :for protec
tion was the gun-arms. Prowess in their use was considered 
desirable. Women, dad in men's clothing, stood guard, gun 
in hand, where other women slep,t. Couple these influences 
with the native proclivities, due to ancestral necessities, for 
his was a family of pioneers, and we account for this seeming 
love for a gun. 

In contradis,tinction to this very marked characteristic in 
Alexander, we produce the disposition of his brother David on 
the same point. Back of the sorrowful scene in the dining 
room of the Old Mansion, following that twenty-seventh day 
of June, eighteen hundred and forty-four, when Emma Smith 
bent over the silent, bleeding form of the father of her unborn 
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child, now called David, back of that scene, I say, lay the 

militia, the glitter of military trappings and the death dealing 
gun. Fear of its awful work had lain close to her heart as the. 
embryo child, and from his earlies.t childhood the boy David 
had an abhorrence for all manner of firearms. Though Alex
ander loved also the peaceable things of life, the dauntless 
spirit of Far West seemed to be with him, and fearlessness 
was part of his strongly emotional nature. His mother's 
word w~s law; her decision, the end of all controversy. She 
was the center of the universe to him. His tendency to cry 
when angered or irritated, won for him a disa.greeable little 
nickname from his older brothers and sister. On the other 
hand, his insistent and determined pursuit of .any fixed object 
or purpose made him a desirable ally in game or work. The 
unselfishness of boyhood rendered him poorer in worldly goods 
but secure in the love of friends. This :very element in la.ter 
life developed into a hospitality luxurious by reason of its 
very simplicity. 

He found delight in ,the use of tools, and in their manipu
lation developed a certain amount of genius. With his pocket
knife and a small piece of glass, he produced from half a 
shingle or a bit of pine, really artistic little articles. Of,ten 
have I seen him the center of a group of interested little people, 
they eagerly watching the growth of some article, wonderful to 
them. It was not alone the Yankee knack of making shavings, 
but an inborn creative faculty that guided his hand. In our 
childhood his clever hand often supplied our playthings; cup
boards and the wooden plates and daintily finished sets of 
"j.ack straws"; while rthe woman of the household thanked him 
in her heart many times for the trifles that he provided to 
make her lot easier. We children considered his creative 
ability as bounded only by economic conditions. I remember 
wa:tching with appreciative concern the ~uilding of a ro.wboat 
by him. To us ·children the growth of that boat was nothing 
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less than marvelous, from the first curling white shaving, to 
the putting on of the creamy white paint and then the green 

• trimming's. The launching of the boat was an event of inter
est, but it faded into the glory of a lesser type when one day 
I found it christened with my own name. I fairly went dizzy 

ALEXANDER HALE SMITH. 

(In late boyhood.) 

with the honor of it. A boat made by father, named by himself 
and mother-for me! What this power and love for making 
things might have become in the hands of our manual training 
people of to~day, I can only conjecture, but it counted to him 
for good without any training. 

There was not a spot in or about Nauvoo with which my 
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fatlher was not familiar. The islands, the river, the prairies, 

the timber, the hills, and the old houses in the romantic, beau
tiful place; he loved them all, in a way. He knew the shifting 
scenes that drifted over Nauvoo, although their deeper sig
nificance was not so plain to him in boyhood as in later years. 
Then, it lost nothing in retrospect. The discovery of gold 
that presaged the wild rush for Pikes Peak, caught his youth
ful spirit in its adventurous meshes, and he joined a party 
starting for tha,t promising field. He was then strong limbed, 
swift and free of action, merry hearted and chivalrous, in the 
nineteenth year of his life. He did not get f,ar, however, on 
this gold hunt. The par,ty turned back from the plains of 
western Kansas. The disappointment was great, hut subse
quent events bear out the thought ~that the hand of destiny 
overruled. The crossing of the western plains, with all its 
dangers, and with other than fields of gold in view, lay yet 
before him. 

In the year when his brother Joseph took his place in the 
church, the home cirole wws much agitated. A mighty force 
tugged at the bonds of peace. Alexander was not religiously 
inclined. His experience with religion had not been of a char
acter to induce him to give it much thought. The funda,.. 
mental principles of the gos.pel mus·t first awaken, him to a love 
of God. Hrs mind was in a tumult. His adored younger 
brother, David, joined himself to the church, while the mother 
stood stoutly by him. It was a serious outlook. Already 
friends were turned against them. A warning had come to 
his brother Joseph fr·om the citizens, that he mus·t neither 
preach nor pray in public, nor in any way attempt to promul
g~ate his doctrine in the county in which !he lived. This threat 
did what nothing else had done for Alexander. He began to 
search such books as . were at his command, and began to 
believe the principles therein. Their beauty and power 
appealed to his mind as true and desirable. Still he lingered. 
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There had come often to the home of Emma Smith, a widow 

named Elizabeth Kendall. Sometimes from the home in one 

room of the Brick Row she brought her little family of three 

small children. To Emma Smith she told her story, of the 

death of her husband, an elder in England, and these women 

may have found comfort in each other's society. 

The yeam went by. Elizabeth Kendall, my maternal grand

mother, slept deep and unwaking, and her children were scat

tered. In time, the little English babe, Elizabeth, came into 
the household at the Mansion. She was now a small girl of 
fourteen and needed the love and tender care that Emma 
Smith gave to her. Henceforth she knew a mother's wateh-· 
fulness and kindly interest in her health, morals, and eternal 
welfare. She was like some shy little plant transplanted into 
a ~strange garden. She grew into womanhood in the Mansion, 
and in the old parlor there, she was married to Alexander, in 
the spring of eighteen hundred and sixty-one. The young 
couple went onto the family farm and began thefr new life. 

Among their many privations they yet found much to recall 
with pleasure. That first year taxed the young husband's 
inventive skill. There seemed an endless array of "necessi
ties," and ,small means to procure them. It was his pocket
knife that whittled from a piece of hard board their first wash
board. Even and straight and true to line, he notched the 
board, until there was a square of little hills pronounced and 
rough enough to "rub" the most soiled of linens clean, when 
the light-hearted little wife got it in hand. That foUowing 
winter they carried the little wife and 1her baby boy, o:n 
a sled, to town ; lifting her on her bed into the shelter of the 
~ood old Mansion again. Here the mother of Alexander 
nursed his wife back to health and rosiness. The mother's 
hands were tireless now, for her second son, Frederick G. W., 
lay in his death sickness. In April they carried him over to 
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the family burying ground at the Homestead and laid him 
down to sleep; and the brother David wrote feelingly: 

"They have laid him to sleep, in the warm hillside, 
'Neath the shade of the green locust tree; 

Where the birds will sing and the wild flowers spring 
And the long grasses wave mournfully." 

But my father found cause for deep perplexity. His brother 
had died without baptism, ·and he knew days and nights of 
sorrow, as he contemplated the possibiilities. The cheerful, 
generous nature of Frederick endeared him to all who knew 
him. His was a peculiarly happy and sunny tempemment that 
has won for him to the third generation a reputa.tion for his 
many lovable qualities. His was the merriest heart of all the 
merry household. His soft brown eyes held no accusation nor 
severity in their gentle depths. Tearfully, the grandmother 
gathered the little son of Ale:x;ander into her arms, and thanked 
the fates that had prompted them to name him Frederick 
Alexander. 

But the separation of death still had the bitterness of a 
nameless fear added to it for my father. That his beloved 
brother was lost was a horror such :liS has filled many hearts; 
but to his there came a balm, the testimony of the Spirit, the 
first communication direct from that Comforter, saying, 
"Grieve not; Frederi·ck's condition is ple1tsant; and the time 
shall come when baptism can be secured to him," admonishing 
him to do his duty and all would be wen. S:ati,sfied of the 
necessity of baptism for the living, and comforted by the evi
dence of its possibility for the dead, on May the 25th of the 
same year, his brother Joseph baptized him in the grand old 
Mississippi, confirmation following under the hands of the 
same, assisted by Elder Nathan Foster. In July of the same 
year his wife followed him, receiving baptism by Joseph Smith 
and confirmation by his administration the same day. 

My father was now in his twenty-fourth year; tall, straight, 
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and lithe. The brown hair of earlier yerars had grown black. 
The stern realities of life were before him. His delight in 
mechanism led him to partnership in a photograph gallery. 
This venture did not hold him long. He found employment at 
carpenter work, and gave it attention and enjoyed it. He had 
not overcome his love for the hunt and the spirit of Nimrod 
led him forth through many a wild hunt for ducks or long 
tramp after quails or prairie chickens. To such scenes his 
mind often recurred ,in later years. I recall one wintry day 
a few years ago; he had been confined to his chair for days 
with rheumatism in his back. The clouds flew in little, 
scudding groups, low over the sodden prairies. I found him at 
the table writing. There was a dreamy look in his eyes. "What 
you writing?" I queried, le,aning over his shoulder. He laughed 
softly and handed the manuscript to me. "It's the river-lust 
in me, daughter; the river-lust; why I can see the white caps 
riding in, and the fret-line on the shore, and I'm hungry for 
it; sick for the sound of the river. I want to go to Nauvoo!" 

I glanced down the page he had given me. "Can I have it, 
father?" indicating the paper. 

"Yes; I just wrote it to ease my homesickness. Keep it or 
use it or burn it as you like. I want the river and Nauvoo and 
mother!" and through the big windows to the ~south and east 
of his warm 'sitting room he looked ,away to the Iowa hills but 
saw a scene dear to his boyhood; now changed, and changed 
sadly. I laid the little roll of paper by, not guessing how I 
should finally use it. 

The little sketch will serve to show the 'strong love o£ the 
man for the hunt, and ~also his freedom of spirit, and perhaps 
give us an idea of the. youthful proclivities that in later life 
turned and tuned to "greater love" made him a fearless and 
faithful "hunter of men" even unto that last sunset over the 
waters he so dearly loved, flowing past Nauvoo. 

One evening, when a young man, I arose from my seat beside the fire, 
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for the cool weather made a fire necessary to comfort, and passed to the 
door, and looked out; my wife noticed that I was restless and uneasy and 
remarked, "What 'is the matter with you?" 

Now, that the reader may the better catch the thread of this little 
story, I will say I was then a young man of about twenty-four. Was 
married and lived in the Old Mansion, situatrd on the brow of the hill 
on the east bank of the broad Mississippi, whose beautiful waters shone 
in the light of the afternoon sun with enticings strong for me, for I 

Elizabeth Kendall Smith and oldest son Frederick Alexander. 

dearly loved the old river. My wife saw the spirit of unrest was upon me, 
and was uneasy, because she and our baby boy had ere this been left 
alone for days, while I was: off on the river, or in the woods, no one know
ing exactly where nor at what time I would return. 

Our brown eyed, dark haired baby boy was a joy to her, and a comfort 
when I was gone, but her heart was always filled with fear when she 
knew I was on the waters, or when I was gone and she knew not where. 
I was a good enough sort, had few bad habits, but unfortunately for my 
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wife's peace of mind, I was descended from a great hunter, only two 
removes, and in my blood was the taint;-a love for my gun and rod
and as the seasons for hunting or fishing came round, my blood became 
fevered with a longing for the woods, or river and lakes, and I could 
seldom resist the "call of the wild"; and so my wife many times found 
herself alone with our baby for days. With this explanation, the reader 
can understand with what uneasiness she asked the question, "Now what 
is the matter with you?" She had heard the call of the quail that 
afternoon, and knew that I also had heard it. Three separate times I 
left my seat and went to the door and listened. At l;ast I sprang to my 
feet, caught down my gun, and saying, ''I'm going to see if I can find 
those quail; I'll not be gone long," I passed out, crossed the road, and 
was soon out of sight in the neighboring fields. 

Now when I started out with my gun, I really had no thought of going 
beyond that neighboring field; but the spell was on me, and I could no 
more be content to abide in the four walls of a house than could the 
little mart:ins stay when the time to go had come. In the first field I did 
not find the quail, so in the next I must needs go. I knew that the evening 
meal would soon be ready, but little cared I, while the impulse to roam 
was upon me. My footsteps soon led me past the dwelling of a neighbor, 
one Sam Chambers, whose love for a gun and the fields was as great as 
my own. As I approached the dwelling, I shouted and Sam came out, and 
as soon as he saw that I had my gun, he said, "Wait a minute and I'll go 
with you." Now Sam was a married man, too, and had a family; but the 
hunting nature was strong in him also; so, when he joined me, his blood 
was fired by the same fever and unrest that made me reckles,s of time. 

When he came, he said, "Where to now?" I replied, "Oh, anywhere; 
let us go up the river." So up the river we went. · Field after field was 
passed through, until just before the sun reached the horizon, we found 
ourselves some three miles and a half away from home and near the 
river bank. Then I remembered I had a canoe which had been left, still 
a half mile above where we were. The proposition was made to go and 
get the canoe and ride home. It suited both, and we were soon in the 
frail vessel speeding towards home. 

The canoe was a small one, barely able to bear up two· full grown 
men, and when we were seated and had pushed off from the shore it 
appeared that but two or three inches of the gunwale was above water; 
but both of us were expert boatmen, and used to that kind 9f vessel, so 
we felt no fear. The weather had been cold several nights before, and 
ice had formed in the river north of us, and was now floating quite 
thickly in midstream. As we pulled out into the stream, some wild ducks 
flew past and settled in the water near the· opposite shore. The river 
here was nearly a mile· wide, and to reach the opposite side we hunters 
had to pass through the floating 'ice. But as it seemed very little out of 
our way, we at once proposed to run across and try for some ducks. 
True, by this time the sun was disappearing, but we did not mind that, 
as the evenings were light, as a rule, long after sunset; but unfortunately 
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for us, as we neared the farther shore, a fierce squall, or gale of wind 
suddenly arose, and swept over the river, and our frail craft would not 
live ten minutes, in such weather, so we hastily sought shelter on shore. 
With the Wind, came clouds and rain. The wind blew so fiercely it would 
catch up the water from the top of the waves and blow it in great sheets 
through the air. The night settled down in earnest and it became very 
dark. We were in for a night's stay on an island. So long as the wind 
raged, there was no escape. To add to our discomfort, we began to get 
very hungry, but there was no show for supper on that bleak island; no 
human habitation within miles and miles of us·. 

Through the island, which was large, some miles in extent, ran deep 
but narrow sloughs; the landing had been made near one of these. 

I remembered a deserted woodchopper's cabin, a mile or such a matter 
across the island, on the banks of this water way, and I proposed to take· 
to the boat and keep close under the bank, and if possible reach the old 
hut for shelter for the night; and now began a. voyage of danger, under 
the best of conditions; with the wind blowing as it was, it was a hazard
ous undertaking; but in the dark, it was doubly so. The banks were 
abrupt, the wind from the west, and by keeping in touch of the shore 
with our paddles, we slowly coasted across the is,land, till the shapes of 
tall trees overhead told us we were near the shanty. 

How often since that, I have wondered how we ever made that trip and 
found the hut; but we did it. We built a fire in the hut, and by its light 
we found, carefully laid up, a loaf of dry bread some woodchopper had 
left, and having killed a duck, we roasted it over the fire and feasted on 
roast duck and bread, and chatted and talked till sleepy, then stretched 
ourselves on the wooden bunks in the shanty and went to sJeep. It must 
not be thought there was much comfo,rt in the woodman's shanty, but it 
was a shelter from the fierce west wind. There weroe no blankets, n;>r 
even straw in the bunks. We were glad to be even sheltered from tlte 
cold wind, however. It was a long, weary night, but daylight came at 
last. 

As soon as it was light enough to see to shoot, Sam went out to see the 
river and if possible get a duck or two; while I roasted what remained 
of yesterday's catch, which was scant enough for two hungry hunters. 
Sam returned and reported the main river too rough yet to venture on 
with our light canoe. Here we were, two men on an island, one of many 
miles long, with main river on the east, and several wide waterways or 
sloughs on the west between us and the mainland. Thus we were obliged 
to wait till the wind ceased blowing, ere we could leave the island. 

After breakfast, we both went to the bank on the main river, to wait 
for the going down of the wind. It was cold; neither one had overcoat or 
gloves, and we were forced to keep moving to keep warm. Noon came, 
and still the gale swept the waves aloft. Toward evening, to add to our 
misery, there came a fierce shower of rain and sleet, and wet us through. 
After the rain, the wind increased in force. We feared to leave the river, 
being anxious, if •the wind ceased blowing as the sun went down, to 
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hasten across the cold water. We gathered a huge pile of driftwood and 
succeeded, after many trials, in lighting a fire. Everything was wet and 
it was very difficult to get the wet wood to burn. The sun went down, 
angry and red. We watched the wind-tossed waves from beside the huge 
fire we had built. The ground was too wet and cold to lie down on, and 
weariness began to overcome us, to say nothing of hunger, which had 
become intense by this time, for we had been misuccessful in killing any 
more game. However, we gathered brush and piled it near the fire, and 
lay down on that to catch, if possible, a little sleep. But the cold was 
so severe, we had to keep turning to keep warm; one side freezing, the 
other roasting. 

The long, wretched night passed at last, and day came, but no cessa
tion of the wind. Storm bound and miserable, wet, cold, and hungry, 
stiff and sore, we roused ourselves and sought for something to eat. One 
poor little duck was all we could find that day, and that seemed only to 
aggravate our hunger. It did seem strange, but the very ducks were 
hid away, or refused to venture to face the >~torm. We wandered up 
and down the bleak river shore, and at last resolved to seek the old 
shanty and spend another night within its walls; but on further thought, 
we resolved to risk a move, one in the canoe, and one on shore, and coa'st 
along down the river. On reaching the sloughs, or waterways, we both 
entered the canoe and crossed them. Several times the water splashed 
into the little boat, and as many times we were in danger of sinking. 
We could not have lived twenty minutes in the cold water, if we had 
been plunged into it, ev.en if we could have kept on the surface so long, 
but by great care and skill, keeping close under the bank as much as 
possible, we finally reached the mainland and thus the toWn, some four 
miles below where we were held upon the island. It was evening, just 
before dark, when we came ashore there, and recognized the boat of a 
friend who was looking for us. We soon found him, and I got into his 
boat while Sam paddled the canoe, keeping close to the larger boat; thus 
we crossed the wide river. It was late at night when I carefully let 
myself into my own home, and found my way to my wife's room. I found 
her wide awake, a bright light in her room, and as I opened the door 
and walked in, she turned pale and for a moment was silent, then she 
said, "You're a pretty fellow, aren't you? Where have you been?" A 
little shamefacedly, I answered, "Aren't you glad to see me? I'm hungry! 
Can you give me something to eat?" 

And the baby 'looked up from the bed and laughed, "Papa, papa!" 
(To be continued.) 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 19.) 

Whether the many noble men, who did not rush into the 
volunteer ranks of that lamentable war of 1860, are subject 
to c€msure or praise, I leave it for others to say. I can not 
think there were not brave hearts that beat neither under the 
blue coat of the North nor the gray cloth of the South. 

When Lincoln made call for soldiers in 1864, rp.y father was 
among the number drafted from Illinois. He was at this time 
an ordained minister in charge of the Saint Louis District. 
He made preparations to meet the call. He had never received 
his portion of his father's limited and harassed estate. My 
mother thought that in justice to herself and babe provision 
should be made for their occupancy. Accordingly search was 
made for the "legal" papers touching his rights, but they were 
not to be found, the supposition being they had disappeared 
by theft. By legal procedure he received his portion of the 
family farm and a deed to the Mansion House and grounds. 
This deed bears the date of October, 1864, but was not re
corded until the following, June. His discharge from the draft 
(Nauvoo having furnished her full quota of men) bears date 
of November, 1864. Those early days of the sixties were spent 
in new lines of thought and venture. Father traveled in 
western Iowa and southern Illinois, and preached, laboring in 
the time between for means to support his family. 

There was a small branch in Nauvoo called the "Olive Leaf" 
-a humble and earnest little band who met in the Brick Store 
Room on the northwest corner of the Homestead lot. Some
times in their simplicity of faith they stood in a row and with 
bowed heads and folded hands offered prayer, one following 
one down the consecrated line. From this hopeful hearted 
little band went out some who stood in line of battle for defense 
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of the truth, bravely and unflinchingly. My father was called 
to the office of teacher in 1862; after this wise he tells of it. 

The branch to which I belonged, called the Olive Leaf, was in need 
of a teacher; and at a meeting for the purpose of e!ecting officers, a 
member arose and nominated my name and moved that I be ordained, 
and then bore testimony that the Spirit witnessed to him that it was 
my calling. Imagine, if you can, my rsurprise. My feelings were such, 
I scarce realized that what he said was in earnest, until my elder brother 
arose and confirmed the testimony and supported the motion. When I 
fully realized what was being done, I sprang to my feet and objected. 
I held a very exalted idea of what a teacher in the Church of Jesus 
Ghrist ought to be, and ·I knew that I did not fill the measure of 
requirements a teacher should possess. I was young, inexperienced, 
ignorant of the law of God and the order of his church, had been a 
wild, thoughtless boy; and in no sense, in my own estimation, was I 
worthy to be made teacher over members who had been in the church 
nearly as many years as I had been in the world. The task seemed 
altogether too huge an undertaking for me, and I tried to avoid it, for 
I felt that the office of teacher was one of great importance in the church. 
I argued that I could not talk in meeting-it was out of the question; 
but I was met with the objection that my plea was not well made, as 
I had already been speaking twenty minutes very rapidly. Not wishing 
to appear rebellious, I finally consented to do the best I could, and was 
ordained a teacher. 

The first years of his ministry always held a charm for him, 
and his experience at that time was a delight to him in retro
spect. He had sufficient experience in modern spiritualism to 
satisfy him that he wanted none of it. The forces back of it 
were to him unlovely and not desirable. Although sometimes 
mysterious and wonderful things held charms for him, he 
turned from the modern seance to nobler and loftier evidences 
of a higher and better power. His natural tendency to skepti
cism kept him alert to the study of cause and effect, and his 
faith in God did but increase as he studied. It was while on 
his first mission, in 1863, that he had a remarkable experience 
in the healing power of God made evident to man. This he 
tells as follows : 

Brother Blair and I were making one of his characteristic tours. 
Calhoun, Crescent City, Council Bluffs, Omaha, and Florence were our 
ol:..jective points. At one of these points we were called· in to administer 
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to a sister who was afflicted with cancer of the eye, or as I discovered 
when she removed the plaster, the cancer was fixed between the eyelid 
and the eyebrow, above the eye proper, but under the brow bone, and 
of course it affected the eye. She said she, had coiJJsulted a physician as 
to the possibility of having the cancer cut out. He had given her no 
hope; said the cancer was so near the brain that in all probability its 
roots had already fadenell upon vital parts, and he would not run the 
risk of an attempt to cut it out. She could expect no relief from human 
aid, but must look death in the face until by slow process of a spider
cancer eating away the vital spark, which might entail years of suffering. 
She wept as she told us how hopele~s life seemed to her, unless God would 
have me1'cy and relieve her. 

We talked with and tried to comfort the poor woman. My heart 
WaiS deeply stirred by her condition, and I could have wept with her, 
I so deeply sympathized with her. We administered to her, remaining 
in the neighborhood a week. Just on the eve of leaving we visited her 
again. There was no visible effect for good. I confess I was fearful; 
and thoughts of doubt would arise. However, we administered to her 
again, and the Spirit promised her relief. At once I stored up the 
promise, and resolved to watch the results. Ten days or two weeks passed 
ere we returned, but on our return trip we called in to see the sister, 
and found her at the washtub. She was in the habit of wearing a 
court-plaster over her eye to hide the sore. 

Brother Blair began to converse with her, and asked how she was 
getting along with her cancer. She began to tell him it had not given 
her much trouble of late, but she still wore the plaster, and as 'She said 
this she put up her hand and passed her fingers over the afflicted part. 
Her face first flushed red, th~n turned pale, and she sank into a chair 
and said, '''Oh, thank God, it is gone, it is gone!'' and broke down and 
wept like a child. This time I did ,not weep with her. 

Upon examination there was not a trace of the cancer; not a scar, 
not a mark. The brow and eye were as smooth and white and fresh 
as the other one. I shall never forget the happy, relieved look which 
came into that poor sister's face when she realized that God had sent 
a reprieve, and given her life again. And for weeks I dwelt in 
wonderland, constantly thinking of God's love and his wonderful way 
of manifesting it. The promise of the Spirit was verified, my faith 
confirmed, and the truth vindicated, for I knew there was no power 
in our hands to remove that cancer; but God had done it; to him be 
the glory, now and evermore. 

God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform. 

In December, 1863, Elder Charles Derry visited Nauvoo. 
From his writings at this time we quote regarding my father: 
"AlexandeT Smith is not so tall as David, nor so heavy as 
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Joseph. Is of light complexion, free and sociable, intelligent, 
and takes a great interest in the work. His wife is a pretty, 
neat little body and in the church. All of them [the Smith 
boys] are working men, but David also goes to school. I never 
saw a family pay more respect to their mother than all three 
do." He bears testimony also to their training in ways of 
honesty, industry, and virtue. The eventful summer of 1864 
my father learned many things from old time Saints in the 
Saint Louis District, where he went with Henry Guerdon. 
Later Elder Guerdon was released and William Anderson be
came the fellow-laborer of my father. Of his friendship with 
this man I would like to tell much that space forbids. Some of 
his earliest missionary experiences were had in company with 
this gentleman of culture and close reading. A man of refined 
manners and handsome appearance, and a preacher of ability 
and depth of thought. Their friendship endured, warm and 
sincere, until the death of Elder Anderson in Oakland, Cali
fornia, in 1888. 

In January, 1865, I had· the honor of being presented to 
Alexander H. Smith as his second child and .first daughter. 
My home coming being celebrated in the little chamber on the 
south side of the long hall, upstairs in the Mansion House. 
The room was near the stairs, and was one of the two in the 
many along that hall that could be heated. The Homestead 
had been honored with the birth of grandchildren, and the 
farm by one, now old Number 10 held the first grandchild born 
in the Mansion, but not the last. They gave to me a revision 
of my Uncle David's name Vida, and Elizabeth for my bonnie 
lit~le mother. Of course Number 10 was a peculiarly interest
ing place to me, and when a decade later my Uncle David's only 
boy was presented to the young parents in that same room, 
it was robbed of none of its glamour, although I must admit 
that the beautiful sweep of the river and its attendant view 
was not so enchanting as from the room near the end of the 
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hall. Does this attach to my father's story? Oh, yes. Every
thing that meant anything to his children was part of his 
story, and the 1old Mansion House was to him a shrine of 

sweet memories. Dear to him the. old haunts, of the bridge, 
the waterfall, the winding river road, the old apple trees, the 
aged men and women or merry young folk, and always "right 
gladly did he greet the homely old front door, that opened to 
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the street, by locusts shaded o'er." In M~rch of 1865 he was 
appointed to labor close to his home. On some of these lit~le 
trips, accompanied by his brother David, he received wonder
ful blessings and had great pleasure; albeit many times he 
traveled on foot and weary. His splendid outdoor life stood 
him in good hand. 

The following year, 1866, he attended the annual conference 
at Plano, Illinois, his brother Joseph being at this time a resi
dent of the place. At this time James W. Gillen was appointed 
to labor in Utah and William Anderson in England. Later in 
the conference provision was made for a mission called Cali
fornia Mission. This was to comprise the States of Nevada, 
California, and Oregon, and the Territory of Washington. 
Alexander H. Smith was appointed in charge, with power to 
choose his fellow-laborers. Such choice making these men the 
same as appointed by the conference. Immediately after this 
William Anderson's appointment to England was reconsidered. 
The mover of the resolution withdrew it. Alexander H. Smith 
then chose William Anderson and WilHam H. Kelley. On 
April 12, 1866, my father was ordained a high priest, under 
the hands of Joseph Smith and Jason W. Briggs. Arrange
ments began at once for the prosecution of the mission. 

My father left Nauvoo on May 20. His heart wrung with 
sorrow at the parting from wife, children, and mother, but 
his spirit burning with the fire of sacrifice that impelled him 
forward. 

A shadow fell on the little group in the Mansion as the 
sound of the springing footstep died away on the soft spring 
air. Long and terrible that journey stretched before them, and 
the mother and wife wept together. Dull and heavy the time 
dragged sometimes, as they waited, and sometimes the tales 
of massacres by the Indians on those lonely plains gave them 
troubled hearts and sleepless nights. The varied and busy 
days of travel made time move faster for the one journeying, 
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but for the home keepers, letters seemed few and long on the 
way, and who shall not say they suffered in measure as much 
as the wanderers. My father tells of his journey thus: 

At this time in the history of the church, the bishopric and temporal 
laws of the church were not as well organized as at present, and 
mis,sionaries who were appointed were expected to get into their field 
and prosecute their work "without purse or scrip"; and they endured 
many hardships, and made many sacrifices which they are not now 
called upon to make. I make the above statements in order that the 
reader may better understand what follows in my narration of events 
which occurred in the experience of an elder in the earlier days of 
the Reorganization. 

I had passed through some very peculiar experiences in the ministry 
previous to this appointment, but none of so grave a nature as the one 
which now stared me in the face. I had been educated to believe the 
law required the elders to go "two by two" and to start out literally 
without enough means in hand to buy a meal of victuaLs. I had so 
gone twiCe before on short missions, but now I was required to go a 
long ways from home, seventeen hundred-nearly two thousand miles. 
That is not far now, with the fast trains and quick transit, but at the 
time I speak of there were no steel roads and iron horses with palace 
coaches to cross the weary, sandy plains, and lofty Rocky Mountains, 
and instead of three days and nights as now, with all the comforts o·f 
modern improvements in railway carriage, it required three long months 
by team. 

By some interpo.sition of providence, Bro. W. H. Kelley could not go, 
so Bro. William Anderson and I prepared, to face the, to us, unknown. 
dangers of such a mission. I remember that when Brethren Anderson 
and Gillen visited me we talked the matter over, realizing that some one 
would have to act as cook; my mother gave us some very useful 
information in that direction. However, the time for departure was 
at hand. Brother Anderson and I had <some talk about taking two coats, 
and in packing my valise I was in doubt. I had no overcoat, but I had 
a light alpaca frock coat, which I put in my valise, thinking it would 
be nice to wear indoors. I bade my wife, children, and my mother 
good-bye, and started on foot, satchel in hand, for a journey of nearly 
two thousand miles. I had walked nearly across the street when I 
remembered that I had fifty cents in a forgotten wallet in my pocket. 
I set my valise down in the road and returned to the house and gave it 
to my wife. I am thus particular to show how the earlier missionaries 
understood the law, and were willing to abide by it. 

There was now, as my first stage in the journey, one fourth of a mile 
to the ferry across the Mississippi River. In returning and giving up 
the fifty cents I deprived myself of means to pay the ferryman. I 
thought of this as I took up my bundle and :started on. Perhaps half 
the distance to thq ferry had been passed when I met a boy of my 
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acquaintance who asked, "Where are you going?" When I told him, 
"Well, I will take you over the river in my skiff if you like," he replied. 
This came so unexpectedly and so unasked for, that it rather startled 
me, and I thought it a good omen and a fair beginning. I thanked him, 
accepting his aid, and soon placed the beautiful river between me and 
my home. I met Bro. William Anderson at the house of father F. 
Burley, Montrose, Lee County, Iowa. A few of the Saints had met in 
prayer service and to see us off. Here once again the question of two 
coats was sprung and discussed, an appeal to the law was made, and 
we were convinced that two coats were prohibited. This was a little 
hard on Brother William, as he had been so fortunate as to have 
obtained a nice, warm, new overcoat, but he folded it up and sent it 
right home with his wife, who had come thus far on the way to see him 
off; and my poor little alpaca came out of my grip and was also sent 
back. Well, we were making a good beginning, but it was just a little 
hard on two high-spirited, ambitious young elders. 

It was with weeping eyes that we bade the little band of Saints 
good-bye. It was nine miles from Montrose to the String Prairie Branch, 
and we intended to make this distance that evening on foot; but just 
as I was bidding the good people good-bye at Brother Burley's door, 
William having gone ahead of me, a two-horse wagon drove up to the 
door and a cheery voice cried out, "Get in; I'm going right out to 
String Prairie," and my heart jumped again at the evidence that a 
kind providence was aiding us at the start. Brother William had passed 
out through the garden, taking leave of his family unobserved, thus 
getting the start of me. We drove on and soon overtook him, beneath 
the shade of a friendly tree, his eyes showing the state of his heart. 
Thus we were fairly on our way, and in comparative silence the time 
passed till we drew rein at the door of Bro. James Newberry, who received 
us gladly. 

After supper we went, in company with several others, to attend 
prayer meeting, as it was Sunday evening. The Spirit was present, 
and we felt ref1'eshed. The president of the branch told the Saints that 
we were on our way to California to our mission field, asking them to 
do their duty and aid us. on the way, and a collection was taken for 
us, and all this without a word of request from us. Next morning one of 
the brethren took us by wagon to a wood station near on the railroad 
then building up the Des Moines Valley. We flagged the train, it stopped, 
we got on, having some means to satisfy the conductor, thanks to the 
generosity of the Saints at String Prairie. That line of railroad was 
in course of construction, and Ottumwa was then the western terminus . 
. . . We went to a hotel, washed up, and got supper, and booked for 
Leon by stage. For the first day and night the <Stage was full, and we 
were forced to travel slowly. I remember that about midnight the 
second night the kingbolt broke, and we were left to wait till our 
driver found a blacksmith shop to make repairs .... The next day our 
numt.ers were so reduced that there were but four of us in the coach. 
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A young man from Pennsylvania was going "way out west," as far as 
Harrison County, Iowa. The' young man had never been away from 
home and was keenly alive to every new feature of the country and 
people. Rain, rain, rain! Mud, mud, mud! was now the order, and 
sometimes, especially at night, we could but think an overcoat would 
have been very comfortable. However, we sat closer together and 
economized the heat. Our conversation ranged upon almost all subjects. 

I ought to say the fourth person in the stage was an elderly gent1eman, 
and from the fil'lst I took him to be a minister; but for a long time he 
kept us in doubt. The natural curiosity of our young man from the 
East finally gave a turn to our conversation, which opened all the 
batteries along the line. He asked the simple question if there were 
many Indians in this country, meaning western Iowa. The old gentleman 
spoke up right quickly, "No; and what few there are ought all to be 
killed off." Immediately I asked him why they ought to be killed off, 
and expressed my1self as su'rprised to hear-a Christian gentleman, if not 
a minister, make such a statement; and then we went at it, I advocating 
the Indian's side of it and he the adverse. The history of the past 
was canvassed and brought in, William occasionally getting in a good 
point. So the discussion went on for two days. We drove him from 
one position to another, and caused him to contradict himself repeatedly. 
Finally the old gentleman said, '''Young men, will you answer me a fair 
question?" 

"Certainly, if we can." 
"Are you not Mormons?" 
"Well, no, not exactly; but we are Latter Day Saints." 
"Ah, I thought so." 
I replied, "May I ask what made you think so?" 
"Well, sir, from your positive way of bearing testimony. I've heard 

of you before." And then again we drove him from one position to 
another until it was pitiable to see his confusion. 

At last we arrived at Leon, late in the evening. It was raining, and 
cold, and chilly. As we descended from the stage our elderly friend 
invited us to call and see him; he was pastor of one of the leading 
churches of Leon. We stepped out on the >Sidewalk to discuss what it 
was best for us to do, for our money was all gone but fifty cents. If we 
went to the hotel our supper would cost us fifty cents, our lodging would 
cost fifty cents, and we were on the point of going to bed without supper, 
when the young man who had been traveling with us stepped up to us and 
said, "Won't you men come in and eat supper with me?" We ,were forced 
to tell him we didn't have the means for supper and lodging also. 

"I understand that," he said; "I will pay for the meals." Once again 
we were cared for. After supper we retired to the hotel and went to 
bed, thanking God for his care. 

Morning dawned, and we arose, made our toilet, paid our lodging, 
took our grips, •and started for Pleasanton without breakfast, for our 
last half dollar was given for our lodging. It was very muddy, but we 
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sought out the best walking and waded along. I began to tire about nine 
o'clock, and as we were approaching a grove of timber, I remarked 
to William that I thought we had better have a season of prayer. "The 
same thought is in my mind," wa:s his answer. So we found a convenient 
place and both prayed; and while on my knees the Spirit urged, "You 
are sent out to prove the world; how can you, if you don't make your 
wants known?" And as I arose to my feet I told William, and said: 
"I shall ask for food at the first house." We soon came to a log cabin 
in the woods. I knocked at the door. A fair faced woman, perhaps 
thirty years of age, answered my knock. I asked for a drink of water; 
she cheerfully brought it. I then told her .we were ministers of the 
gospel, traveling without purse or scrip, and as yet had had no breakfast. 
We were without money to pay her, but would be glad if she could give 
us breakfast. She at onee asked us in and introduced us to her mother, 
an elderly lady sitting near the fire, and made our wants known to her. 
We were given chairs, and the old lady engaged in conversation. We 
soon discovered that she was very intelligent and well posted in the 
Scriptures. 

The younger woman soon prepared us a good meal, and we enjoyed it. 
William was the principal speaker in the conversation, and I had ample 
time to observe the influence of his di:scourse upon the two women. While 
the younger woman was busy getting the meal, she was very much 
interested in the talk, and would stop and listen a moment and then 
hurry on with her work. The gospel was the theme, and both talked well. 
However, we took our leave, and when we thanked them they shook 
hands with tears in their eyes. The old lady said, "I am .so glad you 
ca;me; if you ever come to this section you must call on us; you are the 
only men I have ever met who really preach the gospel. We are more 
than paid for all we have done for you!" I have always regretted that 
I did not make a memomndum of their name. I have forgotten it. 

You may try to imagine how we felt! From we1ary, hungry men, feeling 
humiliated because we had to ask for food, we were comforted and fed, 
and rested; so we resumed our journey with more cheerful hearts. 
I remarked, "I .shall ask the first team going our way for a ride." 

William observed, "You seem much encouraged since you had your 
breakfast." 

I answered, "I am; I have had a good lesson, and I'm going to profit 
by it.'; 

As we journeyed I saw across the fields a team apparently on a 
crossroad coming towards the road we were on. I made up my mind 
that if we could reach the crossroad in time, I would ask for a ride. 
The mud was deep and the walking heavy, and I began to fear that 
my hope of a ride would be dashed away from me, as the team was in a 
fair way to beat us to the crossing; but I lifted up my voice and succeeded 
in .making him hear. He stopped, and we came up. I '!inquired if the 
driver knew anyone in that section by the name of Morey. 
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"Why, yes, he is my father" (or father-in-law, I am not sure which). 
"We would like to see him." 
"Well, get into the wagon, and I'll take you right over there." 
Ah, here we were again, providentially cared for. Well, we took 

dinner at Father Morey's, then he took us over to Brother Moffett's, 
and we learned that Bro. Charles Derry was holding meeting at Booth
town.1, We attended and had a talk with the brethren on the best mode 
of getting on to the next branch west, at Manti. Of course we had no 
means, and everybody seemed to be busy. We were on the point of 
shouldering our grips and starting on foot when old Father Morey said 
to us, "Come home with me; I will manage it some way, if I have to 
hitch up and take you myself." So on the 25th of May we started in 
Brother Morey's covered wagon for Manti. ' 

We had to face a cold northwest rainstorm most of the way. On the 
27th we drove twenty-three miles, facing the rain, without breakfast, 
in order to get to Manti for preaching service, it being Sunday. We 
arrived at 9.30 a. m., Bro. S. S. Wilcox making us welcome at his 
home. On Monday morning Brother Wilcox hitched up his carriage and 
took us to Plum Creek, where Bro. Noah Green made us welcome, and in 
the evening we held services at Father Gaylord's. Here the Spirit bore 
witness that our heavenly Father was well pleased with us and would 
continue to bless us. 

Here, in consultation as to how we were to get on our way, Brother 
Green kindly offered his services to carry us by wagon to Council Bluffs 
City; so in the morning we were en route, early. Arriving •at the city 
we parted with Brother Green and lodged with Bro. D. P. Hartwell. 
Here we were obliged to walk out to Bishop Heywood's, :some three or 
four miles from the city. 

The outlook was not very bright; we felt oppressed and began to 
wonder what we should do. We were nearing the frontier, and would 
soon be beyond the jurisdiction of any church organization of which we 
had any knowledge. However, we laid the matter before Bishop Heywood,· 
he studied over the matter a little while, then he asked, "Can you boys 
ride on a plank on the running gears of a wagon?" I answered, "I 
guess we can, if there is room enough for our satchels. It will beat 
walking ·;a long ways." He then told us he wished to counsel with 
Bro. David Gamet, who was also a bishop, who was living at Little 
Sioux, some fifty miles northwest. He also wanted a load of hardwood 
lumber. Bro. Amos Chase wa:s running a sawmill hear Little Sioux. 
He would· hitch up and we would pull right out; so we tied our grips 

1 Elder Charle's Derry, in his autobiography, refers to this meeting with 
the missionaries as follows: 

"On the 23d of May Alexander and William Anderson came in, on 
their mis:sion to Utah and California. Alexander is dejected about 
leaving his family. It is a new and sad experience to him, but he is 
not inclined to flinch from the sacrifice." 
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onto the hind axle of the wagon, and got astride of the plank and thus 
rode fifty miles, or to within three miles of the town, when the brother 
turned into the road to the mill, and we walked into town and lodged 
with Bro. David M. Gamet. We met Bro. James W. Gillen here; he 
preached the night we arrived. 

We remained here over Sunday and until Wednesday, while Brethren 
Gamet and Heywood counseled and went to Council Bluffs to procure 
a team and outfit for crossing the plains, as instructed by the Presidency. 
While here we held meetings and were busy. On Wednesday we started 
on our return to the city to outfit for our long and tedious journey 
over the plains. We lodged at Crescent City. The brethren, Gamet and 
Heywood, bought the team, a pair of small ponies; we loaded our 
provisions, and on account of the light weight of the team were compelled 
to skimp or the lO!ad would have been too much for them. 

On June 13 we started. We :soon learned that our team was too light, 
but what could we do? Brother William was discouraged. We walked 
to lighten the load, sometimes footsore and sick. At Shell Creek a storm 
had flooded the road. Our load was too heavy. I paid a dollar to have 
our wagon pulled out of a mud hole of four miles in length. And so 
we worried on until we reached Columbus City, near the Loup Fork of 
the Platte River. We camped for dinner about two miles from town, 
and here the adversary came very near dividing our party. To make 
time pass pleasantly we were in the habit of joking each other, and 
sometimes we indulged farther than we ought. We soon learned that 
while some could stand rough jokes, others were more sensitive. Bro. 
William Anderson became off.ended at me, and although I asked pardon, 
he could not or would not be reconciled; and told me afterward that if 
he could have secured any position in a train going through, even as 
a· teamster, he would have left me and gone. However, he became 
reconciled, and we still journeyed together; but we had had our lesson, 
and profited by it. 

When we broke camp after dinner I was the driver; William and James 
were walking. I stopped at a well to water the team, and the brethren 
passed me and went into the village ahead of me. As I drove up to the 
post-office the brethren hailed me and I stopped. A medium sized man 
with spectacles on came out bareheaded, and I was introduced to Bro. 
H. J. Hudson, post-master of Columbus, Nebmska, and as I felt his 
handclasp I knew' I held the hand of a friend and brother. The very 
pressure of his fingers was encouraging, and the hearty welcome he gave 
me I shall never forget. "Well, brother, where is your team?" 

"There it is," and I pointed to our ponies. 

"Where?" 

I led him up close to them, and pointed down at them. "What! that 
team of rats? Why, my God, brethren, you don't think of trying to cross 
the plains with that team, do you? Drive your wagon right round into 
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my yard; you shall never leave my place on such a trip with that outfit, 
with my consent." 

Imagine my feelings when one hour before all had seemed dark; no 
prospect but that of suffering in view, no thought of turning back;, a 
grim determination to go on, whatever our fate might be. We had trav
eled far enough with that team to prove the little horses good for their 
size, but far too sma1l for the work demanded of them, and it was 
only a matter of time when we would have to leave the broken hearted 
little fellows on the roadside. 

Columbus was then the last town on the frontier. Neither one of us 
knew there were any Saint,s there, but by inquiry for mail, we were 
recognized and received a warm welcome, and learned there was a band of 
warm-hearted Saints there, who made us feel at home, while Brethren 
Hudson, Martin, and others, hustled around for a team of mules. Not 
being able to find us a pair, it was decided that some of us were to return 
to the Missouri River with Brother Martin, and exchange our team for 
mules if possible; "so it was arranged that Brother Gillen and I should go, 
while William held meetings to while away the time. We were successful 
and returned, so that we were able to resume our journey wes,tward on 
the second day of July. 

Ern. Charles Derry, H. J. Hudson, and George Galley went with us 
across the Loup Fork of the Platte River, and after a >season of prayer 
we parted in tears from those beloved brethren. I shall ever remember 
that little prayer meeting and the assurance of the good Spirit there 
received. 

We were now outside of civilizatioi\,, and could scarce expect any more 
such marvelous interventions far our benefit, but we were made to feel 
that God's special watchcare was still over us. 

We are again permitted to introduce Brother Derry's testi
mony to this pleasant and comforting memory that sustained 
these lonely young elders as they journeyed away on a mission 
of love. 

June 22 I preached twice in North Star Branch and 'again at night at 
Council Bluffs. Here I met Bro. A. H. Smith, who had returned from 
Columbus, Nebraska. The Saints there seeing their team was so' weak, 
have given them about $60 to get a better team with; and he had returned 
to get one. He obtained what they needed and returned to Columbus. This 
was a noble act of the Columbus brethren, nor will it be forgotten by the 
Master .... I went with Alexander to Columbws, staying at Florence that 
night. From there to DeSoto, and preached. On the 30th we arrived at 
Columbus. 

On the 1st of July we preached in Bro. George Galley's house. Two 
acknowledged the truth and were baptized by Elder James Brindley. 
Brother Gillen preached in power, and at night Brother Anderson. The 
ones baptized were confirmed by J. W. Gillen and myself .... On the 
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2d of July the three missionaries and myself crossed the Loup Fork River. 
There we bowed in prayer together, and at their request I laid my hands 
upon them to invoke God's blessings upon them. Every heart was melted 
arid every eye filled with tears, and we felt the divine blessings as we 
humbled ourselves before the Lord, and as we gave the parting ''God bless 
you" all felt that brotherly love that only the children of God can know. 
At Alexander's request I wrote a letter to hif; wife and mother. I returned 
to Columbus; they bent their steps towards the setting sun, to call wan-
dering Israel back to the way of righteousness. , 

Of their visit to Columbus we quote from the Golden Age for 
June 21, 1866. 

DISTINGUISHED VISITANTS.-Alex. Smith, James W. Gillen and William 
Anderson, elders connected with the Mormon church, ::tre in the city en 
route for the Rocky Mountain country and California, where they intend 
building up new churches in addition to those •already e.stablished. They 
are members of the Joseph Smith branch of the church, and have no 
affiliation whatever with the Brighamites, except their conversion.
Columbus (Nebraska) Golden Age, June 21, 1866. 

(To be continued.) 

JUST FO~ TO-DAY. 
Lord for to-morrow and its need 
I do not pray; 

Help me from stain or sin and wrong 
Just for to-day , 

Let me both diligently work 
And duly pray; 

Let me be kind in word and deed 
Just for to-da,y. 

Let me be swift to do thy will 
Prompt to obey. 

Help me to sacrifice myself, 
Just for to-day. 

Let me no wron~ or idle word 
Unthinking say; 

Set thou a seal upon my lips, 
Just for to-day. 

So for to-morrow and its needs, 
I do not pray, 

But help me, guide me, hold me, Lord, 
Just for to-day. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 156.) 

Leaving Columbus, we traveled twelve and a half miles and went into 
camp. Matters had so shaped themselves that I was considered cook, 
and so I immediately knew what was expected of me when we got into 
camp. Nothing of importance occurred until the 4th. At noon, being 
camped near the Platte River, we concluded to take a bath, so plunged 
in. Our animals took advantage of the occasion, and kicked up their 
heels and started back to their old home. There was hurrying and 
scurrying and dressing in haste, and a hot run. We came up to them 
in a corral, where they had trapped themselves by being too inquisitive. 
The owner of the yard only wanted two dollars and a half for shutting his 
gate till we came up. Our mules were in his yard not to exceed ten min
utes. Of course we felt disposed to argue the matter; he was cross and 
insisted; we were stubborn and went in and captured the mules, and left 
him swearing mad at us. We rode off, leaving him cursing. 

Our next exper'lence was our arrival opposite Fort Kearney. We 
expected letters from home there, so sought to cross the river. We soon 
learned that we were outside of civilization, if we had not already 
learned .it. The cost of crossing by ferry. was only four dollars. We 
found an old skiff; and William, with another man who wished to cross, 
managed to paddle and wade across. William did not return until in 
the night. He got letters from home, and brought me news that there 
was a letter for me; but the office being at a military post, rules were 
strict, he could not get my letter without a note from me authorizing 
him. 

We had up to this date been traveling alone; but now we were enter
ing a country where Indians roamed at will, so we were anxious to get 
into a train going west, for protection. The morning after William got 
his letters, a train of eight wagons came up and passed us. I gave up 
hopes of getting my letter, and we moved on to catch up with the train. 
About noon we came up to them, they had broken down one of their 
wagons. They decided to take the wheel back to Fort Kearney and get 
it fixed. These wagons were loaded with corn for the government troops 
on the Powder River route. 

I considered it a good time for me to get my letter, so I volunteered 
to go back as one of the three men detailed for the purpose. When we 
got to the crossing we found the boat. was on the wrong side of the river; 
we spent nearly a half day trying to signal and have some one come and 
take us over. The men I was with gave it up, and were on the point of. 
starting back to camp. I told them if they would stay and take care of 
my clothes, I would swim over and get the boat. The river here was 
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said to be a mile and a quarter wide, bank full. They agreed to it; so I 
stripped off and plunged in and went over safe, got the boat, and brought 
it back, took the wheel over and spent the night at the fort. I got my 

A. H. SMITH AND WILLIAM ANDERSON. 

letter, we got the wheel fixed, and were back to camp about ten o'clock 
the next night. Was I tired and weary? I thought I was. 

On the 11th we met a train of Danish and English Saints returning 
to the States, in charge of Brother Anderson. We stopped and held 
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a meeting. I baptized three--Brother and Sister Neilson and Sister 
Christenson. 

On the 14th we came to a lone grave; I. F. Manning, who was killed by 
the Indians. This grave, considering the nature of the death of its 
occupant and our surroundings, had a sad and depressing effect upon 
the whole train and the next day being Sunday, we laid up and did not 
travel, allowing the teams to rest. We were now on the sand plains 
indeed. Sand, sand, sand; some days we traveled five miles, some days 
seven or eight, seldom fifteen, until we passed the forks of the Platte. 

We were losing time; it was getting late in the season; we were very 
anxious, for we were informed that after a certain date no trains were 
a11owed to pass Fort Laramie. We were on the north side of Platte 
River, and all emigrant trains this year were on the south side. So on 
August 1 we left the train we were traveling with and pushed on. We 
saw on the south side a large train, which in some way we had learned 
was the last train to leave the Missouri River this season. We were 
ninety miles from Fort Laramie, and in the worst Indian country on the 
route. 

On the 3d day of August we drove into the fort, between 10 and 11 
o'clock a. m. At Fort Laramie one of those peculiar circm:hstances 
occurred which convinced us that God was watching over us. We came 
to the crossing of the Platte at about 9 o'clock at night. On the very 
banks of the river we met an Indian, who asked us if we wished to crpss. 
We said we did. He went back and called the ferryman, saying it was 
unsafe for us to camp on the north side as the Indians were bad. The 
ferrymen, two fine looking Germans, came over and took us over 
in a flat boat, and counseled us to camp with them, as we could not get 
into the fort so late at night, and it was unsafe to camp alone. These 
men had Indian women for wives, and lived in tents; they charged us 
nothing extra for crossing us at night. 

We drove into the fort over half a day ahead of the train we were 
seeking. Here we found Bro. Richard Atwood, quartermaster of the 
commissary department; and weren't we glad when he said, "Boys, how 
are your provisions holding out?" 

He gave us tea, sugar, and bacon, which- he said he .had a right to do. 
He said, "How did you ever travel alone on the north side for such a 

distance? Why, the night before last the Indians stole one hundred and 
twenty-five head of horses from the fort." 

We saw no Indians but the one we met at the river, for at least ninety 
miles. And now we turned our attention to getting into the train which 
·we learned was waiting to be examined, -for no train was permitted to 
leave the fort for the west unless it was well armed, and was a strong 
train in men, because of trouble with the Indians. Brother Atwood 
introduced us to the inspecting <officer, and made known our desire to 
cross the plains westward with the incoming train from the Missouri 
River. The officer was a jolly fellow; he examined our guns, revolvers 
and team, and remarked, "There will be no trouble at all; three lusty 
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looking fellows like you, without any women incumbrances; will be a 
desirable addition to any train." 

Some one mentioned our mission, and the difference in our faith; 

for we had learned that the train was a Mormon emigrant train en route 
:Dor Salt Lake City. The officer used a little profanity and said, "I don't 
care anything about your religion; that cuts no figure in this case." 

He told us to hitch up and drive out where he and his aids were 

inspecting the train. We did so and found the t:vain drawn up in line; 
the soldiers examining the men and their arms. The train numbered 
about fifty wagons, laden with merchandise and the dunnage of the 
emigrants, who numbered about two hundred and fifty souls. These 
teams had been sent down to Omaha by the church authorities at Salt 
Lake City to bring out the emigrants; most of the teams were volun
teers; the owners sending the teams, and the drivers being allowed a 
certain· amount as tithing for their services. I learned that all, or 
nearly all, the drivers and the men in charge were faithful Mormons, 

. who had passed through their endowments. The train was in charge of 
Thomas Ricks and Appy Wolf, from Bear Valley, if I remember rightly. 

But to return to my story. We had been on the ground but a few 
minutes before the captain of the train and the officers from the fort 
came up to our team, "Do you intend to travel with this train?" 

"Yes, sir; that is our desire; but there seems to be some objection to it." 
"What is it?" 
"They require us to pay them ten dollars for the privilege." 
"What is that for?" 
"They explained that it is to help pay their herders for taking care of 

the mules at night; but we propose to take care of our own mules." 
They passed along up the line. Pretty soon they came back, and as 

they got opposite our team, the officer said to the captain of the train, 
"Are you going to allow these men to travel with you? I think you 
better, they are well armed, and will be quite an addition to your fighting 
force if you should have trouble with the Indians;'' 

"No, sir; they can't travel with us." 
"But why not?" 
'·'Because they refuse to comply with the rules of the tvain." 
The officer turned to us and asked, "How is that, boys?" 
"Why, sir, they want us to pay them ten dollars for herding our mules 

and we prefer to herd our own mules. We don't want them to herd our 
stock, and we haven't got any ten dollars to squander in that ~ay." 

Captain Ricks then said, "They can't travel with us unless the ten 
dollars is in hand," and turned away, as if that ended the matter; but 
the officer stopped him. 

"See here; I think you better let the men go with you." 
"No, sir." 
"Well, now see here; you can do one of two things, either take these 

men along and treat them well, or I shall be obliged to send an escort 
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of soldiers along with you as far as Fort Bridger, and you will have to 
take care of the soldiers, also. Now you can do as you -- please." 

After consultat1on with his aid,, Mr. Wolf, Mr. Ricks rode up and 
said, "You can fall in as the train pulls out, and go with us." 

The officer said, "I thought so. Boys, have you got anything to drink 
in your outfit?" He then instructed us to telegraph back at every station 
and let him know how they treated us, and if they did not treat us right 
they would hear from him at Fort Bridger, and bade us good-bye. And 
once more we were made conscious that the good Father was watching 
over us .... 

We were on the eve of starting west in a Brighamite emigrant train
a rather queer position, we three missionaries called Josephites·, strongly 
antagonistic, to the Utah church, going on a mission to Utah and Cali
fornia, with instructions and intent to do our best in opposition to that 
peculiar organization, en route in company with about three hundred 
souls, all, with two or three exceptions, strong in their faith, and many 
of whom had passed through the endowment house and received their 
endowments. And in their company not by their good will, but by force 
of circumstances and against their expressed desire. Having been 
forced upon them against their will, it is but natural they should show 
some resentment. We expected it, and were on our guard, and really, 
what was there to hinder their working their will upon us when we 
should find ourselves hundreds of miles from settlements or the soldiers 
who were so kind to us at Fort Laramie? We appreciate the situation 
and counseled that it would be best not to revElal our identity, nor to let 
the emigrants know our mission, but to. treat all with the utmost kind
ness, do ·our part in all camp duties, such as night patrol and day guard, 
just the same as any other member of the train, and so reported to the 
captain of the train. 

It seemed that the same mysterious power which had so markedly 
attended us all along was still with us, for while we were still watching 
the inspection of the company a young man came up to me and shook 
hands, but whispered to me, '"Don't seem to recognize me. I am the 
driver of one of the teams in the train; am a J osephite, will see you 
later!" and pas•sed on. I was surprised, but soon fixed the young man. 
I knew him; he was indeed a member of the church; had relatives in 
Bear Valley, Utah, and was going out to visit them; his father and 
mother were also members of our church. Being thus warned, I of course 
kept my own counsel. _ 

At last the train was in motion, and as it drove past we drove in 
behind and were on the road. The train was a large one and conse
quently moved slowly, traveling only from fifteen to thirty miles a day. 
We soon discovered that we were watched very closely, and speculation 
was rife as to who we were. Several efforts were made to draw us out, 
to reveal our object in crossing the plains; but for a time we remained 
unknown to them. I remember that at our first meal after joining the 
train, we were watched, and when we asked a blessing upon our food it 
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was immediately reported to the captain that we were either apostate 
Mormons or J osephites, as no other class of religionists continued to 
keep up service and have prayer an,d ask a blessing upon the food so 
long after striking the plains. So we must be backout Mormons or 
J osephites. 

It may seem strange how we could so soon learn what was reported 
to the captain, but you ,will remember the young man who made himself 
known on the first day of our meeting the train. He was supposed to be 
a good Mormon and attended their counsels and meetings and reported 
to me all he heard touching us in any way; so we had a spy in their 
camp. 

About the third .{}ay out from Laramie one of their number came to 
me and said he was in charge of the corral guard and was making a 
list of all the names of the able-bodied men in order to organize more 
perfectly for the protection of the train. I at once recognized that it 
was simply a subterfuge to learn ·who we were. I told him at any time 
he wanted one of us men to let me know and I would furnish the man. 
This did not satisfy Captain Ricks, so I gave them our names, except 
that I only gave him my first and second name; so my name on his list 
was Alex. Hale. My purpose in doing this was to avoid any undue 
curiosity among the emigrants, for if it was known there was a son of 
the martyred Prophet in the train, there might be too many questions, 
and confusion ensue, or a collision on religious matters, which we desired 
to avoid while on the plains. 

For a few days all weRt smoothly, then we were called upon to take 
our turn as advance guard. I mounted our pony and reported, and was 
placed with several others far in advance of the train to guard against 
surprise by Indians.. As I was riding along the captain himself rode up 
alongside ahd saluted me. I returned his salute. This was the first 
ti:me I had had an opportunity to converse with him. He had heretofore 
seemed to avoid me, but now he addressed me and said: 

"Where did you say you hailed from?" 
Instantly I was aware of what he wanted and res•olved to tell him and 

evade nothing. "I .came from the State of Illinois," I answered. 
"What part of the State?" 
"The western part." 
"What county, or town, may I ask?" 
"Certainly, sir; I came from Nauvoo, Hancock County." 
"Ah l I thought so;" and he looked me straight in the eyes. 
We understood one another. 
I explained my object in withholding my full name, and he confessed 

the wisdom of it, and from this time forward Captain Ricks treated me 
with the utmost kindness; so also did Appy Wolf, his aid in charge of 
the train, while they were not quite so courteous to my brethren-Ander
son and Gillen. 

About this time a little incident occurred which pleased me, and ·left 
a pleasant memory to relieve some of the .strain which affected us. One 
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da:y: I was assigned the position of advance guard. I mounted our pony, 

and rode out in advance of the train. We were in the mountains and 

traveling among them, small and great. As I rode along I noticed a 

beautiful little mountain to the right of the train as we advanced-that 
kind of a hill called sugar loaf, because of its shape. The idea at once 
occurred to me that I could obtain a fine view of our route from .its top, 
so I climbed up its sides, which by. the way were quite steep towards the 
top, and when I reached it I was more than repaid for my labor. Of 
course I had to dismount and lead "Billy," as he could hardly scramble 
up with my assistance. I wish I could describe the scenery as viewed by 
me upon this mountain among mountains, detached and alone it stood, 
like a sentinel doing duty there among his fellows, grand, noble, and 
insp1rmg. As I stood resting my elbow on the neck of my horse, taking 
in the beauty of the scene, there came upon me a feeling of awe and 
reverence for the nobility and magnitude of the works of God; and while 
this feeling was upon me I became conscious of s'weet musical vibrations 
of sound filling the air all around me. The volume of sound seemed at 
first above me, and I unconsciously looked upward to solve the mystery. 
Gradually the music seemed to draw near and tune and words came out 
full and distinct in singing. It was human voices, but I am sure angelic 
singing could not have affected me more just then. It was the emigrants 
as they passed. around the base of the mountain. Whether they saw me 
and had .been informed who I was, I had no way of knowing; but the 
words. of the hymn led me to think so. These were a band of good 
singers and they were singing, "We thank thee, oh God, for a prophet." 
I have heard the hymn sung by a good many choirs, including the famous 
Salt Lake City choir, ·since then; but never have I heard it equaled, as 
it was sung at th\) base of my little mountain. 

One other incident I relate here which may be of interest to my read
ers. It was our coming to what is called Independence Rock. We had 
been traveling over a weary stretch of level plain, passed Soda Lake, or 
what was once a lake, but the heat of the sun or other causes had 
caused the evaporation of the water, leaving an incrustation of clear 
soda from one eighth to one and a quarter inches thick, 'covering acres 
and acres of ground. The soda was pure, crystalized sediment, looking 
much like alum. Many of the emigrants gathered the crystals for 
cooking purposes. As we passed this peculiar lake we could see a range 
of mountains in the west, but between us and the mountains there rose 
right out of the level plain a huge rock detached from• any mountains 
near. You may have seen what are called bowlders of granite in the 
prairies of the West, isolated and alone, no quarry or known ledge of 
such formation within thousands of miles; such was this huge rock in a 
dreary waste. Independence Rock! It is rightly mimed. I may exagger
ate if I try to tell just how high it was. My memory of it is that it 
seemed fully one hundred and fifty feet high and covered about ten acre~ 
of ground. We climbed upon it, and saw hundreds, I suppose, of names 
inscribed or painted on it, but none engraven in it. Being naturally 
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ambitious we thought it would be a nice idea to have our names regis· 

tered there also, so we set about to find a nice smooth place to make the 

inscription. We had no paint, but thought we might cut ·our names with 

a hatchet we had along with us, but on making the effort learned the 
rock was so much harder than our steel hatchet, that we could not make 
even a noticeable scratch on it, so we must resort to other means. Upon 
close examination I discovered that many of the names on this Nature's 
Album were written with wagon grease from off the axles of the wagons. 
We had nothing except some dry powder with which, by mixing with 
moisture, we succeeded in fixing our names much like writing them in 
sand, for the first heavy rain would obliterate all evidences of our being 
there. However much I might feel to moralize upon this grand sentinel 

, set in the weary land, it was an interesting lesson. to me; but I will not 
we?iry you, but pass •on, as we did, towards the west. 

If my memory serves me right, eight [four] miles travel by the road 
brought us to the Sweetwater River, at the gap in the mountains where 
the river rushes through, called the Devil's gate. Sometime in the dim 
past the mountains by some throe of nature have been cracked or broken, 
as a huge cut, clean from top to base, and moved apart; and the river 
taking advantage, rushed through and has ever since kept its channel, 
although huge quantities of rock have from time to time fallen from the 
ragged walls on either side, which rise thousands of feet, sometimes per
pendicularly, sometimes overhanging, and sometimes receding; raising 
upward, making a grand sight, which to be appreciated must be seen. 
It was thought that parties could pass through the gate on foot, but 
teams and horses must go around the point of the mountain by the 
road. It' was Bro. J. W. Gillen's turn to drive our team, so William and 
I started out on foot. As we reached the ,outlet where the cold, clear 
water came tumbling over the rocky way, seeming glad to escape and 
rush away towards the plains, I determined to climb to the top, and 
cross the mountain, rather than risk a long, weary tramp hack in case 
we could not get through. I suspeCted that we would have to cross the 
rapid running stream several times ere we ·emerged from the canyon on 
the other side. I knew the water was very cold, and that to cross meant 
to plunge in and wade it, so I concluded to scale the mountain. I found 
the ascent was rough, but not of a hazardous nature, and as I climbed 
upward I found an abundance of interesting matter, which well repaid 
me for my labor. But ah! when I reached the summit what a grand 
sight was spread out before me! And as I turned and looked back the 
way we had come, I could see the wagon trail winding around the huge 
rock in the desert; and away towards the east the vast plain which 
seemed limitless; and to the wuth I could see occasionally the glint of 
silver as the river came in sight in its meanderings; while to the west 
lay a valley, a beautiful valley; and beyond, range upon range of rugged 
mountain scenery. North of me was the deep chasm, with the mountains 
rising higher and thus cutting off any extended view in that direction. 
[ sought out a fine resting place beneath a rugged pine tree, and rested, 
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aHd enjoyed myself until the sun's rays warned me that I better begin 
my descent. 

I must here digress a little at the risk of making my story tedious. 

On the plains, the day before we"reached Fort Laramie, I cut my hand 
badly. It happened in this wise: we came to a large patch of wild 
mountain currants. The fruit was ripening nicely. These were the first 
of the kind I ever saw; they were very palatable, and being the cook of 
the party I at once conceived the idea of adding stewed currants to our 
menu. I was in advance of the wagon, so I ran back to it and secured a 
two quart pail. I soon had it nearly full, but when I looked up to see 
where the wagon was I discovered that they had left me, and I knew 
how hard it was to catch up; but I had not yet secured all the currants 
I wanted. The idea occurred to me to cut some of the best laden bushes 
and carry to the wagon and pick the berries at my leisure. I took my 
knife and bent several bushes and drew my knife hastily across them, 
when from some cause it slipped and struck my left hand, cutting it 
badly. I was surprised as well as hurt, and the rapid flow of blood 
scared me a little. It is enough to say that I dropped the bushes, caught 
up my pail and hurried on to the wagon. I didn't want any more berries. 
We had nothing to put on the wound, in the Ehape of salve: One of the 
company used tobacco, and I had heard tobacco was good for wounds and 
bruises; so I bound up my hand in tobacco, renewing the plaster from 
time to time; but the cut would not heal, and a small roll of angry proud 
flesh formed the entire length of the cut, about one inch and a quarter 
long, and was very painful. Eight days I suffered with what patience I 
could muster, until I lost all faith in the curative virtues of tobacco upon 
my flesh. 

And now I resume my narrative on the mountain top. I noticed a 
gummy substance exuding from the bark of a sugar pine, or balsam fir 
tree; I gathered EOme, intending to try it on my sore hand. I staJ'ted to 
descend, and the way feemed easy for a time, and I made my way down 
what seemed to be a hollow or depression. The soil was light and dry, 
and my feet would sink into it, leaving a well-defined trail. As I 
passed along ·I noticed tracks leading downward, but I soon came to the 
end of the depresston, and as the track led on I approached what at 
first seemed a bench or abrupt drop off. I carefully crept to the edge and 
looked over. I fully expected to see the rocks but a few feet below, for 
the tracks plainly led rig1lt over the edge; but imagine my dismay as 
.I looked over, away down, down, five hundred feet or more I saw the 
w~ters of the river rushing madly through the rocky channel, roaring 
like a torrent! I was not long creeping away back up from that route 
and onto more secure ground, for I imagined that light, loose soil was 
creeping, creeping down over that fearful verge to the depths below. I 
finally made my way down on the western slope of the mountain, where 
I could distinctly hear the people conversing, and where they had gone 
into camp. I climbed out on a huge pile of rocks where I could see 
every movement in the valley. Professors Savage and Ottinger were in 
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the train, photographers, taking views, and I saw them getting ready 
to take a view of the very mountain side I was climbing· down. I could 
plainly hear all they said, but I shouted as loud as I could 'and for a 
long time, it seemed to me, but they could not see me. I waved my hat 
and shouted; but it was no use; I could not get them to see me. It 
seemed to me that I could pitch a stone right in among them. I con

-tinued my downward c·ourse until I finally reached the camp and looked 
up. I saw the point I stood upon when I made such frantic efforts to 
attract their attention, and lo, it was fully one half mile away. William 
had made his way up through the gate by wading some places waist 
deep in the cold water. He insisted that I owed the Devil toll. I told 
him nay, that I did not go through his gate, but that he did, and if he 
di.d not pay the old gentleman he was the one who owed toll. "Ah, well," 
said he, "you climbed over, and the good book says that 'he that climbeth 
up any other way is a thief and a robber'; and you have cheated the 
Devil." I told him that was the intention; that the very mission I was 
on was to cheat the Old Boy. 

But I wish to relate how my hand was treated. I tried to get the 
brethren to cut the roll of proud flesh out and put on a plaster of pine 
balsam, but neither one would do it, so I cut it out myself and put on 
my pLaster, and in less than a week the wound was entirely healed, and 
that alone paid me for climbing over the Devil's gate. 

It is with pleasure I recall events occurring on my mission across the 
plains. And while I may not fill my lines with doctrine, I shall endeavor 
to weave in enough to show a general watchcare of divine providence, 
and some events which denote almost. miraculous interposition for the 
welfare of the weak ones sent out in the Master's name; also some 
events which show the bent of the human kind when in an apostate con
dition. 

It must not be thought that a form of godliness was not kept up in 
the journeyings of these modern children of Israel; for as I remarked, 
discipline was observed from early morning till 10 o'clock at night. 
There was a call to prayer in the morning, when all who were not taking 
care of the teams were expected to attend prayer service; then the 
daily routine service at meal time. But the climax in service was at the 
close of the evening prayer service, when it was the rule to get out the 
violins and a general dance was indulged in. Old and young engaged 
alike when not too tired. At 10 o'clock, however, the word was passed 
around, "To your tents, and in twenty minutes lights out." . It did seem 
a travesty on religion, but many who were too tired to assemble at prayer 
did engage in the dance, and seemed to get rested marvelously thereby; 
and to be just I must say, many who attended the prayer service seemed 
disgusted at the conduct o:f' many at the dance, and some preferred their 
tents or wagons to either, but were visited by the teachers if they failed 
to be present at the evening assemblings. 

Our next adventure happened at the crossing of Green River. When 
we arrived upon the east side of the river the ferryboat was sunk, the 
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river was high, and the ferryman lived on the west side. Brethren 

Anderson and Gillen being anxious to get over the river, and in order to 

meet the excuse of the ferryman that his boat was sunk, volunteered to 

help raise the boat and repair it so we could get on and not' be delayed 
too long on the road. There seemed very little energy either on the part 
of the trainmen or the ferrymen. The water was cold and some one 
had to get wet. After a hard day's work the boat was raised. The 
next day crossing began, but our turn came last, and it seemed for a time 
as if we were not to get over at all. We assisted others, ·and then had 
in a manner to do the work of crossing ourselves. The ferryman did 
not so much as turn a hand to aid us; and when I asked what the charge 
was he quietly said, "Two dollars and a half," and when one of us remon
strated, he gave us· to understand we were not in the States, and we 
could pay it or suffer worse. This man's name was Robinson, and when 
I paid him there was some change coming to. me, and I received two 
badly executed c;aunterfeit fifty-cent currency notes. I knew they were 
counterfeit, but there had been so much ugly feeling manifest towards 
us here I deemed it best to say little, about it. This Mr. Robinson was a 
Mormon and kept a supply store, so called. The major part of his sup
plies were tea, coffee, tobacco, and whisky. I gave Bro. J. W. Gillen 
the "shinplasters," and he bought some suppiies 'and nothing was said 
on the presentation of that kind of money, for they knew very well I 

· had received it from them not thirty minutes before. The church teams 
did not bring the ferry much money, but he got receipts on or for tithing 
as his pay, and he did not feel over rich by reason of crossing so large 
a train, hence his exorbitant charge of the only ones who ·paid him 
money. So I made all the allowance I could for his treatment. of us 
J osephites. 

During our weary journey we witnessed many things which surprised 
us· and made us feel sad, but of such a nature that we. could not help. 
I remember upon one occasion I heard some angry talking, and made 
my way to the place from whence it came, and some of the women of a 
mess w:ere quarreling. I got there in time to see one sister strike 
another aged sister and knock her down right over the campfire, or so 
nearly so, I was afraid she would get burned. I was so shocked I could 
only look on for a moment, a'nd when I interfered and tried to calm the 
troubled spirits, and sought to shame them into better conduct, an elder, 
John Hammer, came to me qnd laughingly said, ' 

"0, that's nothing, Brother Smith; they will all have to be baptized 
over again when they get into the valley. It matters little what they 
do on the plains,. their rebaptism will set all things right, you know." 

This was the first time I had heard of their wholesale rebaptism and 
I was interested, and asked for further information, and was told that 
every man, woman and child who was baptized in the old country was 
required to be rebaptized on his arrival at Salt Lake City. What about 
those who were ordained in the old country? Oh, they were like all the 
rest, they liad to be rebaptized and reordained to make their priesthood 
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valid. Everybody who crossed the plains and went in over the rim of the 
basin had to be rebaptized. I did not understand it then, but I do now. 

The church in Utah was a new church under the leadership of Brigham 
Young, and was really the Brighamite church, and during their refor
mation a change had been effected and all had been baptized out of the 
true order into the apostate organization, apostles and ,all. This John 
Hammer was a volunteer driver from Bear Valley, Utah, and a good, 
sincer~ man, ,and certainly one of the best drivers in the train. He was 
a quiet man, and drove the team next mine, in the lead or ahead of me. 
He was well-informed, and after we became well acquainted, conversed 
freely with me. He took a wagon ,across the plains with a load of six
teen hundred pounds of merchandise and some baggage, the spokes of the 
hind wheels of which were loose in the hub when he started from Omaha. 
Good management and careful driving did it. 

We reached Cache Cave ,at the head of Echo Canyon, quite a large 
cave near the summit of the mountain, to the right of the wagon trail. 
We visited .the cave and found the walls and the ceiling covered with 
names carved in the sandstone. Here again I was seized with the mania, 
and I wanted to have my name registered on the tablets of this natural 
album. I sought in vain for space on the walls, but by standing up in 
my s,addle on the back of my pony I found space right in the very top 
.of the cave. I carved my name standing up on my horse to do it. See 
how easily we fall into the follies of the world! 

I had partial charge of the train that day, and was riding back and 
forth along the line to keep them together. In riding up to one wagon, 
one in which I knew there was a sick woman, I heard a groan. We were 
just well started down the descent into Echo Canyon, and the jolting of 
the wagon with brakes on was something fearful. I hastily rode forward 
to tell the driver to be more careful. As I got far enough forward to 
look into the w.agon,. I saw the driver (whom I knew to be a married 
man, whose wife lived in Bear Valley,) with his arm around a young 
woman evidently in the act of kissing her. He looked up with a silly 
grin on his face. I was so surprised and disgusted I rode on in silence, 
fearing if I said a:aything I would say too much. That night, if my 
memory serves me right, we camped on the Weber River, near a village 
called Coalville. At night I was on corral guard, and in making my 
rounds I. came to the wagon in which I had heard the groan iri the 
forenoon, and I learned the woman was dead. The prayer service was 
short so the dance could begin early. The bishop called out two men 
and I saw them take the p'OOr' woman out of the wagon, and wrap her 
up in the quilt she died in, and carry her out and dig a hole in the loose, 
gravelly soil and bury her,-not a hymn, not a prayer, not a mourner, 
and the dance went merrily on in the meantime. I being on corral guard, 
was permitted to see what others did not. I was grieved, dazed. I 
could not believe human beings, jet alone professed S.aints of God, could 
be so heartless. .There was no necessity for such unseemly haste. We 
had arrived within the outlying settlements. Two hours of the next day 
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could well have been taken to give the poor woman a decent, Christian 
burial. There was no contagious disease to cause such an unusual pro
cedure. 

I remember one other burial on the plains. A child died. The mother 
was sick of fever and could not leave her wagon. It was the second one 
she had lost since leaving the old country. The father was worn out 
with care and the weary journeying, but the father and the bishop, with 
one other, took the little body and carried it out at night and dug a grave 
and buried it, with nothing to mark the place to show where the little 
one lay. The poor woman grieved so sorely it was feared she too would 
die. Brother Anderson and I looked for a board, a stone or post or 
something suitable to mark the grave, but could find nothing more suit
able than the cover to our cracker box. We took that, and I carved with 
my knife and marked with a pencil the name, age, an,.d date of death 
upon it, took it to the mother and showed it to her, and went and planted 
,the board at the head of that lonely little grave. Frail as was the mark, 
the mother was comforted, and we were glad to see a better light come 
into her eyes. But I must return to our camp on the Weber. 

Having passed through the Indian country and arrived within the 
radius of the settlements in Utah, we were told we would have to take 
our mules five miles away from camp for grazing. It being my watch I 
took them and started, but something said, "Don't do it. There is 
danger!" I turned about and returned to the wagon, and tied the ani
mals to it. The brethren asked, 

''What are you going to do?" 
"I'm going to get them some hay." 
"Where, I'd like to know?" 
"0, back on the road a little ways." 
I had noticed as we drove fnto camp, some grass cut and raked up in 

the yard of a farm not more than half or three quarters of a mile away. 
I took a :mpe and started back. The brethren laughed at me, but I went 
on all the same. I went into the yard. A big dog came towards me 
barking and acting quite ugly, but I paid no attention to him. I walked 
up to the door and knocked. A voice said, 

'
1Come in." 
I went in and found a man sitting beside a fire in a wide, old-fashioned 

fireplace. I made my errand known and asked him if he would sell me 
an armful or two of hay. 

"No, sir; I have no hay for sale." 
After some little talk he said, "Do you belong to that train camped 

down on the river?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"They tell me a son of Joseph Smith the Martyr is in the train. Do 

you know anything about it?" 
"Yes, sir; you are rightly informed." 
"Well, I don't believe it. They tell so many infernal lies you can't 

tell -yvhen they are telling the truth. Do you know the man?" 
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"Yes, I am tolerably well acquainted with him, as I am the man 
myself." 

"What, you?" and he sprang to his feet and grasped my hand. "You 
the son of Joseph Smith? Which one of the boys?" 

I told him, Alexander. All the time he was looking sharply at me. 
"Yes, I see it. You are like him. Yes, sit down, sit down." 
I ,sat down and we had a long talk. He .was a Josephite-belonged to 

the Reorganization. Finally he said, "Yes, you can have all the hay 
you want for your mules. Bring them up here and I'll feed them. Tell 
the brethren to come up. I want to see them. Say, how would you boys 
like some nice, fresh potatoes, and some good cheese?" 

And when I went back to the wagon I carried some fresh potatoes and 
some of the finest cheese I ever ate. And I could not help thinking that 
God was good a:rd was still watching over us. Praise his holy name! 

(To be continued.) 

A PSALM OF THE DISTANT ROAD. 

Happy is the man that seeth the face of a friend in a far country: 
The darkness of his heart is melted in the rising· of an inward joy. 

It is like the sound of music heard long ago and half forgotten: 
It is like the coming back of birds to a wood that winter hath made bare. 

I knew not the sweetness of the fountain till I found it flowing in the 
desert: 

Nor the value of a friend till meeting in a lonely land. 

The multitude of mankind had bewildered me and oppressed me: 
And I said to God, Why hast thou made the world so wide? 

But when my friend came the wideness of the world had no more terror: 
Because we were glad together among men who knew us not. 

I was slowly reading a book that was written in a strange language: 
And suddenly I came upon a page in mine own familiar tongue. 

This was the heart of my friend that quietly understood me: 
The open heart whose meaning was clear without a word. 

0 my God whose love followeth all thy pilgrims and strangers: 
I praise thee for the comfort of comrades on a distant road. 

-Henry Van Dyke. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 278.) 

Those days on the western plains were full of peculiar kind
nesses and strange rebuffs. Perhaps those young missionaries 
walked to a greater extent than imagined, by faith; at least 
they turned what came to them to the best interest they could 
and kept cheerful and healthful as possible; laying the burden 
of care on the altar of morning and evening prayer. The 
letters of my father to his home people were full o.f interesting 
and sometimes rather appalling details of their open air 
journey. Unfortunately, these letters are not at my disposal, 
and many things that I write may be as "thrice told tales" to 
many who read. As my father left the friend of the wilderness 
with his gifts of potatoes and cheese, this little incident 
occurred, related in father's wor:ds, with the question leading 
to it: 

"Have you a jug or large bottle in your out.fit?" 
At first I did not "catch on," using a western phrase, but he told me he 

had some prime valley tan, and if I would accept he would give me a 
quart. He must have seen that I did not yet understand him. 

"Don't you know what valley tan is? Whisky, man, whisky; homemade, 
valley made whrisky." 

"Oh !" I said, "we none of us use it." 
"That don't make any difference; you better take some along. It may 

serve you better than money. You don't know what you may be called 
upon to pass through yet." 

So I got out a large square bottle I had in my cooking outfit, and he 
filled it for me"' I accepted it more to plea;se him than for thought of 
any good it would ever do for us, but subsequent events proved that our 
friend and brother knew the West better than we did, as I will record 
further on. But the brethren took occasion to rally me on my new 
addition to our missionary outfit, saying: 

"Going to convert the heathen with a Bible in one hand and a bottle 
of whisky in the other." 

At last we reached the rim of the basin, crossi,ng Little Mountain, we 
turned down through Parley's P·ark, on the headwaters of Cottonwood, 
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and on down through Cottonwood Canyon. In 'this canyon we met some 
horsemen. Among them was my cousin, John Smith, patriarch of the 
Utah Church, oldest son of Hyrum Smith the Martyr. I was riding our 
pony and was greeted quite warmly by Cousin John and those with him, 
and while the others went on and mingled with the emigrants, welcoming 
them to Zion, John turned back with me, and we rode together into the 
Great Salt Lake Basin, my cousin pointing out to me the points of interest 
as we entered the valley. 

I noticed a large adobe building, inclosed by high adobe walls, some 
distance to the left of the road, and inquired what it was. 

"The penitentiary," was his answer. "Would you like to go through it 
and see where we keep troublesome chartcters out .here?" 

And thus my father entered into this wonderful and treach
erous mission field, the Zion of the West, visiting first the 
penitentiary, and in company with his cousin John going next 
into his home. This .story will be incomplete without the 
relating of one or more of the Indian enc_ounters associated in 
his memory with those days of wonder and a.ctivity on the 
plains, and he has made the choice. 

Between Fort Kearney and Fort Laramie, along early in the afternoon 
one day, we saw what aroused our suspicion. On the hills to the north 
of the road, we noticed occasionally a horseman come into view for a 
moment and then disappear. Spyglasses and opera glasses were brought 
out, and we were soon satisfied there were Indians in the hills, and they 
seemed to be watching us. As we traveled on they became more numerous, 
and we could occasionally see two, three, or four, in groups. We fancied 
we could see them come to the brow of the hills and look down over the 
valley, and then ride back, to come again with others. Our men began to 
get nervous. There were only nine wagons and thirteen men in the train 
at this time, so the order was given to go into camp. We corralled our 
wagons, five on one side and four on the other, and stretched ropes and 
chains across the opening at either end to keep our stock in the inclosure 
·thus formed. We got out our guns, revolvers, and weapons, and got 
ready for an attack if such should be made. 

Towards evening we discovered, some two miles west of us, a large 
encampment of Indians, and we began to think we were in for it. Some 
one also reported a large train coming up on the trail we had just 
passed over in the forenoon. I saw the train, and others saw it. We 
confidently expected it to come up and camp with or near us. It seemed 
a very large train, perhaps fifty wagons. Night drew .. nigh. We set out 
guards, and those who could do so lay down to rest. But no train drew 
in. We expected perhaps a visitation of the Indians before morning, 
but the night passed in peace. 

Morning dawned bright and clear, but we could see no train behind us, 
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but could see Indians before us. We remained in camp two or three 
hours, expecting at any minute to see the big train, but no train came. 
In the meantime the Indians began to move. A chief came to our camp, 
having with him one young Indian, armed with bow and arrows. I gave 
the~ breakfast and managed to talk with them. He asked me where the 
train was going. I told him Powder River country. I noticed he looked 
glum at my answer. I asked him why the Indians objected to the white 
man traveling through their couritry. His answer was to the effect that 
they had no objection to emigrants going through, but they were opposed 
to the soldiers, or "Blue Pants," as he called them. I asked him what 
harm the "Blue Pants" did to the Indians. 

"He kill and drive away all the buffaloes, and the buffaloes are the 
Indian's bread. When the buffaloes are all gone, Indian's papoose will 
starve." 

"Do not the emigrants kill the buffalo also?" 
"Yes; but he don't ·stay and drive the rest way off." 
"How many papooses have you got?" 

He held up his hand with two fingers opened out, and pointed to the 
young man with him, and nodded his head, "Him one." 

After I had given him some slapjacks as bread for his other papoose 
he called me to one side and asked me for some whisky. I shook my 
head and told him we did not have any; the Great Father would not 
let us sell whisky to his red children. He looked at me and shook his 
head, then put his hand in under his blanket, and took out half a dollar 
and a little tin cup which would hold about a gill, and made m~ under
stand he would give me the silver for the cup fuli of whisky. Then I 
told him there was none in the train. He did not believe me, and inti
mated that he knew better. I said to him, 

"Come on and show ·me." 

He started quickly, leading me to one of the wagons, which had what 
was called a side pocket, in which was a keg .. I knew what was in the 
keg, so told him to hold his cup, but when molasses began to come instead 
of whisky, he turned away with disgust. 

"Wah! No good!" 

However, he could not give up the idea that I might get him some
thing to drink. He again put his hand under that old blanket and held 
out a whole handful of silver half dollars, and wanted me to fill his cup 
with whisky. Instead I gave him some sugar and sent him off. 

We soon broke camp and started on. We met many Indians who 
greeted us with the word, "How?" 

Bro. James Gillen, who had been on guard all night, climbed into the 
wagon and went to sleep. Bro. William Anderson drove the team, while 
I rode the pony. 

This little pony grew strongly into the affections of his 
slender, blue-eyed rider, and seemed to like his quick and 
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vigorous movements and cheerful, animated voice, who got 
beat in his first Indian trade, 

I soon met an Indian who carried a nice, new, double-barreled shotgun, 
who bantered me for a trade for my rifle. Now I had no desire to trade. 
My, rifle was an old one, muzzle loader, had been a good one of its kind, 
but was worn out. The shotgun in the States was worth three or four 
of the rifle, but out on the plains where shot could not be had, the rifle 
was the better possession. I wanted some buckskin for some purpose, 
and the thought came to me that I could get it in the exchange. So I 
told him if he would give me a pair of moccasins and a deerskin with 
his sho,tgun, I ·would swap. He consented, gave me a pair of new mocca
sins and his shotgun, I gave him the rifle and we started back to the 
village to get the buckskin. My Indian was on foot, I was mounted. 
We met several mounted. One of them looked so much like the one I 
was trading with I thought they might be brothers, and I asked if they 
were. He said they were, and called his brother and instructed him to 
ride back with me and get the deerskin. 

I never for one moment thought the poor Indian would play a trick 
on me, and swindle me in the trade. The mounted Indian was riding a 
rather tall, American horse, a good one by the way, and as we trotted 
along, Mr. Indian bantered me for a swap. I shook my head. Then he 
bantered me for a race. I laughed at him and told him his big horse 
could easily outrun my little pony. But as we rode along he increased 
his speed until he led me in the race. Our horses were now running. I 
tried to keep up, but to an observer it looked as if I were chasing the 
Indian. I was armed with a brace of revolvers and a shotgun, he with 
bow.and arrows only. It occurred to me, just then, that the Indians might 
not look upon my chasing one of their number as an altogether innocent 
proceeding, and might deal summarily with me. I was chasing him right 
into their village, or camp. I checked my mad career and rode slowly 
into the camp, but my Indian had given me the slip. I could not find 
him, so I appealed to the chief, and told him my story. He said he 
would get me the buckskin. He rode round to the tepees and came back 
to the road whe.re I was waiting for the train, and unrolled one of the 
finest buckskins I ever saw. It was white as muslin and soft as velvet, 
but lo! he wanted five dollars for it. It was not to be mine unless I paid 
him for it. That was altogether a new deal, but I wanted that deerskin, 
so I offered him two dollars and a half for it. No; he shook his head. I 
then told him I did not want it. He wanted I should have it, however, 
and .offered to take four dollars. I shook my head. Then he came down 
to three dollars. I told him I would not take it at any price, for he had 
a double tongue and would want it back. This seemed to touch him. 
He didn't like it a little bit, and I did not get my buckskin. There were 
about five hun.dred warriors in this band. They formed in two lines, one 
on each side of the road, and we drove between them. They belonged to 
the Cheyenne Sioux. They were a fine looking lot of men, and well armed 
with heavy rifles. They were friendly enough. They told me they had 
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just been up to Fort Laramie to get their annuity. Brother Gillen slept 
soundly as we passed the Indians drawn up on dress parade, and never 
knew till we told him, that we had been at one time completely sur
rounded by an armed body of about five hundred mounted Indians. 

And now I will relate the ·sequel to my gun trade with poor Lo. That 
evening after we had camped I got out some lead and cut up some to 
;make shot and loaded my shotgun and went out to hunt a rabbit. I had 
on my new moccasins with rawhide soles. A jack rabbit got up and 
started off, I fired and broke a leg. I ·tried the second barrel but it would 
not go off. Something was wrong. As my rabbit was crippled, I thought 
I would catch it, ·so off I ran. Round and round we went. I forgot I 
had on moccasins and undertook to head off my game by running through 
a patch of small ground cactus. But I stopped quite suddenly. Only 
about three ·steps among the fiat green leaves was far enough. I forgot 
•the rabbit in my new employment of picking the cactus points out of my 
feet. The soles of my moccasins were literally pinned fast to the bottom 
of my feet, and when I examined the gun, one of the tubes was bursted, 
so I had only a one-barreled shotgun after all. The Indian knew he could 
not get that gun .repaired on the plains, and was glad to catch a tender
foot like me; and, by the way, my feet were tender after my plunge into 
that cactus bed. I want to say right here, I didn't blame that Indian, 
and if I ever had any. compunctions of conscience for trying to cheat the 
poor Indian, I lost every whit of it in pulling those cactus thorns out of 
my feet. But, after all, it was not a bad trade, aside from my lesson. I 
afterwards traded the shotgun to a white man for two large revolvers, 
one of which was broken, but when I got to Salt Lake City I got it fixed 
-cost a quarter. I left it at the city, when I went west, mad Brother 
Gillen sold it for twenty dollars. I wrote him to use the money in hiring 
a hall to preach in, and he used it for gospel work. 

Thus did he make the best of things and turned to account 
the "broken things of hope." 

By invitation Elder Anderson and my father made their 
home with John Smith, Uta:h's patriarch, and they were royally 
treated by both him and his brave and noble wife. Elder 
Gillen was in his final field, and rested at the home of Elder 
Mark H. Forscutt. · There was indeed joy in a few hearts in 
that city at the coming of these Josephite.s. 

We foUow the diary further: 
As soon as we learned that the train had arrived in the city we hunted 

it up. At first we could not definitely locate it, but we finally found it 
shut up in the tithing house yard. M. H. Forscutt, William Anderson, 
James W. Gillen, myself and my cousin, John Smith, presented ourselves 
at the gates and requested to .go in and see the emigrants. There was a 
guard at the gate.s who asked us what we wanted. We explained that we 
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had traveled across the plains with that train and naturally we desired 
to see the folks. 

"No, sir; you can't go in. That man didn't cross the plains in this 
train," pointing to Brother Forscutt. 

John Smith now stepped forward and introduced me to the guard as· 
the son of the Prophet. 

"Well, you two can go in," said the guard; but I was not willing to go 
in and my brethren barred out, and I said, 

"No; I'll not go in if my brethren can not go also." 
To say we V.:ere surprised is a mild expression. Here was a whole 

emigrant train of nearly, if not quite, two hundred and fifty men and 
women, in a free country, corralled or shut up, and not permitted to see 
or be seen by those who had traveled with them day after day for weeks. 
We felt just a little indignant, but were to meet other surpri·ses still 
while we sojourned among the "faithful." 

We turned away from the yard and •started down towards the business 
part of the city. At the crossing of the street, in front of the tithing 
house office, almost, we met several women whom we recognized as part 
of our train. As we met them I spoke, but received no recognition, and 
instantly I was impressed, "They don'·t want, or are afraid to recognize 
us," so I did not repeat the salutation. But William, not to be set aside 
that way, s·tepped forward and repeated it, but got a cold stare, and 
"We don't know you, sir." He tried to call to their minds the fact that 
they had tramped day af·ter day together coming across the plains, but 
the women still said: "We don't know ·you, sir." 

"Oh, come along, William! Don't you see they don't want to know you?" 
I exclaimed. 

Numbers were beginning to collect, ;SO we hastened on, joking Brother 
William on his meeting his friends. We returned to Cousin John Smith's 
to talk the situation over. I made inquiry why we were not permitted to 
see the emigrants, and finally obtained the information tha•t they were 
erigaged in securing notes from man, woman, and child for the cost of 
transportation from Liverpool to Salt Lake, and none were allowed to 
escape or go ·their way till they had given an ironclad note of hand that 
they would pay such amount to the church or perpetual emigration fund. 
This note was in such form that anything they had or might acquire wa.s 
at any time suibdect to attachment, so if the party became disaffected 
religiously, or desired to move from one settlement to another, they must 
have a permit from the bishop, or their goods were attached to pay that 
note. 

Thi's. may be explanation sufficient for the fact that so many 
who were disappointed and disgusted with the church affairs 
made no seeming effort to leave there. 

These same emigrants were assigned locations in different settlements 
and must at least abide there until they paid such obligation to the 
church; and was told by one who spoke from experience, that he knew 
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these notes were a standing menace held over many a poor soul for 
months and even years .... Many who had paid their allotm~mt, but took 
no receipt, had to give their note or pay it over again, for they learned 
that elders on missions in the old country, who were dependent upon the 
Saints for their daily bread, were very different creatures when they got 
into Utah; and many who made homes for the brethren and gave them 
freely of their hard earned means while in the old country, wh(!n they 
came to Utah were not recognized by the recipients of their bounty. They 
would pass them in the streets with a cold stare, and when spoken to 
would say, "There is some mi•stake. I don't know you." 

I remember a little instance of this kind of ingratitude. We were 
camped at Red Butte one evening, when there came up a storm which 
threatened to be serious. Elder Pusey and !his •as·sociate, Elder Stayner, 
who were returning home from a long mission to England, had up to 
this time slept under the wagons, there not being tent room for them. 
Our tent was large enough for a double or field bed for four, and as 
one of us stood guard every night we invited the two elders to bring 
their blankets and share our tent, for the night at least, to be out of 
the storm. But it turned out the storm was mostly wind, a cold blast 
from the mounta·ins. They came in, and from that on until we arrived 
at the city, the two elders shared our bed. Well, we never dreamed of 
such a thing as the cold shoulder from these two men; but on the firs•t 
Sunday after we got in, we attended meeting in a temporary bower built 
on the temple lot, I met those two, Eiders Pusey and Stayner, face to 
face in company with John Smith, their patriarch, and they gave me the 
cold stare and passed by on the other side, like the priests of old did 
the poor man who fell among thieves. I've always kind of patted myself 
on the shoulder, so to speak, that I did not make a fool of myself at that 
time, but I felt like booting the contemptible ingrates. 

Cousin John asked me if I would go up and sit on the stand, if re
quested to do so. I told him yes, but he need not trouble himself; there 
was no danger of my getting an invitation. However, he went up to the 
stand and I saw him in conversation with the presiding officer. I saw 
him point me out. I saw the man shake his head, and John came back to 
me and said he told him he thought it wouldn't do. John seemed hurt 
and plagued, but I felt like laughing. He, too, had some surprises in 
store. 

I subsequently met some of the emig:mnts on the street who told me 
they had been sent to one of the settlements at ·some distance from the 
city and had been warned to have nothing to do with apostates, and 
especially to avoid the J osephites; "But you have been. so kind to us we 
feel ashamed to treat you so. We are confident there is something wrong 
here. We are not treated with the same cordiality here we· are in the 
old country." Thus in conversation with the emigrants themselves we 
learned how they were treated, and the process of distributing them 
among the faithful in outlying settlements ... 

My father and companion stayed in the city fifteen days, 
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each one full of interest in memory and in purport. We can 
only notice a few of them. 

Bro. William Anderson, in company with Bro. J. W. Gillen, immediately 
began mission work south of the city, and in the southern part of the 
city. In company with my cousin John I made some visits and filled 
some appointments but did not meet the general good fellowship my 
cousin anticipated for me. The reason, I ·presume, was apparent. As 
soon as I was introduc.ed to anyone, at once I was catechized on the dif
ferences in our faith, and everybody had a testimony, which I was in the 
habit of comparing with the books and written history in the Journal of 
Discourses, Millennial Star, and Times and Seasons. The contrast and 
discrepancies in their testimonies, as compared by the books did ·not 
please them, and more than once I was told, "The books are a dead 
letter." "We don't care anything for the books. They are not worth the 
ashes of a rye straw." "We have the living oracles." 

I well remember a conversation with a one-time prominent member. 
When I quoted the Book of Covenants he said, 

"Oh, yes; that was well enough in its time, but we can't be governed 
by those cast iron books. We have outgrown them. They did well enough 
for the church in its infancy, but they are too narrow and straight for 
the church now. ' 

Another one, when I remarked that either they lied in their testimonies 
or else Joseph and Hyrum Smith lied in the Times and Seasons, answered: 

"Oh, that's nothing; I hold the priesthood, which authorizes me to lie 
for the good of the church." 

My answer to this was, "That may be, sir; but of one thing I am 
certain; you never received that priesthood from God." 

The time finally came for William and I to start on our way west, for 
our field was California. The day was set, but two days before we were 
to leave some one came to me and asked me if I would speak in public, if a 
place could be got foi; me. I answered yes. Two of the Utah church 
members had formed a company and fitted up a public place of amuse
ment, an open air resort, a public garden, and thought it a good idea to 
advertise it by having me preach in their garden, and so billed the city, 
and we delayed our going. I spoke in Line and Fox's Garden and at 
this time drew the ill will of those in authority, by speaking plainly upon 
the subject of polygamy and showing it to be condemned by the Bible, 
Book of Mormon, and Ddctrine and Covenants; also by Joseph and Hyrum 
Smith in Times and Seasons. I called the attention of the people to the 
inconsistency of voting to indorse Brigham Young as prophet, seer, and 
president of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints in all the 
world, when Mr. Young himself publicly denied being "a prophet or a 
son of a prophet." Immediately my statement was denied and a voice 
made the statement: "It is not so. It was a mistake of the reporters." 

I answered: "If so, it was never corrected in the manuscript nor in 
the proof reading, and was published in the Journal of Discourses, Mil
lennial Star and Deseret News. 
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Another voice; yes, dozens of voices said: "That is so." ·"We heard 
him." "There are over three hundred witnesses here who heard him say 
·so." "We heard him." I was told afterward that President Young was 
present at that meeting. 

For a few minutes there was great excitement, but I dismissed my 
meeting in quietude. I had noticed a tall, military looking individual 
standing near, but a little to one side and behind me. At the close of the 
service he 'pressed forward and grasped my hand in a firm grasp and 
said, 

"Go ahead, Mr. Smith; you have taken the right stand. You have more 
friends here than you know of." 

Myself .and cousin, Joseph F. Smith, came in contact at this meeting, 
and at its close he came to me. We had a long talk, he claiming that I 
had injured his feelings personally. I told him if I had wronged him and 
he could show me my error or injustice I would correct it. As we con
verse~ we were walking towards the central part of the city. I had 
intended to stop that night at Bro. M. H. Forscutt's, east of the theater. 
I noticed among the many who were going in the same direction a man 
who walked just behind us. At first I thought nothing of it. Joseph F., 
his wife, Lovira, and Samuel B. Smith, with myself, made up the party. 
But I finally noticed this man kept pace with us and seemed to be lis
tening to our conversation; I walked on past where I should have left 
the party to go to Mark's and ·stopped in front· of the theater building. 
The streets were well lighted here, just near what used. to be the wood 
market. Here we stopped and were engaged in conversation. I expected 
here to take 'leave of my relatives. for the night. I had said some bitter 
things for them to hear, and was aware that what I had said would 
create great excitement, so we were talking over the matter. Joseph F.'s 
first wife and Samuel were rather inclined to indorse my position, but 
Joseph F. was cont•entious. He remarked, however, ere I left him, "So 
far as the books are concerned, you have them on your side." 

While we were conversing a man approached us, in the street, off the 
sidewalk. There were trees growing at the edge of the walk and a water 
ditch between the sidewalk and street proper, where the shade of these 
trees fell on the •street from the brilliant lights in front of the theater. 
From this deep shade this man approached us. Something seemed to say, 
"Beware of that man.'' I noticed how he was dressed, as well as I could 
in the semidarkness. He was a short, thickly-set man, apparently dressed 
in the garb of a farmer, but wore a large shawl, thrown around his 
shoulders, with his right arm free, his hand thrust beneath the shawl, 
which was held in place by his left hand. He wore a dark, broad-brimmed 
felt hat, ·slouched over his eye·s a little to one side. As he approached us, 
he remarked: 

"I WQUld like to see Mt. Smith.'' 
Some ·One remarked: "Which Mr. Smith do you want to see? We are all 

named Smith.'' 
"Mr. Alexander Smith," was his answer. 
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"That is my name, sir," I replied. "What do you want of me?" 
"I would like a few minutes' talk privately with you," was his answer, 

and he ·stepped back into the shade of the trees. 
I told him: "I 'have no secret or private business with any man in the 

Territory. These parties with me are relatives. If you have anything 
to say to me say it -in their presence." 

"My business is of ·a private nature with you and concerns you only," 
he replied. 

Instantly I changed my mind as to where I would pass the night, and 
I told him to meet me at John Smith's in the morning. I would remain 
there until ten o'clock and await his coming. Joseph F. had ,stepped to 
one side during this conversation, but Samuel had drawn closer to me, 
and now stepped right in before me and the ·strange man and demanded: 

"Who are you, sir?" 
"My name is Jones." 
''Where are you from?" 
"I live in the country." 
"Well, this is no time for business. It's near midnight. Come around 

in the morning. My ·cousin will meet you at the house ·of the patriarch." 
At this the man withdrew into the darkness of the street and shadow of 
the trees. 

It is needless to ·say that the man never came to see me. Now I do not 
know whether that man intended me any harm or not, but the circum
stances were suspicious, to say the least of it .... 

I carried out the change of plan so instantly formed, and walked with 
my cousin to the residence of John Smith, where I remained till nearly 
ten o'clock next day, waiting, thinking perhaps Mr. John Jones might 
possibly call on me; but I waited in vain. [As I remember my father's 
relation of this affair the man was tho·ught to be a life guard of 
Brigham's, named Ross.-V. E. S.] 

Finally Brother Anderson and I hade Bro. J. W. Gillen good-bye and 
took up our journey westward. We could not shake off a 'Sense of fear 
that perhaps we might he followed and lost on the plains, as William 
had offended by his outspoken criticism of ways, men, and principles he 
found promiscuously spread around in the city by the salt Dead Sea of 
America. And I had spoken grievous things, hard to bear, in my last 
effort in Line and Fox's garden; so we resolved to be cautious, at least 
for a time, in choice of camping ground. 

Our first camp, if my memory serves me right, was at the settlement of 
Tooele. Here there were a few who wer•e hardy enough to bear the 
name of apostate and J osephite .... 

After leaving Tooele ou~ next camp was in Rush Valley, and here we 
were alone. We went into camp early and fed our mules; were visited 
by several inquiring our destination, who we were, etC., etc. Our camp 
had the appearance as if we were fixed for the night, but when darkness 
had fully come down on the valleys, and all was 'still, we quietly geared 
up our team and drove on four or five miles, turned off from the road 
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and made a dark camp, at least one. half mile from the road, among the 
wild sagebrush. Our team had once been government mules, and we 
learned incidentally that one of them had been a pet of the soldiers and 
had been taught many tricks, and this mule became very useful to us in 
our night watches. She was afraid of Indians. She seemed to be able 
to smell them if they were within a quarter of a mile of her. An Indian, 

JAMES W. GILLEN, 

a wolf, or a strange white man could not come near our wagon, with 
Jenny tied to it, without her awakening anyone· sleeping in the wagon. 
She would be vety quiet so far as noise was concerned, but would put 
her nose against the wagon cover and rub in a manner that would surely 
attmct attention, and if anyone of us spoke to her, or put out a hand 
and 'stroked her nose, we could soon tell if anything was wrong on the 
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outside. If a.wolf, coyote, or dog was around she would quiet down when 
spoken to; but if an Indian was prowling around, one or both of us had 
to get up and move around, and see that all was right, before Jenny 
would quiet down. We were not molested, however, and for several even
ings we made false campings in the same way. 

We frequently met Indians, and of one of these I got some pine nuts, 
a very fine flavored nut which grows on the sugar pine tree. They form 
in the cones of the pine. The Indians use them for food. I traded some 
crackers and a little flour for perhaps two quarts of them. They are 
very rich and oiiy. . . . 

Our route took us through Bingham Canyon, gold mining district. In 
this valley we camped near the residence of the man who killed James 
Monroe. Our provisions were running low, so I took a sack and went 
over to the house and tried to purchase potatoes. Of course we made 
known who we were in the course of our C'onversation, and I secured all 
the provisions I needed. I here learned that this man, to use his own 
language, was "Simply living on borrowed time," and at any time the 
destroying angels might find him, and then his friends would find him 
in a water ditch or on the roadside with his throat cut or a bullet hole 
in his head. He talked with me with tears in his eyes, and I saw the wreck 
of a once bright man. He now was scarcely ever sober, or free from the 
influence of liquor, and said he had been sentenced to death and only 
waited the execution of the sentence. Whether this was true in fact or 
whether it was one of the vagaries of a diseased mind, I am not prepared 
to say. Certainly it was a reality to him. His family treated us very 
kindly, but this man was a living evidence of the truth of the saying, 
"The way of the .transgressor is hard." ... 

From this settlement we traveled over the stage route to Austin City, 
Nevada, a route evidently only traveled by the stage, and which led 
across mountain, desert, and plain, and in our journey, we ran sho1't 
of food for our poor mules. The grasses gave out, and for days we could 
not find grass for our team. We camped generally at or near stage 
stations where relays or changes of horses were kept, to change and 
keep Uncle Sam's mail moving. I ,saw fine large stacks of hay in the 
corrals around the stables, and I thought perhaps I could buy an armful 
for the mules, so at one of our camps I told WilHam I was going to try it. 
He took the mules to find some grass if possible, while I began the task 
of getting supper. I had plenty of time, so I went into the cabin of the 
station keeper and started a conversation. The man was inquisitive, and 
asked what kind of an outfit we had, etc. I finally asked him if he 
would not seH me an armful of hay for my mules. "No, sir; not a 
pound!" After a little more talk he asked me if we had any whisky a~ong 
with us. Instantly my valley tan came to mind and I said yes, that I 
believed we had some, somewhere in our kit, and if he would come out I 
would try and find it. Well, he came out. I got out the big brown bottle 
and told him to drink. I thought perhaps one drink would be enough. 
He drank, and it was like oil to his tongue. He talked glibly then, and 
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one of the best things he said was, "If you boys want any hay for your 
mulep go and get it"; and when William came back, not only his supper, 
but a good supper for the mules was ready, and the station keeper had 
taken a second drink from the brown bottle. 

Next morning a fine roH of hay found its way into the back of our 
wagon and that man'•s heart was warmed towards us by another drink 
of our valley tan. When our hay gave out, I once more asked a station 
keeper to sell me a little hay. "No, sir; you can't get a pound of hay 
here. Why, we have to haul it a long ways, and we can't spare it." 

"AH right, I will pay you well for it." 
"Money is no object in this case, ·Sir." 
I turned about and went to my wagon, took out my mess chest, and 

sat the big brown bottle down on top of it till I got out the stove and 
built a fire. I felt impressed that my man was watching me. By this 
time I knew what a drink of whisky meant to those mountaineers or 
plainsmen. I was not deceived; in less than five minutes that man came 
sauntering out, careless like, and stood watching me, and I as careless 
like asked him if he would not have a drink. "Well, yes; I believe I 
will; we men don't often have a chance to taste a drop"; and this man 
turned back as he started for the house and said, '·'If you want some hay 
for your mules, go and help yourselves." I then thought of what that 
brother told me when he gave me that homemade whisky: "It may 
answer better than love or money before you get acros•s the mountains." 

Brother William ra.Ilied me on my missionary effort, but said it was 
like the missron of the whites to the heathen: "The Bible in one hand 
and a bottle of whisky in the other." 

And so the mules werre fed on "valley tan" a few times, if 
only by proxy. And hay they had to have, as my father's 
recital will disclose. 

We were fortunate in getting hay, for we had desert to cross; one 
stretch of ninety miles wi·thout grass or water; we had a barrel, and lilt 
the last good water we filled it and began the terrible journey, traveling 
by night and resting by day during the heat. One twenty miles' distance, 
the ground was white with salt and alkali, not a living shrub or tree, 
neither animal nor bird; a dreary waste. Brother WiLliam· lay in the 
wagon asleep while I drove. I hail read of the desert and heard ,tales 
told of the dreary wastes of sand, but this was salt and soda; a crust 
one eighth of an inch thick covcered ground and everything. The road 
looked like a narrow gray ribbon stretching away into the darkening dis
tance. A feeling of gloom came over me, and Iike the boy going through 
the graveyard by moonlight, I whistled and sang to keep my courage up; 
and still that .creepy feeli.ng would come over me. I wonder if any of my 
readers ever felt that way? 

Before entering upon this weary waste we fil[ed aH our vessels with 
water from a clear, cool spring on top of a mountain, called Diamond 
Springs. I thought, what a queer place for a spring! and the water was 
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as good as any I ever drank. We came to one station called River Bed, 
situated in the middle of a dry river bed. The stream had once been a 
ri¥er of some magnitude, f'or it was deep and was near, if not quite, half 
a mile between the two banks. Where the station had been the land had 
sunk down for acres all around and water had raised, a strong, brackish, 
alkaline water, and the water was literally filled with a large black water 
bug from one half to an inch in length. The surface of the earth had 
the appearance of having been burned; rocks, ground, 'everything, had 
been passed through the fire. It may have been volcanic, but it had been 
burned just the same. 

Ninety milles of such utter desolation and then we came to Willow 
Springs; water slightly brakish, but possessing wonderful magnifying 
qualities and filled w.ith thousands of little fish. The water was warm 
and pleasant to bathe in. I undressed and plunged into a basin which 
was perhaps thirty or forty feet across, and seemed to be about eighteen 
inches deep; but I soon learned how deceptive appearances were, for 
when I stood upon the bottom the water came around my neck. William 
began to laugh at me. I did not know what pieased him so, but soon he 
told me that my body and limbs had shortened until I was not two feet 
tall and I had widened out in proportion until I was a monster to look at. 
I could not prevail upon him to get into the water so that I might a;lso 
see the phenomenon. I could only realize the power of the water when 
I waded out to the bank, and as I neared it there seemed to be a bench 
of eighteen or twenty inches up•on which I had to step. I raised my foot 
to make the step, when down I went. There was no bench there, no rise 
of earth, but a gentle grade to the water's edge. Brother William laid 
down on the ground and 'laughed at me, but wouid not as much as wade 
in above his ankles to allow me to laugh also. 

Nothing was quite so tempting to my father as a good 
swimming hole or "fishing. quarry." He loved the water and 
was happy and at home in it. The little incident back of the 
divide was closed, but not finished, as this little story will 
prove. 

We were getting short of feed for the mules. I mean grain. I had 
paid as high as ten cents a pound for ground bariey to keep my team 
in good heart. Our meat supply was also gone, and what was worse, our 
money was all gone. We were in the desert and slough of despond. We 
were driving along one dray, nearing a station called Ja;cob's Wells. By 
the way I must describe a station: on this route. A small adobe brick, or 
sun-dried mud cabin, a pole fenced corral or yard, broad, low shed, or 
stable for the horses, also built of poles and mud. I often wondered 
where they got the poles and water enough to make adobe or sun-dried 
mud bricks in that desert country. These miserable buildings consti
tuted a station. This day we had the wagon cover off, as it was cooler 
without it; one of my revolvers was hanging upon the wagon bows, one 
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of the two I traded my Indian shotgun for. A man on horseback came 
along the road; he saw the revolver, reined up his horse, and inquired, 
"Whose revolver is that?" 

"Mine, sir;" I answered. 
"How will you trade it for a smaller one?" 
"Anyway to make you safe, sir. What kind of a gun have you to 

trade?" 
"A Colt. I am hunting horse thieves and my gun is too small." And 

he handed me a citizen's Colt revolver, a new one. 
I looked at it and said, "I'll trade for five dollars to boot." He passed 

over to me a five dollar gold piece, and I handed him my revolver. I 
to>ld him I had some cartridges which I would also sell him. I paid 
seventy-five cents a box for them at Counci1 Bluffs. I showed them to 
him. 

'·'What do Y'OU want for them?" 
"A dollar and fifty cents a box." 
"I'll take all you have of them." 
I turned out seven boxes, I think, and he paid me the gold for them. 

When the man rode away I took off my hat and shouted. I turned to 
William and shook the shining gold pieces at him and said: "When we 
get to Austin, we will get some bacon and tea, also some feed for Jenny." 
I fancy that the Lord had something to do in sending that man along 
that desert road, to meet us and help us just in the nick of time, when 
most needed. At any rate, a few days later when we drove into Austin, 
Nevada, I was able to buy a good supply for both man and beast; and 
I came to the conclusion that the Indian did not get so much the ad
vantage of me if he did swindle me out of my buckskin. 

That mule Jenny was a source of amusement and incident
ally profit to the travelers. 

At Austin we found a brother in the church, and concluded to rest a 
day, so drove up near his residence. The next morning was Sunday. 
We took an early ramble to see the mines, tying to the end of the wagon 
tongue by a full length lariat, so she could reach both ends of the wagon 
-our watch mule Jenny. On our return we found a stranger standing a 
respectable distance with the mule between him and the outfit, with her 
ears laid back, looking cross and ugly. "What kind of a mule have you 
got there? She won't let me come near the wagon." 

"That is her business; that is what she is there for, sir," was our 
answer. 

Our stay at Austin was brief, as we were anxious to go on over the 
mountains ere s:old weather set in, and snow made the wagon roads 
impassable. There was no event of much importance occurred until we 
passed over the forty-mile desert at the sink of the Carson River. Our 
grain food for the mules getting lower than we desired, when once more 
our guardian angel seemed hovering near, for we very unexpectedly 
came upon a party who had more of a load of freight than he wanted 
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for his team to pull, and he very kindly let us have a couple sacks of 
ground barley at twelve and one half cents a pound. It seemed a high 
price to pay, but we were glad to get it, even at that price. We would 
not have been able to buy it at all but for my trade with the Indian and 
the subsequent revolver trade. 

On and on that Indian lived for ever in my father's kind 
heart, as long as it beat on earth. 

Arriving at Carson City, Nevada, I spent two or three days visiting 
a cousin who lived there. The nights were getting cold. Ice an inch 
thick would freeze in our water pail over night and camping out was 
getting tedious. My cousin, Mr. Warren Wasson, proposed that we sell 
our outfit and make the balance of our journey on the st'age. We still 
had the Sierra Nevada Mountains to cross, and snow had fallen already 
oti part of the range. We made the effort to sell, but found no marke1;, 
no buyer, so we were compelled to move on. We started on with the 
intent if possible to make the crossing of the mountains before the roads 
were blocked by snow. 

We were moving quietly along in the afternoon of the day we !'eft 
Carson. I was walking. William was driving the team. We saw a 
comfortable farmhouse on the right side of the road. Here the road ran 
between two good fences and evidences of thrift were on either side of 
the road. I saw a woman come to the door and look up the road in the 
direction that we were. She went back in the house and in less than a 
minute she came to the door again. She raised her hand to her head 
and shaded her eyes and gazed fixedly at us, and then came out and 
walked down to the fence to a large gate, opened the gate, and as we 
came on near enough she called out: 

"Drive right in here, brethren. You are not to go any further now. 
You need not look so surprised. I know you. I know who you are." 

By this time she was near me and held out her hand and said: "This 
is Bro. A<lexander Smith," and she grasped my hand in a firm handshake. 
"That man driving is Bro. William Anderson." 

I stood as if uncertain what to do. 
"Oh, drive in. You are to stay with us a while. I saw you in vision 

several days ago, and have been l<ooking for you every day since. t 
recognized the very clothing .you have on. My family belongs to the 
c.hurch, and you have- a home right here, and are going no ·further until 
you rest up." She rattled on ·as rejoiced and glad as if we were her own 
kindred just returned from a long stay away from home. 

We learned the kind people who thus opened their home to us had 
indeed been looking for us for several days upon the strength of a 
spiritual manifestation given to the sister, with instruction to receive 
us and administer to our wants, and Bro. and Sr. David Jones faithfully 
carried out the instruction and made the missionaries feel at home. Our 
surprise was complete, for we were not aware of any church members in 
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·i that vaHey, but we soon learned there was a branch in Jack Valley, some 
living on adjoining farms to Brother J·ones." 

We met with the Saints after the news was spread through the settle
ments and again ·we were advised to sell our outfit and stage it the rest 
of the way. So we unloaded the wagon and I sought a market for our 
team. After a few days an opportunity offered and Brother Anderson 
went over the mountains to Sacramento, I remaining to effect the sale. 

It must not be thought we were idle while sojourning in Jack Valley. 
Bro. Abednego Johns and others made our stay pleasant and we held 
meetings in Genoa, Garson City, Silver City, Gold Hill, and Virginia, and 
other neighboring settlements, as a result of our being so providentially 
stopped. My cousin finally came to me with an offer of a hundred dollars 
gold for our team. It was ihardly one half .~ts value, as we thought, but I 
deemed best under the circumstances to •accept •it, and afterwards learned 
that I did remarkably well to get that much for the outfit. The wagon 
was a good, new wagon, but what is C'alled .a: narrow track, while all ve
hicles in that country were wide track, and nobody wanted a wagon which 
would all the time be running two wheels in the track and two wheels on 
the ridge. The old horse mule gave out completely, upon being turned 
into pasture, but Jenny was as good as gold and reaHy worth all I got 
for the outfit to anY'one who had any use for a mule. It was the general 
verdict that I did well to get twenty five-dollar gold pieces and go on my 
way rejoicing. I think our good care of the team and an ever watchful 
Providence had something to do with keeping our team up to the hard 
journey we made with it. 

And now, as I was getting the remaining things ready for the stage 
journey, a good sister came to me and asked me if I was armed. I 
smiled as I answered: 

"Why, no; nothing of a warlike character more dangerous than that," 
and I held out a common pocket knife. 

"Well," she replied, "the stage is so often held up and the passengers 
robbed I thought you ought to have a gun of some sort," and she 
handed me a small pocket derringer pistol, and insisted upon my taking 
it, saying it might save my life. I took the pistol, put it in my satchel, 
and when I got aboard the stage .stored the satchel in the boot of the 
stage, thus being armed and ready for road agents. 

My journey from Genoa to Sacramento was a safe and pleasant one, 
except the cold experienced among the snow-capped peaks of the Sierra 
Nevada Mountains. The snow had fallen heavily. I saw two or three 
abandoned houses which the weight of snow had broken down, mashing 
their roofs flat; but as the United States mail was carried •on that stage 
line the road was kept open, and as we ·Sped along at full trot I thought 
how trying a slow, toilsome climb and a camp ·in the snows would have 
been, and I hugged myself and was thankful an all-ruling Providence was 
still watching over me. And as I look back over that l•ong, weary journey 
and remember how often the evidences of a divine interference for our 
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good was manifest, I am still thankful, and I feel to give thanks to God 
and acknowledge his goodness all the day long. 

Leaving the Carson Valley at or near the little viUage called Mottville 
beginning the ascent, and for seven miles it was a steady climb up, up, up, 
in zigzag course, sometimes crossing our own track by bridge over the 
head of some deep cut or gulch. . . . 

Great trains of heavy teams were c·onstantly passing over. The road 
was so narrow that places were prepared at convenient distances where 
teams could pass each other. To avoid meeting on narrow p1laces, the 
teamsters had bells on their mules· or horses, which could be heard for 
long distances. Teams coming down the mountain; on hearing the bells 
of ascending teams were warned to turn out on those places prepared to 
let the dimbers pass. 

That mountain road was a curiosity to me; sometimes it clu~g on the 
side of the mountain like swallows' nests to the side of a barn, being 
supported and held by masonry, a wall of many feet in height being 
necessary to hold the dirt and macadam of the roadbed. At times, sitting 
on the top of the stage, I could see down over the waU, hundreds of feet 
it seemed to me, right on the top of tall pine and spruce trees, a 
vedtable forest below. The heavy freight teams traversed this route by 
day while the United States mail had the exclusive right of way at 
night, everything getting out of the way for Uncle Sam's mail wagon. 
A spl'in~ler passed over the road once every twenty-four hours to keep 

· down the dust, and keep the road hard and in good order. It was slow 
climbing going up, but when we were once at the top and on the down
ward grade on the west side, we made up for lost time. It seemed as 
if the stage must go off sometimes as we rounded a sharp curve on a 
swinging trot. It made a man unused to it, naturally incline or lean 
towards the mountain, in spite of the assurance, "It's perfectly safe, 
there's no danger." · 

It seems to me now, as I write, looking back over the events of 
ministerial experiences, that God'.s watch care has been so marked, in so 
many ways and in so many instances, that it is difficult to select from 
among the many and relate in detail special instances. 

(To be continued.) "'- , 
d ' 

Truth is vague and helpless until men believe it. Men are 
weak and frivolous until they believe in truth. To furnish 
truth to the believing heart, and to furnish believing hearts 
to truth, certainly there is no nobler office for a human life 
than that.-Phillips Brooks. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from volume 4, page 411.) 

Upon arriving in Sacramento I was received with rejoicing, upon the 
part of the Saints, and for a time found a home at Bro. and Sr. Joseph 
Vernon's, who did everything in their power to make us comfortable. 
And now memory revives, and brings to mind some of the spiritual feasts 
we enjoyed in Sr. Anna Vernon's best room, where the Saints gathered 
for prayer from time to time. 

We found the work in a sad state, because of the disaffection of George 
P. Dykes and his power to deceive and draw the Saints after him, and 
for a season our time was fully occupied in going from branch to branch, 
correcting and setting in order the errors ta.ught by the dissatisfied ones. 

I remember, as the rainy season drew near, we were desirous to visit 
a little branch in Amador County, JlP in the mountains, where George 
P. Dykes and E. C. Brand had labored and organized after their trouble 
and separation from the church, in the neighborhood of where Brother 
Brand resided. I wish here to do justice to the memory of Bro. E. 
C. Brand. Previous to our visit on this occasion, he came to me and 
desired rebaptism. I was impressed with the sincerity of his profession, 
and promised to let the issues of the past, so far as his disaffection and 
connection with George P. Dykes were concerned, alone, a dead issue. 
He would be silent upon it, and preach the gospel, pure and simple, and 
build up the kingdom, and no longer pull down. 

Contrary to the ideas and opinions of some of my brethren, I baptized 
and ordained him an elder, and sent him out to preach. And he kept 
his promise to me, and was a feerless, untiring missionary for years, 
and died at his post of duty, literally with his armor on. 

But to return to my story. We started for· Amador County, three of 
us,-Bro. William Anderson, Bro. Brand, and myself. Much of the 
way had to be traveled by stage. Some rain had already fallen, but we 
aid not think enough had fallen to yet interfere with travel; but we found 
the lagoons full of water, and many places we had to drive around, skirt
ing bodies of water where ordinarily the road was dry and hard. In 
one place ·the roadbed had been washed out, and a deep pool of water 
remained. As the driver turned to drive around it, I thought he was 
quite too near the break, and was a little fearful. There were six China
men and two white men on the inside of the coach, and one of the brethren 
outside with the driver. Just as I was calculating the chances of an upset 
into deep water, the wheels nearest the water began to settle, and before 
the driver could turn onto solid ground we felt ourselves going over. The 
stage settled in the wet ground; the wheels sinking in, acted as a lever, 
and held us from going clear over in the water. The coach lay on its 

65 www.LatterDayTruth.org

Owner
Typewritten Text
[from Journal Of History vol. 5, 1912]



BIOGRAPHY OF ALEXANDER H. SMITH 

JOSEPH VERNON. 

These worthy people remained steadfast friends to father until 
their death. 

55 

side, two wheels in the air and two in the mud and water. Now I wish 
to say that it didn't take long for three white men and six Chinamen 
to get out of that coach. Had the coach turned a little further, or had 
the ground been less hard next the bank, the two under wheels would 
have been broken clear, and some one would have been drowned, for the 
water was very deep where the coach would have gone down. 
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We got the coach out and continued our journey, arriving at the foot 
of the grade up the mountains, after dark, stopping at a village for the 
night. The sky was dark and threatening, and it rained hard in the 
night. 

In the morning it was still raining, and much doubt was expressed as 
to our being able to proceed, because the mountain streams were swollen; 
they were dangerous in crossing, and the road crossed them many times 
in making the ascent. However we got the teamster to try it, and away 
we went, in mud and water and rocks, so rough we could scarcely keep 
our seats. We climbed upward about ten miles, and met an increased 
volume of water, and our driver said he would go no farther. We had 
twelve miles yet to go. We held a council, and the three of us agreed 
to go on. We paid our teamster and he turned back, and we started on. 

In the course of half a mile's tramp, we discovered w~ were forced 
to leave the road, and in fact were compelled to climb to the summit 
of a long ridge and keep on the ridge to avoid the streams which were 
now so swollen we could not cross them. The clouds settled down, and 
rain came down in torrents; and to make it more disagreeable, the wind 
began to blow, cold and raw. Being compelled to follow the ridge, of 
course we had to travel many miles out of the way; but there was now no 
help for it; we could not go. back, we must go on. Without dinner, 
without supper, (of co1;1rse you know that was a great cross for me,) we 
toiled on. Darkness came down, and such darkness; it seemed as if we 
could feel it. 

Well, sometime along in the night, Brother Brand said, "Cheer up, 
boys, we are almost there"; and sure enough he soon led us stumbling 
into his front yard and rapped upon the door, and we were welcomed by 
a much frightened woman, Sister Brand. We had sent her word we 
were coming, and she felt sure we were on the mountains in the storm; 
but her fears soon passed away as she busied herself getting supper and 
dry clothes for three half-drowned and nearly frozen missionaries. 
Say, Saints, that supper was good. But oh, how it did storm on the 
mountain that day! When I pulled off my boots that night, there was 
something less than a quart of water in each. Thankful? Yes, we were; 
we gave thanks to God, and after supper we had songs and prayer; and 
oh, so tired we went to bed to gain much needed rest. 

I think I E-~l_lnever forget that long, cold, wet, tedious tramp, facing 
a fierce wind. and driving" rain~on-theridge-ofthe-mountaill.!Ieel 
siiii~c[:th"at -G"a"d -dir~cted QUJ:" cour~~~~f!>"i}lon~_=()t u~ . iia~~-ever been 
over the roUte -befQ"re; and . only a . general . kno_wle<'!ge_of. _th~ dJreet!on 
weslioiila-go w~~ "had by Bro. E. C. Brand, an9. :we.we:r:eled right-1D"to 
his front yard. Dark, oh so dark! but_G:oi!_j_s __ goo~'L;. and._ca:re_s _f()rihose 
who~_t:r:ustQim. ----- -- ---- . - -~ 

At this point, Amador County, California, we found quite a nice little 
branch of Saints, who had organized under the teachings of Bro. 
Brand and George P. Dykes, when they .were not recognized as having 
authority, or even having a membership. Brother Brand coming back to 
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them under the new regime, it was easy for us to explain and correct 
the erroneous teachings which they had imbibed, and I baptized four
teen, and Bro. Anderson three more, and organized them making a 
good branch, and after a very pleasant week, we journeyed toward the 
Golden Gate again. 

On arriving at San Francisco we were desirous of getting rates on as 
many passenger transportation lines as possible, to aid us in traveling 
over our large field. We learned it was customary for transporta
tion companies to favor ministers of the gospel; and while we were 
willing to travel on foot and without purse or scrip when absolutely 
necessary, we nevertheless believed that we had a right to travel by 
quick transit long distances, when the generosity of the Saints and the 
world made it possible. Hence we sought the offices of the transporta
tion companies. 

We were just in from the mountains in the rainy season, and we had 
a call to come to Los Angeles, five hundred miles south. We were travel 
stained and looked a little rough. When we made our wishes known 
over the office counters the clerks looked and seemed to take our measure 
by our looks. I knew right away there was trouble ahe3,d. 

"Where are your credentials, sir," came in stiff, cold words. 
We had some difficulty, notwithstanding we had letters of appointment, 

in convincing them of our rights as clergymen. Finally we were told 
that we had better call next day. 

As we left the office, I remarked to Bro. William Anderwn: "Next 
time I come to ask favors of public conveyan~e companies, I will have 
a sleek hat, a black coat, a stand-up collar, a white necktie, and an 
umbrella; see?" 

Well, next day we fixed up, and went down town and called ort several 
companies. One look at our slick get-up was enough. They never once 
asked, "Where are your credentials?" We got what we wanted without 
trouble. 

As we were sent out to prove the world, we considered it our duty to 
give transportation companies the opportunity to recognize us, and in 
some sense receive or reject our mission: we were at times treated with 
marked courtesy, and at others to insult and· contumely. 

Of their trip by water to the southern California field I find 
this pleasant little item: 

On going aboard the steamship, I think it was the Orizaba, we were 
just a little anxious about being seasick, neither of us having traveled 
by sea. It was in the evening when we passed out of the Golden Gate; 
and as our vessel felt the inrush of the old Pa~ific at the heads, she 
began to toss and pitch and act like a bucking horse. Contrary to the 
predictions of many of my friends, I was not seasick. At first I felt 
a peculiar faint feeling at the pit of my stomach, something like the 
feeling one 'has in a swing, wh~n swinging high, just as the swing starts 
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to descend; but that soon ceased, and in common parlance, I soon had 
my sea legs on, and thoroughly enjoyed it. 

But where was William? I met him a few times, at first, as I prome
naded on the upper deck, and then I missed him. When I sought him, 
after the shade of night had obscured the sight of land, I found him in 
his berth, carefully lying on his back, to prevent that terrible nauseating 
feeling called seasickness. 

The first night on board was a revelation to me. The phosphorescent 
sparkle as the vessel broke the waters into eddying circles and left behind 
her a long, ribbonlike wake, was a new experience, and· I never tired 
watching it. On the following morning the sea was smooth, William 
better, and all feeling well. 

Sometime in the night, on the second night out, I was awakened by 
William who was in great agony with his teeth. He had caught cold 
and had the toothache. He wanted me to go_ to the steward's room and 
see if I could get him some mustard for a plaster. I wondered then, and 
have since, why he did not go himself; why he sent me! Of course I 
was on good terms with the steward, always am on shipboard. Well, 
I went in search of mustard, past midnight. Everybody except night
watch and crew were in bed. However, I found the mustard cruet and 
made a plaster. 

I had never had any experience with mustard plasters, nor had William, 
but I made a plaster and put it on his face. He lay down, and in less 
time than it takes to tell it was fast asleep. Of course I didn't sit up 
to watch him sleep. I also went to 5leep and it was sunup on the deep 
ere I awoke. I aroused William. We got up and went on deck. I asked 
him about his toothache. He said it didn't trouble him; but for several 
days I noticed him picking shreds of dead skin out of his whiskers. 
The mustard had gotten in its work while he slept; and if it had not 

been for his thick beard, he would have had a bad face. As it was it 
gave him little trouble, and we both learned it was hardly proper to 
put mustard as a plaster next to the bare skin, even if it did stop the 
toothache. 

We reached the port, San Pedro, in safety, at low tide, and were sent 
ashore in a small tug, or barge, having pointed out to us, by one of the 
passengers, a sort of tripod monument, set up to mark where a serious 
accident occurred some years before, in which several lives were lost 
by the bursting of a boiler on a small steamer used as was the one taking 
us ashore. There was no long pier then, no large warehouse on shore end 
of pier, no railroad, not even the convenience of a hotel to receive pas
sengers; etc. 

We were landed, and had to wait and watch and claim our baggage 
and contend for a seat in or on the stagecoach, for an eighteen mile 
drive across the mesa to Los Angeles. 

From this city to San Bernardino, sixty miles, they went by 
stage; there they did a great work in building up the branch. 
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One can hardly estimate the inconv~niences and trials of 
these young men as they journeyed through the Golden West. 
Each of them lived to see that beautiful land beribboned with 
railroads and dotted with beautiful stations where travelers 
might rest. One of them chose that distant land of California 
for his home and there lay down to the long rest. Of the 
w0rk accomplished there in those busy months in the sixties I 
must speak further. 

There were many old Saints in San Bernardino and her 
valley towns and some of them in darkness. For the.re were 
many familiar spirits abroad in this beautiful valley; and some 
had turned to infidelity; but some knew the old gospel sound 
and my father baptized thirteen in Warm Creek, and on the 
same day seven more in the city Zanja (or Water Ditch). 

November 12, 1867, we find our young missionaries in San 
Francisco buying tickets for New York, and on the 15th the 
Saints on the wharf wave a good-bye to the vessel that carries 
them out of the day into the night--homeward bound. At the 
September conference, held in Watsonville,, these men had 
presented an official farewell to the mission and the addre~_of 
my father on that occasion follows: 

l Beloved Saints; Greeting: Whereas, I, being called on a mission to Cali
. fornia, by a conference held at Plano, Illinois, April 6, 1866, did, on the 
20th day of May, 1866, in company with Bro. William Anderson, take 

' leave of my family and all home endearments, to cross the dreary plains, 
mountains, and deserts, in full faith believing God had called me, and in 
this faith I left all I held most dear on earth, in the hands of him who 
doeth all things well, and took my chance in the dangers incident to a land 
journey across this vast continent. My companion, Bro. William Anderson, 
and I, have endured many hardships, but we count them as jewels of 
worth, as every trial of our faith that we overcame, every temptation we 
resisted, every hardship we bore, will be as faithful witnesses in our be
half, in that day when we are called to render an account of our steward
ship. We now have been laboring over twelve months in California, and 
you know with what spirit we have labored, and I believe none can say we 
have been slothful or negligent in our duties as missionaries. I have met 
:the Saints in every phase of life, I have endeavored to teach the principles 
of love, charity, forbearance, hope, faith, and loyalty to God and his 
Son Jesus Christ. I have endeavored to share your sorrows, bear your 
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burdens, and lighten your trials; your griefs have been mine as well as 
your joys; I have prayed for you, have been sustained by your prayers, 
as well as the bounteous provisions for my own personal comfort. I have 
met you in joy, I have met you in trouble and shared the same. I h1.ve wept 
at parting, and rejoiced to meet you, and in all these scenes I have seen 
the workings of God's Holy Spirit, and I thank him for all his mercies to 
his choice people. I have tried to unite you in one in love and faith; 
how successful I have been you know best. You also know what Spirit 
I have brought into your midst, and that Spirit I endeavor to leave with 
you in our temporal separation, and I pray to God to continue that same 
Spirit with you, as I do know it brings "peace," "love," "joy," and con
fidence. But now the time draws nigh for my return to the bosom of 
my family, and I grieve to leave you, yet rejoice because of the antici
pated joy of meeting mother, wife, children and brothers after so long 
a separation. It will be joy indeed to meet them once more, and now as I 
contemplate leaving your midst, I wish to leave with you some few words 
of exhortation. In view of the past troubles in which you have been 
mixed, let me say, the same cause will produce the same effe~ts, and 
now I warn all Saints to beware of self-exaltation, and avoid being 
lifted up in your own estimation. If you are wise, give God the honor, 
nor boast of your wisdom and power, as God is the giver of all we have 
and are; and again; never let minor differences in opinion on doctrine 
separate brethren, nor set up your own construction of the law of God 
as supreme, for there is a possibility of your being mistaken, or deceived 
by a wrong spirit; and again, be diligent in watching, not your brother 
and neighbor, but yourselves, and see that you study ;to make your
selves approved workmen, minding your own business and letting others 
do the same. If you will do this, you will in the future avoid much 
trouble and vexation of spirit; and one more point, I wish you to notic~, 
and that is, do not look for perfection in man till He who is perfect is 
come, even Jesus our Lord; never pin your faith to the sleeve of any man 
nor make the arm of flesh your trust, for as sure as you do, you will 
meet with disappointment, and a severe fall. Worship God, and have 
your faith firmly fixed in Jesus Christ, and you never will be shaken in 
time nor eternity. 

I desire in this brief letter to the Saints, to express my gratitude 
for the love they have shown to me; I fear I can never repay them for 
all their kindness; I can only say I pray God to reward them fourfold, 
nay, tenfold, both spiritually and temporally, and in the future I ask 
you still to pray for me that I may prove faithful to the end of my days, 
and be saved in God's kingdom. 

In the future should God call me to return to your midst, I shall feel 
sure of a welcome, for I know the faithful hearts that beat in the bosoms 
of the Saints of the Pacific slope; I know the fountains of love that 
abound in those true and faithful souls, obtain their supply at the 
fountain head, even God our Father, who art in heaven. Now you have 
the assurance that my prayers shall ascend in your behalf, and may 
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peace, joy, love, and union, be and abide with you, both now and for ever, 
in time and in eternity, is the constant prayer of your servant in the 
gospel of Christ our Lord. 

ALEXANDER H. SMITH. 
WATSONVILLE, CALIFORNIA, September 22, 1867. 

Always a lover of outdoor life and especially fond of the 
water, those few days on shipboard were pleasant indeed to 
him, for seasickness was a thing unknown to him. On Sunday 
they were invited to hold service in the cabin. The morning 
had been occupied by a Catholic, a Methodist, and a Spiritual
ist. As soon as Elder Anderson began speaking the Spiritual
ist began annoying him with questions until his impertinence 
was stopped by the captain; threatening irons if he did not 
keep order. On past the coast of Mexico they moved through 
pleasant sunny weather until November 27 they were awak
ened at one in the morning at the booming of the signal gun, 
and found the boat at anchor at San Juan Del Sur. With 
much danger and difficulty the landing was made and the trip 
of twelve miles on the back of a native pony quite across the 
mountains to Virgin Bay was found to be pleasant and agree
able. There a boat waited to carry them across Lake Nicar
agua. The boat was small and crowded and the crossing was 
made in the night. At the landing the passengers change to 
another boat and start down the River San Juan. Through 
sunny, picturesque, and interesting spots they traveled; again 
they change boats, after walking around the rapids. Here 
two boats are waiting and they rest for the night. The trip 
for miles down the river was a succession of troublesome 
sand bars, from which the passengers often had to help lift 
the boats; the weather hot and murky. At last they reach 
after a clear night's run, Graytown, where they board the 
steamer Santiago De Cuba going to New York. It was rain
ing when the ship set sail, but my father still escaped sea
sickness, so distressing to most of the passengers. 

On December 4. Everyone felt better, for the sea ran calm, 
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and at night they sighted the lighthouse on Point Antonio, 
Island of Cuba. The items in the diary tell of the weather 
growing gradually colder until under date of December 8 
they can not keep warm on deck, even with their heavy over
coats on. 

December 9 they landed in.New York-both well and happy. 
Every bit of the journey was interesting to my father. A 
hard journey, you say, but far easier than the weary overland 
trip by team across the continent. And now I find the final 
entry in the diary, and he is safe at home, thanking a "kind 
Providence governed by a merciful God." 

Months before he had dreamed that he went home and the 
tiny, flaxen-haired babe that had never yet seen him had put 
out her dimpled hands and immediately appeared to know and 
love him. As he neared the old home the dream kept recur
ring, and he wondered if she would. As the stage rolled along 
over the frozen river road that lay between Hamilton and 
Nauvoo he grew impatient. It was dark, and he knew that 
although he could not see them, familiar scenes were being 
passed. He fell to dreaming what they were doing at home. 
Ah! in the Mansion there were anxious hearts. They knew he 
had left San Francisco, but that was all. "Where is Aleck, do 
you suppose, mother?" the little wife had asked that evening, 
and the anxious face of the mother put on a look of assurance 
that her heart did not feel as she talked cheerfully and sensibly 
of the probabilities. The possibilities of the last nineteen 
months had been so terrible that she did not speak of them 
any more. She kissed the baby good-night, held the lighted 
lamp until the little woman with the baby had crossed the long 
dining room and called back, "All right, mother." She saw 
her pass into the lighted hall to her own room, the sunny, 
southern family room, then she closed the door, drew her 
chair closer to the stove, in the big, comfortable kitchen, and 
who can say what she did. This woman who had for a life-
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time stood over against anxiety, trouble, and unprecedented 
perplexities without one to lift the load, even for a little while. 
Suddenly there was bumping and banging outside the house, 
and the swaying rocking-chair in the south room stopped. 
A quick, springing step came down the hall; the little woman 
sprang to the door. She knew that step. The baby laughed 
and held out her tiny hands, and the wanderer gathered wife 
and baby into his ·arms, and through the long dining room 
came another,-she too had heard and knew,-what mother 
would not? The two sleeping children roused up, the boy 
shouting, "Papa," the girl turning_ shyly away from the man. 
From the office came the "Major's" (father's step-father) 
voice, "I knew your voice, Aleck." There until the first streak 
of dawn they sat around him and looked and listened, too 
happy to sleep. Mother and son crying for joy, and the little 
wife laughing joyfully. The little girl born in November 
after my father left in May and named by him Ina Inez, was 
as happy with him as though he had always been near. She 
was a sunny, sweet child anyway, and gave no sign in her 
happy nature of the sorry vigil through which her mother had 
passed, after she watched her husband go from her to what 
seemed to her a certain death. Outside the winter winds swept 
down the streets, cold with the breath of the river, and the 
old signboard creaked and groaned, and somewhere a loosened 
shutter banged dismally against the old house, but they heard 
it not as in past nights, long and dreary. Whatever this long, 
and at that time, dangerous journey cost my mother or grand
mother, they counted it their sacrifice for the gospel, for which 
the older woman had given so much and the younger was yet 
to sacrifice. To my father it brought a degree of polish and 
self-composure. His highly impulsive and emotional nature had 
learned lessons of control and a smoothness of movement that 
made a change in the inner man not noted so much perhaps in 
his outer action, for he never lost his genial, cordial way of 
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greeting humanity, and the quick call of recognition to all 
friends and happy greeting to children, always ready and genu
ine. Soon after the return to Nauvoo he took up the matter of 
removing his family to a place where they would be nearer 
railroad facilities and the church center, choosing Plano, Ill
inois, as that place. In March, 1868, they located temporarily 
in three small rooms in the second floor of his brother Joseph's 
house. A lot was secured near the church and a house planned. 
In the April conference of that year the family were all to
gether once more as the Mother of Blessed Comfort came to 
visit them and attend conference. There was at this con
ference an appointment to the Pacific Slope Mission consisting 
of W. W. Blair in charge, Alexander H. Smith assisting. In 
May Elder Blair started by way of New York to his mission, 
accompanied by Bro. Elijah Banta, the unsettled 'condition 
of my father's family making it impossible for him to go 
at once. During the summer he built a plain, neat little house 
on the new lot, and the meager supply of furniture was moved 
into it. The slightly built, quick moving young architect 
being carpenter, painter, and assistant mason. This was the 
first home my parents had ever owned and occupied alone. 
It was on the adjoining block to the Stone Church. And my 
father found time to lend a willing and anxious hand toward 
the building of this the first church of the Reorganization 
deeded to the Bishop. Dedicated November 15, 1868. In the 
fall father labored as he could locally, and in March a third 
little daughter, fair and plump, with bright blue eyes, came 
into the tidy little home and was blessed in the new Stone 
Church by Elder Isaac Sheen and Pres. Joseph Smith, with 
the beloved name of Emma, to which was added in honor of my 
mother's sister, that of Belle. 

It was while still weak and too ill to leave the house that 
my mother suffered by the shock of the death of Aunt Emma, 
the wife of the president of the church. 

75 www.LatterDayTruth.org



BIOGRAPHY OF ALEXANDER H. SMITH 65 

At the annual conference in the month of April, 1869, my 
father was appointed a mission to the Pacific Slope, in com
pany with his younger brother David. This appointment 
brought mingled feelings of gladness and regret. He knew, 
as he did not before, something of the inconvenience, sorrows, 
perplexities, and sacrifices of a missionary, but he had learned 
too the joy of sacrifice and the blessing of a service in his 

Residence of Alexander H. Smith at Plano, Illinois, in 1863. 

ministry; and now, too, the mode of travel was luxurious 
compared to that other trip. Cheered by the promises of 
brethren that his family should have their careful and faith
ful attention and want for nothing, he put the clinging arms of 
his little ones away, kissed the little wife, and started May 20, 
1869. He knew that the brethren were abundantly able to keep 
their promise and he had faith in their integrity. Going first to 
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Nauvoo to bid his mother farewell and to look after some busi
ness, he preached at different places along the way, and we 
find. him June 2, his thirty-first birthday, visiting with his 
mother, wandering from rooni to room in the old home, build
ing a little fence, and eating a strawberry shortcake for the 
birthday honors, prepared with the inimitable skill of his first 
love among women, his mother. With many a tear the start 
was made from there. He and his brother David leaving Nau
voo one Friday morning, watching as long as in sight the 
dear old home scenes. They drove away from Montrose soon 
after dinner, going by wagon to String Prairie. Here they 
attended a conference. From this conference Elder John H. 
Lake was also starting on a long mission to Canada. At Vin
cennes they took train on the Des Moines Valley railroad, 
looking back in answer to the waving farewells from the group 
of Saints on the porch of Mrs. Nellie Griffith's home. At 
. Farmington they stopped again for meeting, and on Tues
day morning started for Des Moines, which city they 
reached about five in the afternoon. Here they spent the 
night and part of Wednesday, then started on "towards the 
setting sun." Their next stop was at Council Bluffs, on June 
10, 1869. From here they moved northward, meeting Bro. 
Edmund L. Kelley. A peculiar bond of union seemed to attach 
to this meeting, for David H. Smith and Edmund L. Kelley 
were born on the same day in the same year. On to Deloit, 
Gallands Grove, Six Mile Grove. Ah, who can tell the pleasures 
and profits of the sojourn of these faithful ones in these and 
other branches in this stronghold of the faithful? From Plum 
Creek they finally started west, taking train at Omaha, going 
over from the Bluffs by bus. How keenly the mind. of each 
turned from the muddy, surly face of the .Missouri to the mem
ory of the dear old face of the Mississippi, so lately seen shin
in·g clear and blue in the summer sunlight. They traveled as far 
as Columbus, Nebraska, stopping here at the home of Henry J. 
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Hudson. There was in my father's mind almost constant com
parison with a former journey over this same country. The 
welcome given by Elder Hudson to these two young men was 
warm and generous, and the July 11 services were indeed 
memorable to all, and full of comfort, even in history. The 
little branch came together with rejoicing and partook of the 
sacrament with the brethren, in the evening holding preaching 
meeting. The next morning they left the hospitable shelter 
of the Hudson home at Columbus. Columbus was thus one 
of the landmarks for the weary missionaries who traveled 
westward in the early days, a blessed landmark, although 
oftentimes sad scenes and sad memories came to the minds 
of these same missionaries as they rolled pleasantly along in 
the luxury of latter day railway train. For were they not 
bearing messages of hope and truth to the wanderers from 
the old-time religion of their fathers? While day lasted my 
father recounted little stories from his memorable trip over 
these plains made in a slowly moving covered wagon. Here 
he took a side trip on his pony; that point of mountain he 
saw at such a time, and he could hardly help a little feeling of 
homesickness for sight of some of the scenes they had wit
nessed in 1866, but not any of the delights of the change in 
mode of travel were lost to him. The thirty-five miles by stage 
that finished their journey to the door of the Salt Lake House 
in Salt Lake City was dusty and rough-and father told how 
he made the last stretch of his other journey into the city on 
the back of his pony, as though it were a pure delight in 
comparison. 

One of the pleasant things connected with father's first 
mission to the West was the collecting of subscriptions for the 
publishing of the II1~PJI'~!i_T_ranf:JlatiQn. How eagerly the 
Saints hailed this blessing, promised to their fathers long 
years before. The rustle of the leaves of the first edition, now 
in the hands of the Saints was almost like the whisper of 
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angel voices echoing across the hills from New York. That 
Inspired Translation of the Scriptures seemed like the welding 
of a strong link in the chain that bound the Saints of the 30's 
to those of the 60's. Especially was it held precious to those 
contending against the plural wife doctrine, for in it they 
found proofs past denying, and cherished it accordingly. 

It was on the start for this mission of 1869 that father re
ceived this little poem from the pen of Uncle Mark H. Forscutt. 

"Onward, faithful, veteran soldier, 
Few more brave and wise than thou; 

Once I saw thee face the vaunter, 
Pluck the laurels from his brow; 

Now again I see thee enter 
In the lists, the foe to face; 

God protect and bless thee, brother, 
Guard from ill in every place. 

Thou hast borne the brunt of battle, 
Boldly like a champion stood, 

Unflinching 'gainst the priests of error, 
True to honor, true to God. 

"Noble son of noble father, 
Living proof of mother's care; 

Happy those who entertain thee, 
Who thy company shall share. 

I have proved thee always faithful; 
Manly honor sits enshrined 

Upon thy brow; thou seek'st no honor 
Save in right, from humankind. 

Thy wife and babe God keep from harm; 
Freddie, Vida, Inez, too; 

Oh! The sacrifice is Christlike; 
Brother, dear, a fond adieu!" 

(To be continued.) 

There are mflny kinds of love, as many kinds of light, 
And every kind of love makes a glory in the night. 
There is a love that stirs the heart and a love that gives it rest, 
But the love that leads life upward is the noblest and the best. 

-Henry Van Dyke. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 68.) 

The first call made in Utah was at the home of John Smith, 
son of Hyrum Smith, the Martyr. Here my father found a 
pleasant home on his visit three years before. The master of 
the home was absent, but his wife, known to all the family 
as "Cousin Helen," greeted them with a warm and kindly wel
come. This lady was always a favorite with those of the family 
who were favored by knowing her, and her brave, fearless, 
generous, though modest character has made her a figure of 
importance and beauty in the story of our people in Utah. 
She insisted upon this occasion that the personal baggage of 
these travelers be brought to their home. 

As my father ·and uncle passed up the street from this call 
they met their cousin John, who immediately insisted upon the 
same move as outlined by his wife, and he presently prevailed, 
and within that hospitable home they spent many pleasant 
hours.·· The first day was spent in visiting the Saints, and 
looking up places of interest, new to Uncle David. Beautiful 
under the sun of July lay the city, but the tumbling waters.of 
crystal clearness pouring into the city creek from the great 
flume, the blue mountain, the cool shadows of the many trees, 
nor the silent waters of the great salt sea called to the heart 
of my nature-loving father that seventeenth day of July, like 
the souls of hundreds that seemed in a midnight bondage. In 
company with his brother David and cousins John and Samuel, 
George A. Smith and his son, John Henry, he went ·to have 
audience with the mightiest man in that great city-Brigham 
Young. 
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The meeting was preceded by a great deal of formality. 

Although President Young was receiving Senator Hopper's 

party, he excused himself to greet these sons of Joseph Smith 

and usher them into his office. Here they waited while the 

president returned to his guests of state in an adjoining room. 
The waiting proved long and awkward in its attendant cir
cumstances. When at last they were called into the presence 
of Mr. Young they found awaiting there in the commodious 
andpleasantly appointed room, George Q. Cannon, John Tay
lor, Joseph F. Smith, Daniel H. Wells, Joseph Young, Phineas 
Young, Brigham Young, jr., and several others, besides Presi
dent Young. These S'at about on sofas and easy chairs, and 
took little part in the conference. The president received them 
almost gracious~y at first, but when they asked the use of the 
Tabernacle in which to preach, the atmosphere changed, and 
instead of cordiality there were heaped bitter and malicious 
words upon the ch'aracter of Emma Smith, and these young 
men had great peed of self-control. Writing of it later, my 
father said: "I have had many trials in my short life, of the 
power of control over my passionate temper, but never in that 
short life did I have need of strength more than I d-id yester
day" (July 17, 1869) . On the wall near them hung fine paint
ings, one a portrait of the martyred father and the worshipful 
husband of the mother of these boys. The sensitive younger 
brother David remembered it when he wrote of the occurrence 
later. "Much was said on both sides, but I am happy to state 
that neither my brother nor myself exhibited any anger, 
neither did we, although we were tried severely, once lose con
trol of our language or deportment, while the conference 
lasted"; and writes he "the upshot of it all was, we were re
fused the Tabernacle and went on our way rejoicing." Not 
satisfied to leave any "stone unturned" they went next day to 
call upon the Governor of Utah and told him their mission 
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and of their fruitless and trying conference with ·President 
Young. They were anxious that the territorial and judicial 
authorities should take cognizance of their presence. This call 
on Governor Durkee was very pleasant, and they received 
assurance from both the Governor and Judge Strickland of 
protection by the civil and judicial authorities; :also their 
promise to cooperate in an effort to obtain a place in which to 
preach, ,if necessary. But this necessity was not realized, for 
the Walker Brothers, influential merchants, headed a move
ment in which some of the Gentile citizens of Salt Lake City 
joined and raised a fund of nearly two hundred dollars which 
was placed in the hands of the two "Smith boys" to be used in 
securing a place for preaching in the city. Independence Hall 
was engaged and the meetings opened with overflowing au
diences. Then my father wrote: "Brigham did us a, good turn 
when he refused us the Tabernacle, we do not want it now." 
He appreciated the earlier statement of his brother, "We went 
on our way rejoicing." But there were breakers ahead, and 
in their Sunday meeting Joseph F. Smith interrupted the 
preaching of Alexander H. Smith. The people were exas
perated at this and cried, "Put him out," "Shame." The young 
preacher pur.$ued his course and when he announced his in
tentions and desires to preach the pure gospel when and to 
whoever would listen, the people broke into loud applause. At 
the close of the meeting, the inspired song of the sixties, "Let 
us shake off the coals {rom our garments" was sung, its gifted 
author, David H. Smith, leading the praise, and then he pro
ceeded to baptize eight souls into the Reorganized Church. 

It was in the home of one of the faithful Saints, Sister 
Thimbleby, that these elders finally resolved to make their 
headquarters in the city. Their meetings received much favor
able comment in the papers of the West, and the frank and 
uncompromising position that was taken against the evils of 
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the apostate church could not be misunderstood. The few 
Saints permitted to acquire a livelihood in Salt Lake City con
tributed to the comfort of these missionaries. Brother Hor
lick rented the place to them and Sister Thimbleby prepared in 
the pleasant upper rooms, their meals, while different Saints 
and friends supplied her with necessary flour, fruit, mountain 
trout, cheese, etc. Their sleeping place was a neat and com
fortable room in the home of Mr. Browning. 

At either place they found pleasant and inviting opportunity 
for study and the entertainment of callers. One pleasant trip, 
among many we will notice, when the Malad, Idaho, Saints in
vited them, indeed sent a messenger to bring them to their con
ference. How they enjoyed the trip! Writing of it, at the 
time, Uncle David says many beautiful things of the fresh, free 
breezes, lofty crags, and wide valleys, and the ''impulsive kind
ness of the Josephites with whom we lodged made the trip 
doubly enjoyed." They held meetings there for a short time 
and the flowing pen of the younger brother wrote : "Alexander 
with his skill in the law, and freedom among revelations, makes 
error shake; the Saints here call him Paul and me Apollos." 
How affectionate was the bond of brotherhood and how blessed 
their labors together in the salt land. 

One time, a little while prior to his death, Heber C. Kimball 
gave a prophecy and he gave it in his usual vigorous and un
qualified manner thus: "At present the Prophet Joseph's boys 
lie apparently in a state of slumber, everything seems to be 
perfectly calm with them, but by and by God will wake them, 
and they will roar like the thunders of Mount Sinai." Peculiar 
that the followers of Brigham and believers of Heber C. Kim
ball, who delighted in heralding "a prophecy come true" did 
not shout from the mountain tops "Heber's words are true," 
for here were two of the Martyr's boys thundering the voice 
of a righteous recall to purity-here in the shadow of the 

83 www.LatterDayTruth.org



BIOGRAPHY OF ALEXANDER H." SMITFl 263 

Tabernacle and near to the foundation of the great temple to 
be. Surely if ever a prophecy came true this one did. Closely 
associated with them was that dauntless and unique old soldier, 
Brother Edmund C. Brand, faithful and tireless ~at all times. 
Every week witnessed baptisms into the Reorganized Church, 
and in the apostate church there were many "cut off," while 
excitement ran high. A new literary pleasure came to these 
elders while in Salt Lake City, in the shape of the new paper 
for the children of the Reorganized Church. No wonder its 
name seemed so fitting to it, as they opened it in that land, 
especially sorry for little children, and read "Zion's Hope." 
No wonder they cried, "Good! God" prosper it!" 

They felt confident that not anywhere else could a conference 
awaken such interest ·as that one held in Independence Hall in 
Salt Lake City, where a well-dressed, orderly body of people 
were half-dazed by the freedom of these business· meetings, 
where men spoke freely and without fear. It must not be sup
posed that all the preaching was along lines of the detested 
policies of the western church. Nay, the cardinal and funda
mental principles of the doctrine of Christ were preached in 
power and in light, "but," wrote Uncle David, "when we do 
speak of polygamy we examine it fully and fearlessly and 
denounce it heartily, and especially in Alexander's case effec-

. tually." 

The hardest of all their trials was the "low, mean" order 
of opposition that put forth slanderous and wickedly false 
stories of their mother. If there was ever a unity of loy,alty 
between brothers it was manifest in the "Smith boys' " un
deviating devotion to their mother, and they had good and 
unimpeachable evidence that this trust was on a solid basis. 

But the numbers of Josephites did not seem to gain in 
Utah, for as fast as possible they left the Territory, a train 
of as many as five hundred leaving Utah at one time. While 
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watching the military tactics of the Mormon militia one day, 
my father drew from his pocket his Bible and Book of Cove
nants and said, "Here are my sword and musket, and the Book 
of Mormon is a weapon of peculiar power and strength." 

My father's pleasure at having the association of his younger 
brother with him was clouded by anxiety for his safety. The 
mother had weepingly opposed the appointment. The zeal of 

church councils to rescue the misled and betrayed members of 
the old church saw in the gentle, gifted young son of the Mar
tyr-so dear· to his people-a possible magnet to draw them , 
back to the simple, virtuous paths of the gospel of the thirties. 
But the mother said, "They have Moses and the prophets; if 
they heed not those, how will they believe this man?" The 
qlder brothers were fearful, not for themselves, but for the 
delicate, poetical, highly sensitive child of sorrow; they shrank 
from the contact, but he went and in the diary written by my 
father in those times there appeared a note of anxiety and 
tenderness mingled with the words of love and pride as he 
speaks of him, and just as in childhood he had stood like a 
guardian over the adored boy, so on this mission he kept close 
watch and ward over health and company, for he had no faith 
in the cordiality of some of these western leaders. Sometimes 
at social gatherings they were warned not to partake of cer
tain refr.eshments brought to them, and sometimes pleasure 
trips were suddenly abandoned, for the same quiet warnings 
would come. One can not estimate the anxiety and worry of my . 
father during those months spent in Utah. The actual work 
was the best part of all. 

He felt unseen powers working against the church he rep
resented. If they could persuade David to commit himself in 
any possible manner to their plans, then they considered they 
had a powerful hold. The martyred Prophet, risen again in 
this beautifully gifted son to lead them. If he continued with 
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his brother against them, a long cherished hope was gone, 

and for ever. But his gentle, courteous, smiling defense was 

as firm and unmistakable as the bolder, fire flung bolts of my 

father's ringing denunciations. The laughing voice of Uncle 

David often came to him in after years as it sounded after 
one of those vigorous sermons in Utah, when he would throw 
his arms across his shoulders and say, "Oh, Alex. You dear 
old pill coated .sugar." 

And while these scenes were being enacted in that valley 
in the mountains where priestcraftly fear had laid a finger to 
many a pale lip, the mother watched for every scrap of tid
ings. "Ah," she said to my father, "I know those leaders. 
You will never turn them from their present ways. Think 
not you can lead them back, but be pl'epared to hear them speak 
evil of me. They hate me, and it will be as well that they do, 
but do not you be hurt by it." So the summer of 1869 passed, 
the autumn months came, and the snow fell on the Was,atch, 
and in December the Smith boys moved westward. Passage 
to the end of the route being made possible in this case, as 
in nearly all other of good fortunes in that mission by the 
kindness of the Gentiles and not by the boasted friends of 
their father, who well nigh worshiped his pictured face yet 
polluted his name and memory by perverting his holiest works 
to their unrighteous purposes. Speaking of his name brings 
back that scene with Brigham Young in the first days of the 
mission to Utah, as related by my father. 

Some one said: "We love you boys for your father's sake." I said 
that made no impression upon me; I expected to live long enough to 
make for myself a name, and have the people of God love me for my 
own sake. 

At this President Young arose to his feet, clenched his fists and shook 
them down by his side, raised upon his toes and carne down on his heels 
repeatedly as he said, "A narne, a narne, a narne. You have not got 
God enough about you to make a name. You are nothing at all like your 
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father. He was open and frank and outspoken, but you; there is some
thing covered up, something hidden, calculated to deceive." 

I told him time would tell. 

This sentiment of my father's was often expressed, for he 
had not yielded quickly to church persuasion ~and when he at 
last came among the church people it was as "Brother Jos~ 
eph's" or "Brother David's" brother. Although attaching 
great tenderness and loyalty to the bonds that bound. him, he 
often said in phrasings marked by different times and circum
stances, "I shall make a name for myself and win from the 
people a love of my own." Did he win? Ah, who shall dare 
say nay? 

Truly he loved much, of this his own bear undeviating testi
mony. When the bonds of Brigham rule were seen to be break
ing, my father's heart was full of rejoicing, but there was a 
sense of personal relief and safety when he found himself 
beside his brother, speeding away from the haunts of those 
who perverted and demoralized the faith of his father. 

The journey overland ~at that time was an expensive one, 
and as these missionaries whirled along through the snow 
draped hills of winter, there arose from the heart of each a 
prayer of gratitude for the love that had prompted Leland A. 
Stanford, ex-governor of California and president of the great 
Overland Route, to give them the prized railway passes to 
the very edge of the Continent, and to a sunny land with dif
ferent moral atmosphere, although their coming might oc
casion less excitement and smaller audiences, but where a calm 
and serene freedom blessed the people. 

It was in the early part of December, 1869, that these 
missionaries entered the Pacific Slope Mission and were re
ceived by the Saints with confidence and delightful expressions 
of welcome. The peculiar and to them hateful shadows of 
Utah seemed to roll in a measure away from their mental sky, 
and the radiance of truth under the light of liberty pervaded 
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the .spiritual atmosphere. Yet at times a cloud flitted across 
it, a cloud tinged with hope, yet full of sorrow for the wan
derers in Utah. For a while they enjoyed the sunshine and 
flowers and friends of California and then Uncle David's 
health began to break, and in vain they moved about from place 
to place; now at Santa Cruz near the ocean, now back into the 
mountains, with times of renewed vitality and again return
ing weakness; each man preaching and working as he could. 

Early in the spring of 1870 a message came to my father, 
calling him to the bedside of my mother lying near death with 
lung fever. Hurriedly starting for the little home that held 
so much that was precious and dear, my father could not but 
hope that the home-going would bring health and betterment 
to his beloved brother. The journey was probably the most 
trying of any ever taken in all the travels of this busy man. 
I find in dim penciling in an old diary a few thoughts of one 
of those nights, spent on the homeward way. The car, a day 
coach with its .stove in one end, was crowded and cold. The 
brother had been fixed as comfortably as possible, with coats 
and wraps, and was sleeping. My father, seated on a woodbox, 
with closely buttoned coat, was scribbling as the train jolted 
on through the stormy darkness; the oil lamps were dim and 
flickering, and his heart was he,avy as only the heart of ten
der and deep affection could be under such conditions. His 
mind traveled back and remembered the late word from 
Brother William W. Blair, now in Utah: 

"Liberty of thought ,and speech is claimed and enjoyed to 
a greater degree than at any time hitherto in this (Utah) 
Territory. Brothers Alexander and David sounded the_ key
note of religious and civil freedom, and it met with a hearty 
response in the bosoms of many; and now a lofty, holy dia
pason is sweeping through the land, awakening Israel from 
their delusive dreams." Had the work done been of suf-
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ficient magnitude to warrant such a price as he feared was 
being paid? The long night dragged drearily along and his 
spirit seemed as gray and dreary as the first morning light. 
But hope springs eternal, and for my father it was fed by the 
wonderful fountain of good will and good works. On the 
second day of March, cold, blustery March, they reached home, 
at the quiet little city of Plano, and my father knelt by the 
side of his emaciated, fever bound little wife, who had babbled 
pitifully in the delirium of disease for days, begging for him 
and telling out pathetic little secrets of privations and want, 
kept close enough in health. No wonder the later system of pro
vision for the elders' families seemed too munificent to some of 
them, for it provided at least the crust that kept away the wolf. 
It was only by the friendly visit of a hungry sister from an
other town that the true condition of my mother was dis
covered, for she was a proud-spirited, cheery soul, and when 
the good sister rushed in for just a bite, Sister Lizzie gave to 
her such as she had and such as had been their supply for 
more than one meal, potatoes and salt; ordinarily they had 
enough bread and molasses, 'and occasionally the donations 
of skim milk added to the bill of fare. The supply of fuel 
was limited, very limited. What wonder that the sister wrung 
enough from her to awaken a cry of indignation and alarm. 
Too late, a supply of food 'and fuel came into the little home. 
The naturally frail little woman with a baby at her breast 
was weakened· by fast and cold, and had no vitality to meet 
the sharp chill of the lake winds that swept over the place 
in the spring, and she fell an easy victim to lung fever. 

She did not blame anyone for the seeming neglect, for neg
lect it was. Shol!ld a woman go begging for bread, that her 
children's father might rescue m~n from religious bondage, 
and shall not a man care for his own household? That year's 
work was hard to face without bitterness of spirit and if my 
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father's confidence in men ·and brethren was weakened, the 
faith in God was made greater, for He gave back the mother 
of his children, and obeying advice, preparation was made to 
move her away from the path of the lake winds. Thus the 
petition of the lonely mother at Nauvoo was heeded, and the 
neat little horne, so near the "pleasant church house" was 
offered for sale. 

In April the annual conference convened in Plano and my 
father reported his share in the work in the Utah Mission. 

The Conference Minutes read: 

Brother A. H. Smith reported his share in the same mission last year. 
Never before had he been so blessed as upon this mission. He and his 
brother David had gone, trusting that God would preserve them, and 
it had been so. They had found a good welcome in Salt Lake City, and 
their cousins, John and Samuel, treated them as kindly as men could 
be treated. People wished them to preach in the Tabernacle, and they 
visited Brigham Young, and made the request for it, as agents of the 
Reorganized Church. Brigham wished him to take back what he had 
said two years ago, and put much abuse upon them that was very 
grievous, telling them that they were in no way guided by the Lord, but 
were actuated by the spirit of the Devil. They were denied the Tab
ernacle, and by favor of the Gentiles used Independence Hall. Had over
flowing congregations and though opposed by the ruling powers, yet all 
opposition worked the greater good, and they and the cause constantly · 
gained ground, for the more the people were told to stay away the more 
they came. The people came to them by night, though warned not to 
communicate with, or harbor them. He felt that now was the time to 
strike, and that great efforts ought to be put forth to save that people. 

At this conference the effort was made to return Alexander 
H. Smith and David H. Smith to the Utah Mission, but objec
tions brought forward by the former, and made to the presi
dent of the conference, resulted in a request that silenced the 
movement, but my father was appointed to that mission with 
Elder William W. Blair. 

At this conference he was appointed on a committee of 
five to draft and present a memorial to Congress, embodying 
an epitome of church :Daith and especially setting forth the 
church views on government, church policies, and polygamy. 
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The other members of the committee being Joseph Smith, 
Josiah Ells, William W. Blair, and Mark H. Forscutt. No 
elder's wife should fail to know that this was a memorable 
conference, for at this time there wa,s launched the proposed 
movement to make some determined provision for the elders' 
families, that they might not want in the absence of their 
natural provider. Already the efforts of their best workers 
had been crippled by failure to make this provision, a11d it was 
hardly a Christian spirit that could be filled and satisfied while 
women and children of their missionaries were even possibly 
fainting for food, nor was it a godly man that could sit com
fortably warm at his fireside and not know that his mission
aries' families were provided with warmth by fire and cloth
ing. The children of these missionaries, as they stood by the 
frosty windows, hungry and cold, and watched the brethren 
go by warmly dressed and well groomed-what was to be the 
effect on them? Ah, this was a wonderful conference that 
sought to take the life of its women and children from the 
variable tide of charity and place them in the legitimate har-

. bor of self-protection; for a regular stipend gives one an op
portunity to defend oneself in a measure; so the men of this 
finance committee of 1870 were pioneers of freedom, in a 
sense, incalculable in its effects., but it was merely a start, for 
many things must be endured before men become brothers 

indeed. 

It was in the following month (May 10) that Uncle David 
was married to Miss Clara C. Hartshorn, of Sandwich, Illinois. 
What a brave little woman she was to fearlessly enter a field 
where she had so lately seen an elder's wife almost go down 
under the fight with existing hardships. Truly love laughs 
at greater than locksmiths. During the summer of 1870 
my father and mother moved back to the Old Mansion at 
Nauvoo. The old place seemed dear and restful, but with all 
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its happy and romantic associations the house was cold, and 
lacked the snugness and modern comforts of later architecture. 
Having been built for a public house it was a hard task with 
the small means at hand, to make it cozy and homelike for a 
:Damily of young children. The dear old mother wept joyful 
tears of welcome, and the children gravitated quickly to her 
open arms and tender sympathies. Because of illness, and the 
return move to Nauvoo, there was necessity for re~dy money 
and my father found himself again at .the carpenter's bench 
or on the builder's scaffold, working by the week in Keokuk 
and visiting home over Sunday. These earnings seemed like 
the riches of a king to the wife who had borne actual want 
during the past few years, and it was gratifying to my father 
to put the comforts of existence into his home. On the weekly 
Sabbath visits he often assisted in the meetings in Nauvoo, 
held at that time in the tipper room of the Old Brick Store 
on the northwestern corner of the Homestead Block. The 
branch of the church in Nauvoo was still known as the Olive 
Leaf Branch, and Elder Thomas Revel, a sturdy, honest, ear
nest, English Saint, was the president. It was during the win
ter of 1870 and 1871 that my father and Uncle David labored 
together ·occasionally in the Nauvoo District. I read of long 
tramps by the former in snow almost to the boot tops, to fill 
appointments and keep up his work throughout the year 1871 
and winter of 1872 as president of String Prairie and Nauvoo 
District. Every Sunday was filled with preaching jaunts, and 
the week days with physical labor. 

In the spring of 1872 the meetings in the Old Brick Store 
at Nauvoo were still being held, but the average attendance 
was not over a dozen. So the work seemed to be slowly going 
out in old Nauvoo. At the district conference, June 1 and 2, 
1872, held at String Prairie, my father resigned his presidency 

of the district. 
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During the years 1870 and 1871 Uncle David's merry
hearted young wife occupied part of the Old Mansion, and 
here their son Elbert A. was born. It was a big, airy place in 
which to make a nest for one wee child, but the association of 
the two "missionary widows" was happy and congenial, and 
they made merry as possible the loneliness and bareness of 
the old house. My father now had a family of five children, 
the latest a little son bor:p. in the Old Mansion and named Don 
Alvin. He was a nervous, delicate child, whose infant years 
were attended with sickness and a struggle for life. 

There comes cle,arly to mind one Christmas spent by these 
two women alone in the old house. With few of the comforts 
and none of the luxuries of life, but merry-hearted and cheery 
of voice, they laughed at their own discomforts, though some
times with tears in each pair of brown eyes, for they were 
young and the world had so many beautiful things in it, it 
did seem that they might be f'avored with some of them. The 
richest and rarest of earth's good things could not in any 
sense compensate for the presence of the husbands. For 
this there was no compensation. 

At the General Conference of 1872 my father was appointed 
a mission to California,. but matters beyond his control kept 
him out of that field. His time had been well used in the local 
field near his home and in it he formed some of the most sin
cere and highly esteemed friendships of his lifetime; among 
them was that of Elder James McKiernan, of Farmington, 
Iowa. At the Geneml Conference of 1873, held in the stone 
church at Plano, Illinois, my £ather. was acting as one of the 
clerks of the conference, and when a letter was presented from 
the Saints of California asking that he should be sent to them, 
he felt that reasons should be stated why he had not filled the 
mission assigned him the year previous. This President J os
eph Smith did. This was a notable conference for my father, 
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for on the morning of the lOth of April he was called to the 
apostleship, and near the close of the same .session was or
dained to that office under the hands of Joseph Smith, William 
W. Blair, and Jason W. Briggs. At the same conference his 
brother David was called and ordained counselor to the First 
Elder of the church. Those called into the Quorum of Twelve 
contemporaneously with my f,afher were William H. Kelley, 
Thomas W. Smith, James Caffall, John H. Lake, Zenos ·H. 
Gurley, and Joseph R.. Lambert. With John H. Lake and 
Joseph R. Lambert'he had been closely associated in the Nau
voo and String Prairie District. At the afternoon session of 
April 11 Elder James McKiernan was chosen a seventy, and 
on the same day ordained under the hands of Joseph Smith, 
J.ason W. Briggs, Josiah Ells, and Edmund C. Briggs. On the 
morning of the 12th my father received his first appointment 
as an apostle. He had labored as teacher, priest, elder, and 
high priest, and now was sent to Utah and Pacific Slope Mis
sion, an apostle. On the same day the following motion was 
made by Elder Thomas Revel: "Resolved, That Elder James 
McKiernan accompany Elder Alexander H. Smith on his mis
sion, if practicable." This was adopted, and a new chapter 
in an already pleasant story of unbroken friendship was 

. prefaced. From this conference the fifty Saints who had come 
up from Nauvoo, Vincennes, Montrose, Burlington, etc., 
started homeward, after first holding a prayer meeting. 
Brother Frank Reynolds had charge of this delegation and the 
trip was one of the pleasantest remembered, enlivened with 
song and full of happy memories. I can not pass unnoticed 
one sad incident of 1873 that deeply affected both my parents. 
On January 18 word came to them of the death of Sister Wil
liam Anderson. The half frozen river lay between the homes, 
and my mother sadly grieved that she could not be with hsr 
friend. My father went through the storm to them, for his 
love for William Anderson was deep and strong. He preached 
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the funeral sermon with broken voice and streaming .eyes, 
and never in after life did he refer to that time without tears 
filling his eyes, and his heart was always tender for the 
motherless children left that cold winter day. Always he felt 
that the deprivations endured by this good woman while her 
husband was on that memorable first mission, was the founda
tion for the dise:ase that human power could not check in its 
ravages. She had endured uncomplainingly and cheerfully, 
unsuspected hardship, and the missionary husband never knew 
until told by others of her heroic struggle. So martyrs go 
unheralded to a sure and glorious reward. Who can count the 
price of souls? 

Looking back through the years, my father often spoke of 
that other friend, whose feet still keep time to Zion's march 
and whose voice rings true and unfaltering as when in the 
early seventies he consented to become a seventy and was 
ordained in the Little Stone Church in Plano. Before me is 
a letter from this faithful friend and I know he will not ob
ject if I give it place in this my simply told tale of one of the 
disciples of Christ. 

MRS. VIDA SMITH, 
Lamoni, Iowa. 

FARMINGTON, IOWA, July 21, 1911. 

Dear Sister: I have been searching front time to time when at home 
for that old memorandum of mine in which was an account of the ex
perience of your honored father and myself in the brief time we were 
together in 1873. 

We had previously been associated together much in local distriCt · 
work and at the April conference of 1873 were appointed to the Cali
fornia Mission, and this is my account of the time we were together. 
If it supplies any missing link or additional item of information in your 
historical account of the life of one of God's noblemen, I count myself 
happy to have so done. Your brother, 

JAMES McKIERNAN. 

INTRODUCTION . 

• By letter Brother Alexander Smith had notified me to meet him at 
Fai:mington, Iowa, June 27, 1873, ready to pro~eed on our appointed 
mission. 
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I was then living at Croton, so without purse or scrip or money I 
started in the early morning to walk the five miles in time for the 9 
o'clock train. 

At the edge of the town a good sister gave me one dollar. 
With sorrow at parting with loved ones but with faith in God, I arrived 

at the depot, to there find Brother Alexander and several Farmington 
Saints waiting for the train and my arrival. 

Brother Alexander had arrived a day or so previous, having as my 
memory retains his account, been conveyed by team from Montrose to 
Brother James Newberry's and Brother Newberry conveying him to 
Farmington. The Saints at that place made us a donation of ten dollars. 
So we bought tickets to Lineville, then the nearest point we could get 
to the colony, now Lamoni. 

Here the diary begins : 
Friday, June 27, 1873, .started on the trip west. Took train at Far

mington in company with Brother A. H. Smith, arrived at Ashland (now 
Eldon) at 11.30 a. m. Here we had to change cars for Lineville. After 
waiting for some time we resumed our journey. After getting well on 
the way we were overtaken by a severe tornado which carried grass, 
leaves, and branches of trees eddying past the cars. 

After a hard blow of half an hour a tremendous rain set in, which 
poured down almost in torrents; so dense was it that we could not for 
a time see fifteen feet from the car window. This storm of rain lasted 
for over an hour. We arrived at Lineville at 3.30 p. m., where all was 
calm and quiet as a summer morn. But a little wind and only a slight 
sprinkle of rain here. This was very fortunate for us. 

We visited several stores in order to learn if there were any teams 
going out to Pleasant Plains (later called Pleasanton). None such to 
be found, we sought the livery man. ·He wanted five dollars to take us 
over-which we considered too much, taking into consideration the state 
of our finances. Finally he came down to four dollars. We offered 
three dollars, which was about all we had in stock. This he stated was 
no inducement. We thought we could make wages walking, so we slung 
our valises high on our shoulders and trudged along. 

After traveling on about four miles we were overtaken by another 
wind and rainstorm and were forced to take shelter in a house near at 
han.d. We went to the open door, but the inhabitants did not manifest 
any disposition to invite us in, so we walked in and the woman did 
manage to offer us seats after we had introduced ourselves. But the 
man of the house was very much interested in reading an almanac, and 
did not so much as take his eyes off the interesting work to give us a 
casual glance, but we made ourselves as welcome as we could and re
mained a short time. The storm abating somewhat, we concluded we 
would venture forth; but we merely got beyond the thresho:d when the 
rain came down with renewed vigor. This drove us back for shelter 
when we found the inmates of the house as sociable as they were before. 

In the meantime the lady of the house had been setting the table for 
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supper. When it was nearly ready, the rain again ceased and we started 
on our journey, thanking the people for the shelter obtained, but with
out an invitation to remain for supper, which we did not regret very 
much, having witnessed the culinary arrangements. An incident o~

curred here that reminded us of the old saying, "It is an ill wind that 
blows nobody good." So this wind that forced us to take shelter, and 
not having an invitation to supper, put us on the road at the right time, 
as a wagon EOon overtook us, which we hailed and got permission to 
ride in. This carried us some four miles on our journey. Arriving at 
the home of the driver and his wi-J;e, whom we had entertained with social 
converse and gospel talk on the way, we got out and sincerely thanked 
them for the ride. They gave us a cordial invitation to stay over nright 
with them, said they had a spare bed and we were welcome to it. As it 
was near dark, looked like rain, and five miles of rough, obscure, .and 
muddy road between there and the nearest Saint's residence, Brother 
Milton Bailey's, where we had any other assurance of supper and lodging, 
we concluded to stay. We were given agood supper and talked gospel 
till late bedtime. Had a good bed and an early breakfast. 

28th. The man had to haul some wood that day, and as his timl:er 
was on our way to Brother Bailey's we rode on the running gear of his 
wagon nearly in sight of his (Brother Bailey's) home. There we re
sumed our walk, up hill and down dale, until we arrived at Milton 
Bailey's, where we found a warm welcome, and I remained the rest of 
the day to visit them as brother-in-law. Brother Alexander H. Smith 
went over to Brother Ebenezer Robinson's and Brother Moffet's. 

Sunday, 29th. Attended meetings of Little River Branch, Brother A. 
H. Smith preaching at 11 a. m. We both took dinner at Brother Robin
son's. Attended sacrament meeting in afternoon. 

Monday, 30th. Brother Milton Bailey kindly had offered to convey 
us by team to Brother William Hopkins's place. We found a rough ride 
in a lumber wagon, but about the best that was available. 

We arrived at Brother Hopkins's about 2 o'clock. I was feeling quite 
ill, but had a good night's rest. Arose in the morning, July 1, feeling 
much better in health, had quite a rain during forepart of day. After
noon we went over to Brother Adams's where we met a kind reception 
and were made welcome to their home-remained over night with them. 

Wednesday, July 2. Remained at Brother Adams's, not feeling strong, 
but during the day several of the brethren came to prepare the grove 
for the 4th of July picnic already appointed, Brother A. H. Smith and 
I doing our share of the work. In the afternoon we went over to Brother 
I. N. W. Cooper's and later to Brother Zenos H. Gurley's where we 
stayed all night. 

On this visit Brother A. H. Smith talked much with Brother Gurley 
about his (Gurley's) late call to the Quorum of Twelv·e, who seemed 
much averse to accepting the place, leaving the impression in my mind 
that he thought the Lord ought to have consulted or notified him if he 
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(the Lord) was going to give a revelation to that effect, and was in a 
quandary as to accepting or rejecting the call. 

Thursday, July 3. Returned to Brother Adams's and remained over 
night. 

Friday, 4th. Attended the celebration and picnic in Brother Adams's 
grove where Saints from the surrounding colony attended. Brethren 
Zenos Gurley and A. H. Smith were the principal speakers, in the order 
named. Brother Cooper and I made remarks. In the evening we went 
to Brother Hopkins's and stayed over night. 

Saturday, 5th. By the kindness of Brother Braby we were conveyed 
to Leon to attend a two-day meeting. I spoke to the Saints assembled 
at 11 o'clock a. m., and Brother Alexander spoke at night. Lodged over 
night with Brother Jennings. During the night a heavy thunder and 
rainstorm prevailed. 

Sunday, July 6. Attended meeting during the day. Brother Alex
ander was the speaker at 11 a. m. I spoke in the evening, and this night 
we lodged at Brother Buckley's. 

Monday, July 7. Weather rather gloomy; rained during the night; 
waited in suspense all day for a conveyance to take us to Osceola. This 
did not come as promised. At 5 o'clock p. m. we took train at Leon 
for Council Bluffs; arrived at Chariton about 8 p. m., and waited till 
9.30 and took a train to Creston; arrived there 11.58 p. m. We lay down 
on the depot floor on newspapers until 3.15 a. m., then took another 
train for the "Bluffs," where we arrived at 10 a. m., Tuesday, the 8th, 
and received a kind welcome from the Saints, and were put under special 
obligation to Brethren A. Hall, Charles Jensen, Calvin Beebe and their 
respective homes for entertaining us. 

We passed the week in visiting Saints, attended Wednesday night 
prayer meeting; we took part. Sunday, 13th, 11 a. m., Brother A. H. 
Smith preached. At 3 p; m. I preached; 7 p. m. Alexander H. Smith 
preached. Here it was decided that Brother Smith should take what funds 
had been raised for both, and what he could get from Bishop Gamet, and 
hasten on to California; I to labor in western Iowa until fall conference 
and then follow on. 

Monday, 14th. In company with Brother John A. Mcintosh I started 
for Gallands Grove, with feelings of deep regret. Scarcely restraining 
the tears I to-day parted company with Brother Alexander, he going 
by rail to San Francisco, being able to obtain means sufficient for one 
only. 

I drop the diary here. It may be that you will find no item in it of 
any interest or value to you, but if there is one that will help you to fill 
out the history of the life of one I love as a father, I shall myself be 
amply repaid. And if you could read between the lines the scenes and 
incidents that ,fond memory brings to view as I copy them, it would 
make much better reading than words or pen can give. 

Wherever you read "we" the name of your father is included. 
JAMEs McKIERNAN. 
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I have wondered sometimes why the ea.rly missionaries to 
the West went by such slow and devious windings toward their 
fields of labor until they passed through districts round about 
the hills of western Iowa, when usually their trials seemed to 
end, and with all wants satisfied, they took the long train for 
the long trip to the end of the journey. But I do not wonder 
any more, for I have touched soul with some of these western 
Iowa people and I think the love of the early Saints of these 
parts is descending to their children, to the second ,and third 
generation. In this one case they. failed, and then there was 
disappointment in the failure, for many who had hoped to 
profit by this union of forces, so potent in each man for mighty 
works. (To be continued.) 

THE MARCH OF MEN. 
If you could cast away the pain, 

The sorrows and the tears, 
And let the joys alone remain 

From all departed years; 
If you could quite forget the sighs 

And recollect the song-
What think you: would you be as wise, 

As helpful, or as strong? 

If you could lay the burden down 
That bows your head at whiles, 

Shun everything that wears a frown, 
And live a life of smiles-

Be as happy as a child again, 
As free from thoughts of care

Would you appear to other men 
Thiore noble or niore fair? 

Ah no! a man should do his part 
And carry all his load, 

Rejoiced to share with every heart 
The roughness of the roag. 

Not given to thinking overmuch 
Of pains and griefs behind, 

But glad to be in fullest touch 
With all his human-kind. 

-Charles Buxton Going. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 278.) 

The President of the church wr·ote my father to hasten into 
the field of the West and attended to certain ordinations, ar
ranged by the April conference. Father borrowed, on his own 
personal note, the money necessary for traveling expenses to 
the slope, Brother Calvin A. Beebe making the loan to him, and 
reluctantly and sadly he parted from Elder McKiernan. This 
loan was later met by the Saints of the San Bernardino Branch 
in the kind and loving :spirit moving men whose fires are 
touched by the love of Christ; 

A strange thing is this gospel love, when men become 
strongly imbued with it; no sacrifice is too great, no hope too 
wonderful. It was thus with Elder McKiernan and father; 
they had planned many things for the time they had hoped to 
spend together; now they clasped hands and parted with tear
dimmed eyes, one faring forth alone to his mission, one turn
ing a brave face to the work lying nearest. With cheery voice 
and heart of hope Elder McKiernan found work in the literal 
harvest fields of western Iowa, preaching with gladness on the 
Sabbath and storing the "hire for the reaper" against the day 
when he should be permitted to fulfill his mission. If there is 
anything harder than a real lonely, hard mission, it is to find 
oneself barred from work and the world to which the mind 
has been set and the soul attuned. Fr·om a letter written by 
father I find corroboration of Elder McKiernan's letter and 
also catch a glimpse of his musings as he journeys from the 
place of separation. 

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA, August 9, 1873. 
Brother Joseph: I have frequently been asked to write to the HERALD, 

and thus give the Saints the privilege of knowing where I am and what 
I am doing. 
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On my leaving home for this field of labor, I intended to pass through 
the State of Iowa and visit the Saints of that State, leisurely working 
my way west until I should arrive on my own ground of appointment, 
doing ~hat good I could do, and as little harm on my way as possiible; and 
give you at times an account of the interesting events of my journey for 
pubiication. With this intent, on the 24th of June I left home, passed down 
the river to the city of Keokuk, on toard the steamer Cricket. · The 
Saints of that place met me with kindness, and Brethren Durfee and 
Hughes kindly furnished me a conveyance up to Vincennes, Brother 
Hughes leaving his work and going with me thus far. Here we met 
Brothe•r John H. Lake, Cheeny and others, and enjoyed a night's hospi
tality at Brother Duty Griffiths', who made me a present of a new hat, 
provided I would get my hair cut, as he thought it was rather long for 
a missionary. Of course I got my hair cut, also got the hat, which had 
a thermometer in the top of it to warn me to keep cool. 

I passed by rail to Farmington. Here I met that live and whole-hearted 
Saint, Brother Frank Reynolds, who hitched up his one-horse wagon 
and took me down to Croton to see Brother James McKiernan, and have 
him journey with me westward. I found James ready; in fact I believe 
he is a minute man, always ready. On this trip to Croton the sun poured 
his fiery beams down on our devoted heads seemingly without mercy, 
the thermometer in my hat stood at one time at 120 degrees.. We were 
warned by this to seek the shade. This evening at the Saints' meeting, 
by request I spoke. After meeting I repaired to the house of Father · 
Warnock, where I was entertained as only a father and mother could 
care for a loved son. May the peace of God's Holy Spirit abid~ in their 
dwelling for ever. 

Bidding the Saints good-bye, I met Brother James at the depot, and 
we were soon on board the cars and speeding onward to the West again. 
Ohanged cars at Ashland Crossing, took lunch while waiting for the 
train, after lunch on the train, and off again, i. e., towards Lineville. 
Between Ashland Crossing and Lineville we were overtaken by, and 
witnessed, a fearfully threatening storm. The sky to the north of us 
was very black, and the clouds seemed to be coming immediately across 
our track, the wind shifted and the storm and the train ran side by side 
for some dis,tance. The storm crossed the track behind us, and came 
on and overtook us. In an instant· the car was filled with dust; in the air 
were leaves and small limbs of trees; for a few moments this continued, 
then a few drops of rain, then began such a fall of water a•s I never 
witnessed before. We journeyed on, however, and in an hour's time we 
came out of the storm, and all was fair, dry, and bright. At Lineville 
we alighted from the ·cars, and learned that it was twelve miles to the 
Little River Branch. We tried to get a conveyance; we could get one 
for the sum of five dollars; and as we were young, strong, and able
bodied men, we concluded to foot it; so on we trudged. After a four-mile 
walk, a storm arose, and we sought shelter by the wayside in a farmhouse. 
Remained here till the rain shcked up, and then took to the road again. 
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As we got on the road we met a team going the same way we were, 

the driver kindly gave us a ride, and thus four more miles were gotten 

over. And I must say that the farmers along these four miles possess 

one advantage over the general farming district through which we passed. 
I think with care they can farm both sides of their land, as the most 
of it certainly sets up on edge. The night was so forbidding and the 
storm seemed ready to burst upon us, we accepted the invitation of the 
farmer who gave us a ride and stayed with him all night. I think his name 
was Charles Barr. May he be blessed for his kindness to us. After 
breakfast we journeyed on, found after much inquiry Brother Milton 
Bailey's residence. Here we rested. I walked over to Brother Ebenezer 
Robinson's; from his place I went to see Brother Moffet. We remained in 
this neighborhood over Sunday, and had a good time meeting the Saints 
in worship in the grove near Brother Moffet's. 

Monday morning Brother Bailey, with us in his wagon, drove over 
to Lamoni, where Brother William Hopkins's family rec,eived us kindly, 
administering to our wants. My object in coming here was, tha,t I 
might see the land of the First United Order of Enoch, and thus from 
perwnal observation be able to answer many questions asked by the 
Saints concerning it. Brother Hopkins favored us with a ride, and 
showed us the land, with some of the new houses built thereon this 
season. Brother Charles .Tones lives on one of the order's farms, and 

· he told me there had been twelve hundred acres of fresh breaking done, 
and teams still breaking. Crops all look fine; oats, wheat, and corn. 
The land is as handsome, rolling prairie as anyone would wish to see; 
covered, where it is not broken up by the plow, with a splendid growth 
of wild grass. Here I learned that the order did not want any idlers 
on the land, as their leases only extend one year, with the privilege, if 
farthfully farmed, of a longer lease. Crop rent is paid, the old-time one 
third rate, and where oats or other small grain is raised, corn is taken 
in its stead, as corn can be more easily cribbed by the order. We 
enjoyed the hospitality of Brother George Adams, of California, whose 
estimable lady made us welcome as a mother could have done. We visited 
Brother Zenos H. Gurley also; had a nice visit with Brother Cooper; 
we like him very much. \Ve spent the glorious Fourth of July in a grove 
near Brother Adams's, and were made painfully aware of the fact that 
we were not a ouccess as a Fourth of July orator. On the morning of 
the fifth, in company with Brother George Braby, we started for Leon, 
to attend a two-day meeting to be held there. Arrived in time. Here 
we met Brother Moffet, president of the district, again: were received 
and entertained by Brother F. A. Jennings. Our meetings passed off 
pleasantly, notwithstanding a severe storm raged nearly all night Satur
day night. Monday evening, we take our leave and ship on board the 
cars again. We changed at Chariton, and also at Creston; arrived at 
Council Bluffs, and met Brother Charles Jensen, who made us welcome 
and provided refreshments for the outward man. Brother .Tames and I 
were content to rest here awhile, having traveled ail night. Evcerywhere 
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we met kindness; God's blessing has been over us; our hearts render 
thanks to him. More anon. I remain as ever, 

ALEX H. SMITH. 

One summer day we drove over some of the country men

tioned in the letter by Brother McKiernan and this one of 

father's, over the same country in fact, but by different roads,. 

No doubt they crossed acres of open prairie, following the 
ridges and fording the smaU strE;ams that flowed through the 
virgin prairie land; about them lay unfenced acres of native 
blue grass; the hills were dotted with wild flowers and gvoves 
of hazel brush. Now, we rode along the smoothly dragged 
and well-kept section roads, smooth as a boulevard for the 
farmers' chugging autos. On all sides of us were weli-til:ied 
farms, the air was heavy with fmgrance · from the clover 
meadows ripening under a June sun and every checkered corn 
field was being cultivated easily and splendidly. The farmer 
riding his cultivator at ease through the green rows, his 
slick horses leading the way. Here and there willow-fringed, 
artificial lakes gleamed in the sunlight, and garden ,and or
chard throve and prospered. A sadder part was the occasional 
scene of some of those same hospitable homes of 1873, aban
doned, the windows boarded up, the garden walk overgrown 
and the rose bush choked out by neglect. These are the evi
dences of concentrated ownership, where once the farm was 
for the many, it is now the property and home of the few; 
where every forty once meant a home, it now means but a 
small part of some wise man's capital. So it is with some of 
the old colony lands of Decatur County. We drove to the Adams 
house, now the Garland farm. The old, low-built, rambling 
Adams house burned down years ago, but on the site stands 
a comfortable, two-story farmhouse; across the road 1are the 
barn lots and buildings just as of yore, but the thrifty "young 
orchard" planted by Brother Adams between the barn lots 
and the creek bottom with its sheltering belt of timber, gvew 
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old and died and now corn and watermelons flourish on its 
grave. The timber lands, once so beautiful with wide~armed 
oak and elms, is most of it cut away, and the picnic party of 
that Fourth of July, 1873, would have to move 'a mile up the 
stream to the Evergreen picnic· grounds for half so fine a 
picnicking place as they had in those early times. There is less 
of underbrush and wild berries now. There is a newer or
chard on the north side of the road, back of the house. The 
country near here is still picturesque and a little broken, but 
progress marks the land for its own. The memory of its 
grassy hills and timbered creek lands returned to my father 
often, and often as it recurred he dreamed of a farm of his 
own in this new hope of the Saints. For then there was ,a 
great spiritual desire among all the people to gather, to he 
associated in work and pleasure with those of their own faith, 
and this new opening, not far from Pleasant Plains, was call
ing to hearts from the East to the West, and from Michigan 
to TeX'as. ThiR land and the Far West country seemed invit
ing with strong voice the whole church, and as my father 
noted the exhilarating, bustling spirit of this broad, free prairie 
he involuntarily compared it with the slow moving, sleepy, al
though romantic ~old town where his family of growing chil
dren were spending their childhood. True enough, the school 
there was good, but the social problem was beginning to take 
on proportions of importance, as well as the question of em
ployment for his eldest son, who was nearing the border land 
of that period of every boy's life, most perplexing and dis
turbing,-his early teenS>. 

One cherished incident broke the monotony of this trip. As 
he neared the city of Columbus, Nebraska, he fell to thinking 
of the Saints in the place, and past blessings enjoyed with 
them, and as the trrain ran into the city he stepped to the plat
form and greeted the never-failing friend, Elder Henry J. 
Hudson, and a cheery, comforting company of the Saints. 
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How it cheered and comforted him as the chariot bore him 
away into the darkness and loneliness of a long journey, com
panionless. 

In the July heat and dust he came to the end of that long 
ride at the Vernon home in· Sacmmento, where he rested for 
the night, then on to San Francisco to meet the missionaries 
appointed to the Australian Mission and hasten their depar
tul'e. While waiting for these men to come in from their 
fields of labor in California, and for the necessary gathering 
of money for sending them to that distant land, he worked 
with local forces in Petaluma, Santa Rosa, and Heeldsburg. 

The Saints of California had at this time a regular Aus
tralian Mission Fund, and mised by contribution nearly all 
the money used for passage of both Elders Rodger and Wan
dell. The ordination of these elders to the office of 
seventy, by the apostle, occupying for the first time in 
his office, gave father a sense of great responsibility and 
humility; accordingly he turned from it, with renewed 
vigor and fire, to the expounding of doctrine to the 
peculiarly mixed population of California, compounded so 
greatly of adventurers, speculators, and fortune hunters, 
with a sprinkling of Mormons grown sick with 'a religion per
verted and gross as the product of Utah. Buoyant, happy, and 
eager, father enjoyed the companionship of such men as 
Hervey Green, "grand old soldier," Daniel S. Mills, John R. 
Cook, Roswell R. Dana and many others of the ministry as 
clean-souled, courageous, and full of earnest purpose. The 
new branch ~at San Benito had been organized that summer 
and later the Jefferson and Long Valley branches, all destined 
to furnish noble workers in the gospel work. Indeed some of 
the most distinguished and brilliant minds of the church are 
products of these conversions. 

Wherever father went he found encouragement and bright 
prospects, and the evidence of work done by Elders Rodger, 
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Wandell, Davison, and others, ~and he rejoiced in it all by reason 
of comparison with a dark day, and consequent sorrow, such as 
comes to men sometimes, in which he had suffered a heavy 
trial because of false brethren. And when the light had been 
turned on and he knew, what to his fearless soul seemed almost 
unbelievable, that one or two were striking as a coward might, 
under cover and at his back, he set himself to untangle it all; 
it was from such a siege as this that he was answering the 
call of kind and truthful souls in return to his mission and 
all the blessings were heaven-sent seasons to him. He had 
learned the great lesson that no man can escape trials, among 
which is catalogued false brethren; and the lesson, though 
severe, brought refining fire and greater love for truth and 
honor. 

Before me lies a letter dearly prized by father because of 
the trust and love established by it, and a similar one from his 
brother Joseph was as dear; these two letters, written when 
the smoke of battle had cleared, and read by him after days 
of bitterness and uncalled for suffering, poured healing balm 
into his big warm heart and helped to heal the wound given 
by others with whom he afterwards mingled in gospel work 
and held neither grudge nor hardness. 

Busy and eager was he in California while the semiannual 
conference was in session near Council Bluffs in the fall of 
1873. From that conference Elder McKiernan was sent into 
other fields and the conference sent the companion of early 
ministerial days to help on the slope-so it was that Elder 
William Anderson, of Montrose, Iowa, broken in health, yet 
full of zeal, set his face again toward the golden West. 

At the semiannual conference of the Pacific Slope, held in 
the G. A. R. Hall in San Francisco, October 5, 1873, the State 
was redistricted and presidents for each district elected with 
the exception of the San Bernardino District. The appoint
ment of a president for this district was left to the president 
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of the mission, when he should become acquainted with con
ditions existing there. This would necessitate a trip to the 
southern portion of the State. 

At this conference much more interest was manifested in 
the Australian Mission. The regular fund was recorded and 
more offerings of money received :and a few weeks after, 
Elders Rodger and Wandell left the wharf at San Francisco 
bound for that far-off land. Soon after this conference my 
father prepared to go to San Bernardino, as he said with the 
firm faith that all difficulties could be satisfactorily settled, 
:and peace would then reign in all the districts in California. 
About the middle of November, Elder Anderson arrived in 
California and began his labors in the old city of San Ber
nardino among the beautiful mountains. One who has visited 
the city must recall its peculiar location in the deep basin of 
these beautiful, low, green hills, with majestic, snow-capped 
mountains guarding it on every side. No wonder Helen Hunt 
loved these glorious peaks and rich, picturesque valleys, and 
wove them into her Indian r·omance. No wonder the old-time 
Mormons chose this for a city, choosing the lowly bowl of the 
valley because the water came down, warm and soft, from the 
one mountain spring; icy cold and refreshing from another, 
just around the spur of the mountain. Now men build villas 
and cities on the hills and high plateaus and say to the moun
tain streams, "Come up!" and they come. San Bernardino had 
reported a membership of more than two hundred, but it was 
a very active branch in those days in some ways, for there was 
:always something happening to keep things lively. Elder 
Anderson called it jealousy, plain, and simple, :Otfter he had 
joined my father there, for even father's sanguine hopes fell 
before the outlook that he gradually came into after the con
ference of the 8th and 9th of November, :at which he presided 
and made an effort to execute the commission given at the 
conference in San Francisco, the previous month. 
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The meeting of these two souls in that semitropical city 
was very pleasant. Although Elder Anderson had suffered 
great bereavement and my father had passed through suffer
ing known only to large souls and true, warm-hearted men, 
when a comrade in the big fight turns traitor to him and their 
common interests of right and truth. For he was open and 

Majestic snow-capped mountains guarding it on every side. 

frank and fearless, and a blow struck from the rear and in 
the dark was to him cowardly and base. So when he had 
beaten about in the dark until the soul cried, "here," he 
turned away fJCom him and rested in such presence as dic
tated these letters of love and trust. But this thing had also 
helped in the making of his character. He learned tolerance 
and caution, and became more conservative, 'and so these two 
men sat in the pleasant places of this southern city and 
exchanged warm confidence:s, or walked together beneath the 
trees where mocking birds sang, so absorbed in theme and 
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companionship that hours passed uncounted. And then began 
a union of forces to get peace ·among the members in place of 
wrangling and mistrust; but it was slow work. While located 
here at San Bernardino father joined company with a band 
of brethren going to Gospel Swamp, about seventy miles 
distant, near the ocean, on a hunting expedition. 

It was splendid to him, this prospect of long, wet tramps 
and leaping camp fires and fresh wild game. Elder Anderson 
did not care for ·out-of-door revelries with gun and frying 
pan and high boots, so he did not accompany them. 

One day late in the afternoon father returned from a hunt, 
wet, hungry, and needing a shave, and found an invitation 
to preach in the schoolhouse at early candle light that even
ing. He gladly accepted ·and occupied. Having no Bible with 
him he proceeded without. At the close of the address some one 
asked him a question. He borrowed a Testament of a man 
in the audience and read from it what the man did not believe 
could possibly be there. From this incident he was led into 
his first public religious discussion. Later others built up a 
splendid branch where this discussion was held. 

Leaving Elder Anderson in the south, father moved north
ward through the slow and trying stages consequent upon the 
heavy rains of winter, but through flower-crested hills. 

Southern California held charms for. these brethren, but 
duty called to other places, and early in February, 187 4, he 
was laboring with Elder Daniel S. Mills in the central part of 
the State. From a business trip to San Francisco he accom
panied Elder Mills to Watsonville, Santa Cruz, and the new 
branches at San Benito, San Juan, and Jefferson. How he 
did enjoy those weeks of activity! From day to day the 
company of Saints went with them from house to house, sing
ing and counseling by the way, along the bubbling creeks and 
through the low, pleasant hills of the San Benito country. 
The people were eager to hear, the elders joyful in the telling 
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of the gospel of Christ. Splendid friendships were made for 
my father that he is no doubt enjoying in eternity with such 
men as Burton, Carmichael, Cook, and many others. 

J. Henry Lawn with team carried them much of the way, 
finally down the valley to sleepy old San Juan, with its quaint 
old adobe houses and brown and 'Silent old Spanish church, 
where the Twitchels lived and entertained the ministry. 

Here let me diverge to add a memory of my own. In the 
late summer of 1886, while passing through the State, I 
accompanied my husband and ~a small band of Saints to this 
little town of San Juan to assist in the funeral service of an 
aged church member, Sister Eunice Ursula Twitchel. As I 
sat at the organ in that cool, quiet church, and the low, soft 
strains melted into the silence around us, I thought I had never 
felt such perfect repose as lay over the dusty, sun-baked little 
town, half asleep and far from the modern world and all its bus
tle and traffic. This woman, buried that day, was one of the con
verts baptized by Elder Cook and confirmed by Wan dell in 
their memorable campaign in that country in the fall of 1873. 
It was her son who drove to Watsonville with Elder Mills and 
my father thirteen years before, over these same hills, then 
green and brilliant with springtime verdure. 

From this extraordinary little mission through central Cali
fornia father viewed the world of work before him with a feel
ing of discouragement. So many calls for preaching coming and 
so few to 'answer them. He wrote to the church authorities 
again, urging the division of the mission. Utah, Oregon, Mon
tana, Idaho, and Nevada were included in this mission. Utah 
was better manned than any of the rest of those named. It 
was wonderful the way California met the elders in those days 
with crowded houses and attent!ve ears. Small wonder that 
men's hearts glowed with the fire of consecration and quick
ened impulses for preaching. Sometimes men sat learning 
until the midnight hour was gone, and sometimes until it was 
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gray dawn they questioned and counseled and prayed together. 
At the General Conference of the church at Plano, Illinois, 

in April of the year 1874 father was continued in his mission 
and the mission was divided, although it seemed unwise to 
some, because it was difficult to find capable men willing to 

Stone Church, at Plano, Illinois. 

take charge of the divisions and stay with them any length 
of time. However Utah, Idaho, Montana, Wyoming, and Colo
rado were taken from the Pacific Slope Mission and consti
tuted another mission. 

While the general church conference was in session in the 
Stone Church in Plano, the Pacific Slope Mission was holding at 
Sacramento, California, where beside the lay members, thirty 
officers of the church took part in business and social service. 
Among the reports I clip this from my father's: 
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Labored a long time in [San Bernardino] to reconcile matters, of which 
there appeared but little hope; tried to show charity, so that none might 
be cutoff, that all might be redaimed; labored alone till Brother Ander
son came, and held meetings to get life among the brethren; labored six 
weeks; five of them held meetings every night, three meetings every 
Sunday; art the expiration of that time discovered some hope, but clouds 
still hung over; I thought to go elsewhere and leave Brother Anderson. 
Before leaving concluded to have sacrament meeting, but did not kno·w 
who would partake of it. When the meeting was opened the Spirit of 
God was present; strong men were meJted to tears, and most all partook 
of the sacrament. Came away satisfied and believe that the Saints will 
continue; there may be some heart burning; some hard feelings, but 
believe they will pass away; expected to be there three weeks, but was 
there thi'ee months. While down at Gospel Swamp, had meeting in the 
schoolhouse; preached first principles, felt happy, and full of the Spirit; 
at. close of meeting, a Campbellite minister arose . and asked some ques
tions, then challenged me to a discussion; we met and the adversary was 
confounded to the praise of God; a gDod feeling was manifested, every
where, and the call comes from every direction, "Come and preach to us." 
Brother Brush was president of San Bernardino District, and is now. 
Left 'thei'e, and went to Brother Mills' district with him, and never saw 
a greater manifestation of the Spirit than at San Benito. I return 
thanks to the brethren for their kindness to me, and the glory to God 
for his goodness. · 

The action of the conference in seeking to establish some 
means of providing for the elders' families will show how 
times have improved and loosened the hands ·and feet of those 
who are best calculated to run with the tidings of great joy. 
A copy of the resolution adopted by this conference may best 
show the spirit moving upon these people. 

Resolved, That the presidents of the various branches of the Pacific 
Slope be directed by this conference to ascertain and collect the amount 
that each member of said branch over which he presides will give 
quarterly for the support of the families of the elders who are actively 
engaged .in the work of the ministry; and said presidents to forward the 
same to Elder John Roberts, San Francisco, by him to be expended for the 
support of such families, and we urge the necessity of prompt action 
in this matter. 

From this conference, which lasted for eight days, father 
went with the enthusiastic local force again into the field, and 
on May 1 met with the Saints in a conference of four days du
ration at Tres Pinos (Three Rivers), in the Santa Cruz Dis-
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trict, in San Benito County. It was at this eonference that he, 
assisted by others, ordained Joseph F. Burton an elder; an in
cident that he always reviewed with his eyes brimming with 
happy tears. For a man loves manly goodness in man, and in 
his touch with this man he found many cherished ideals, char-

Seventy's Hall, Nauvoo, Illinois. 

acterized ,and well developed, both in physique and spirit. 
From this good time at San Benito he moved on with Elder 
Mills. The embodiment of active and enthusiastic spiritual 
zeal was .this man, with his big frame and ill health. To Wat
sonville and then on to the "courthouse services" in the pleas
ant windmill city of Stockton; then on to Sacramento and into 
Nevada. At the MayConference the first fruits of the resolu
tion on provision for families was reaped, my father receiving 
as his share forty dollars for his family, now six children in it, 
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some of them of school age and so requiring more means for 
a livelihood. Already three of them were attending school in 
the first ward in Nauvoo. 

Sometimes in fancy he saw them, one boy, two girls, going 
up the grassy old Main Street, turning the corner north of 
Arga.st's saloon and Wetzel's little white store, down Parley to 
the familiar old structure built many years ago by the Mor
mons for a Seventy's Hall. They had built it two stories high 
and on the main road to the ferry landing. The upper story 
had been removed and it stood bare and unshaded by the road. 
To the west and north stretched a sodden area known as the 
"hundred acres,," but not that much land lay thus undrained 
and untilled for many years. Near it stood the old homes of 
old-time Mormons-many of them empty and going to decay. 
These often furnished places for wild games of hide ~and seek 
to hi's children and playmates, as they had to his own youth. 

Often he drew mental contmst with the inertia and ruin of 
the beloved home town and the bustling, progressive western 
cities; not that Nauvoo had not its cultivrated and progressive 
people, but they were in the minority. He began to long very 
deeply to place his family in surroundings less deadening. 
To get them where some employment beside fishing, and less 
dangerous sport than they found on the river, and· companions 
of their own faith ~and hope. 

While crossing the beautiful Iowa prairies there had come a 
flash of the future of her towns and rolling ·hills and what 
they might be in coming years, and over and over he turned 
the question, "Where shall I reside, that I may serve best the 
interests of my family and the church?" 

He spent his thirty-sixth birthday in Nevada, where he 
labored for six weeks. Upon his return to San Francisco 
father found letters intimating the probable necessity of his 
returning to Nauvoo to assist in the care of his brother David, 
then 'at Nauvoo, resting but not improving as had been hoped 
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by his brother Joseph. He had his plans laid for the work 
of months, and although expressing himself as willing to do 
the best he could wherever placed and whatever the work, he 
still felt loath to separate himself at this time from the work 
on the slope. He had the matter in hand better than ever 
before, and was growing in generalship of the whole situation. 

At the slope conference, held in the Saints' chapel at Wash
ington Corners, Alameda County, September 3, 187 4, the fol
lowing resolution was presented: 

Resolved, That we, the Saints of the Pacific Slope Mission, do most 
earnestly pray the brethren in General Conference to be aS<sembled at 
Council Bluffs, Iowa, on the 19th inst, to return as speedily as possible 
our beloved president, Alexander H. Smith, with ,his family, on a 
permanent mission to this coast. Adopted unanimously. 

That this conference deem it prudent for the better working of the 
ministry in this mission, that a suitable residence be leased or purchased 
by this church, located in a central part of California, for the use of 
the president of the Pacific Slope Mission; and we earnestly commend 
this to the consideration of the General Confer.ence of this church. 

At this conference Jane, the eldest daughter of Elder Glaud 
Rodger, was married to Brother Chauncey Butterfield. These 
were two excellent young people, and although Sister Janie 
went away to paradise long ago, a beautiful family of sons 
and daughters live to do honor to her memory and comfort 
the father. .Elder Mills performed the ceremony. 

At this time there was not anywhere a more popular man 
in church circles than Elder Mills. His genial, free-hearted 
manner won old and young, for he loved men, not money nor 
rank. Speaking of him a decade later a companion said: 
"I could labor in unity with him for a thousand years." His 
generous spirit knew no jealousy, no envy, and no self-exalta
tion, and behind him stood the self-sacrificing, energetic, free
hearted woman who reared his family and kept her firm hand 
hard with constant ministrations to her own and others' needs. 

The wife and three remaining children of Elder Glaud 
Rodger accompanied father to the conference at Council 
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Bluffs, and after conference journeyed ,on to the colony at 

Lamoni, Iowa. 
The semiannual conference this year experienced a new 

phase of the weather. For fourteen years the sun had smiled 
down upon the tented city of the Saints in their convening; 
smiled his warm, dreamy smile of autumn's season; but at this 
conference, beginning September 20, it rained a cold, drizzly 
rain, 'and nowhere was it very comfortable, but the people 
stayed in their chosen place of camp and hurried along every 

business measure. 
Of course people expected rain in spring at the Annual Con

ference, but in the fall at the camp, sunshine was due. The 
gloom finally broke and comfort came in part. The stop at 
conference was not a delight to father. Once he had resolved 
to go home, all things that lay between himself and that dear 
spot were but difficulties to be surmounted, and the cause of 
his homecoming was made more appealing to him when the 
details had been disclosed: The love am~ solicitation of the 
California people had followed him in a petition for his return, 
and that for a permanent residence, the mission to create a 
mission house and prepare the home. The conference returned 
the man of California's choice in charge of the mission, and 
left the matter of home and permanency of presidency with 
the mission. 

This seemed like an answer to father's prayers, and the 
solving of the problems vexing him. He hurried away from 
the conference grounds before.its final adjournment, and where 
dreamy glories of autumn laid over its face and its islands 
he once more came to his beloved river, and speedily to the 
little woman, and the children who had grown so fast that he 
could cry about it. Their childhood was passing and he had 
no part in it. A year and a half makes many changes in 
growing children, and the shyness of these little people, and 
their half strange greetings made his heart sore, and when the 
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little woman quietly laid a little of the responsibility onto 
him, he liked it, yet he was crushed with his own strangeness 
with his own children, and the overtures of the warm-hearted, 
trusting California people seemed more than ever a veritable 
godsend, to keep him more in touch with his own family, 
while at the same time filling the office of his priestly calling 
in his appointed place. 

He presented the plan with all its numerous advantages to 
the little wife, and she Hstened, and the people in the West, 
some of whom she was already in correspondence with, sent 
her warm and pressing invitations to come to the hospitable 
welcome they held in store for her. Priesthood and laity 
joined in these kindly urgings. They were to make for her a 
home all ready; several hundred dollars had been subscribed 
toward this home, but the location not yet decided upon. 
Finally the little woman consented. These last months she 
had enjoyed the comforts of many things, long needed, and 
she knew it was by reason of the ·forethought and business
like ar1:1angements of these same good people that such comfort 
was possible. Her independent spirit felt a shrinking from 
being a drifting object -of charity, however generous and 
kindly the benefactors, and she· consented to move with her 
little family into the Mission Home when it was ready, and 
with a very resolute look she vowed not before. She could 
not think of going into other homes, with her half dozen small 
children, a guest for an indefinite period, and so it was settled 
and the Old Mansi_on and its "bit garden" was put in shape 
by that "gude mon" for another year's absence. My mother 
had received from father's mission during his absence of a 
year ;and a half about two hundred and seventy-five dollars 
for herself and six children. In addition to this there was a 
small income from father's share of the family farm, and her 
lot was far better than many othelis of the missionaries of 
those times, though not so good by far as a few others. 
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It was the inequalities of the life by gift that the wise 
sought to eliminate, that there might be an equalization or 
at least a basis from which to work to the end that all should 
share equally. While the nicety of an even balance might 
never be gained, it might be approximated. All these things 
have been slowly working out in the church, and like the 
weaver in the ancient legend, those who were weaving and 
those who are still weaving do not see the beauty of the work 
they are doing, for the finished pattern is visible only on the 
other side. 

THE TAPESTRY WEAVERS. 

Let us take to our hearts a lesson-no lesson can braver be--
From the ways of the tapestry weavers on the other side of the sea. 
Above their heads the pattern hangs, they study it with care, 
And while their fingers deftly work, their eyes are fastened there. 
They tell this curious thing, besides, of the patient, plodding weaver; 
He works (_ln the wrong side evermore, but works for the right side ever. 
It is only when the weaving stops, and the web is tossed and turned, 
And he sees his real handiwork, that his marvelous skill is learned. 
Ah, the sight of its delicate beauty, how it pays him for all its cost, 
No rarer and daintier work than his was ever done by the frost. 
Thus the master bringe,th him golden hire, and giveth him praises as well, 
But how happy the heart of the weaver is, no tongue but his own can tell. 

The years of man are the looms of God let down from the place of the sun, 
Wherein we are weaving always, till the mystic web is done. 
Weaving kindly, but weaving surely, each for himself his fate, 
We may not 'See how the right side looks, we can only weave and wait, 
But looking above for the pattern, no weaver hath need to fear, 
Only let him look clear into Heaven-the perfect pattern is there. 
If he keeps the feet of the Savior for ever and always in sight, 
His toil shall be sweeter than honey, his weaving is sure to be right; 
And when his task is ended, and the web is turned and ·shown, 
He shall hear the voice of the Master; it shall say to him, "Well done!" 
And the white-winged angels of Heaven, to bear him thence shall come 

down. 
And God shall give him gold for his hire, not coin, but a fadeless crown. 

(To be continued.) 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from volume 5, page 495.) 

In November, father and mother went to Plano on a visit. 
It was one of the rare things in mother's life, this thing called 
a pleasure trip. Few indeed her pleasures outside her humble 
hearthstone pleasures. Such things as lectures, concerts, pic
nics, in fact any of 'the recreations so common to most women 
of her social, life-loving nature, were almost unknown to her. 

So this little journey to Plano was an event always held in 
pleasant remembrance. She even remembers the delightful 
flurry consequent upon making the little new merino dresses 
for baby Eva Grace, born March 1, 187 4, while her father was 
making his way north from San Bernardino over the poppy
crowned hills of California, and while the storm king of winter 
spent his last days in enraged bluster over the prairies and 
across the Mississippi. A bright, dark-eyed little girl, with 
winsome, happy ways and excellent health was she. 

At last the last bit of braid was set and the buttonholes 
worked carefully with the help of Grandma Revell's flying 
needle, and mother, father, and the baby were off for a holi
day. It was a great event in the family and among the quiet, 
good-hearted neighbors who were interested in anything that 
made a ripple on the still waters of their life. 

They were royally received by the dear friends in Plano, 
and chief among their pleasures was the visit with Uncle J os-' 
eph's family, whose three eldest daughters were like younger 
sisters to mother. She had helped to care for them in their 
infancy, and loved them and mothered them through their 
own mother's long illness and after her death, and they are 
very dear to her yet by reason of those years and later associa
tions. 
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Indeed, that holiday was far more important in mother's 
life than it was in father's., although the world reading of it 
now in the old Heralds finds note of his growth and attain
ments made possible in some ways by her sacrifice and hu
mility of soul. 

Brother Alexander H. Smith arrived in Plano on the 21st t;~lt., from 
Nauvoo, where he has, since his return from California and the Semi. 
annual Conference, been enjoying the benefits of a "furlough" ( ?) amid 
the pleasures and quiet of home, away from the field of active service 
and conflict against sin and error. Brother Alexander preached for us 
twice on Sunday, the day after his arrival. As a workman of the Lord, 
he showed an acquaintance with the tools he us·es, and his ready use of 
the sword of the Spirit showed him to be a practiced soldier of Christ. 
He is now (Thanksgiving Day) in town with his wife, enjoying the 
friendly greetings and kind hospitalities of his many friends. He will 
remain but a few days, when his course will be westward. May his 
usefulness never grow less. 

Sometimes, when a deep mist or a law-draped fog clings to 
the hills and hides the chilly scenes of Iowa's winter, there 
comes to me a half-forgotten sound-a voice out of childish 
memories calling in questioning halloos from beyond the wall 
of fog, and in fancy I can see my father, as often happened 
in those river days, lift his hand for silence and drop his head 
a little to catch the suspected sound. Then rising say directly 
to mother, "I think some one is lost on the river," and gather
ing cap and coat he leaves the merry circle of children about 
the fire, with whom he has been the leading spirit in some 
laughing frolic or some more quiet game, and goes out into 
the chilly night-as he closes the door he pauses and listens 
again, and faint and far, and dangerously to the left comes a 
halloo from the river. Then he is all action and runs down 
Main Street, the one intervening block to the river bank, 
almost indistinguishable in the darkness of a fog-hung night. 
Then he puts his hands for a trumpet to his lips and a clear, 
strong call goes out in the fog. It is answered, and quickly 
another call, "To the right-look out for the channel." So 
back: and forth the calls go, and the voice out on the icy river 
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moves slowly up stream, for the voice calling from the shore 
is certain; back of i:t lies a knowledge of the old Mississippi. 
If Mark Twain knew the snags and rocks from the Upper 
Mississippi to the Lower, so father knew them in all the 
waters around Nauvoo, and knew, too, her dangers and joys, 
during a season when steamboat men would have been as if on 
untried seas on her froz.en waters. He knew the almost certain 
death if the man lost in fog drew near the dreaded old French 
Channel, and he knew the bewilderments of a fog-lost soul. 
So he stood and guided the unseen as he himself was unseen 
back to the safe crossing and never left his post for a moment 
until the voice sounded, "All right!" from a safe quarter. 
Sometimes there were others with him, sometimes others 
sounded the call, but if one voice only guided it was less be
wildering, and it was part of river courtesy to keep hushed 
attention to the voice of the lost and the guide. All these 
things were pleasantly exciting to us children, and every boy 
and girl delighted in the prowess of father in meeting such 
demands. 

To us he was a hero, whom we enjoyed defeating in games 
of jackstraws, or dominoes, or checkers. 

One winter night he guided thus from almost certain death 
down the swift channel and over the rapids an old man who 
had lived and worked on the river for many, many years, and 
grateful was the man, too. 

So out of the great deeps of eternity a call came to my father 
from the sons of men lost in the fog of earth and near to the 
pitfall, and he went forth from his own fireside, calling up 
and down the walks of life a strong, unfaltering call to the lost, 
and thus until the last his voice rang true and unbroken. "To 
the right, to the right;· you are near the channel." 

So again he left his family and went back to the mission in 
California. From there he wrote to his wife that there was 
not yet enough means collected to build the missionary home 

121 www.LatterDayTruth.org



BIOGRAPHY OF A. H. SMITH 23 

and she wrote to him: "Then, I will not come; if any are 

eager to dedicate their money to a better cause, let them send 

it to Brother Wandell, who is sick and lonely in a foreign land. 

That is the only suggestion I have to make." 

And right here let me say that yesterday with tear-dim eyes 

my mother spoke of this and said: "It was too late, poor 

Brother Wandell was dead before they got my letter." After 

all tnese years she still recalls her disappointment that Brother 

Wandell did not get to come home. It was a disappointment 

to father, too, as was also the failure to see his wife and 
family in sunny California, for it again opened up the vexa
tious question, "What shall be done with them?" The mother 
was never easy with the son away from her, for he had avowed 
intentions of bec9ming a river man, with all the fascinating 
stories of Neighbor Nimerick, a steamboat captain, to lend 
allurement to her own natural calls, the river was fast becom
ing his one dream, to run a boat, to hear the chug, chug of 
her engine was his one wild wish. The success,ive failure of 
crops on the bit of farmland had made it a source of more 
annoyance than revenue, and everything demanded a change. 

With these things crying out to his conscience, father pur
sued his missionary work in the West, whjch he found as dear 
and interesting as ever. Moving to and fro through the State 

. he came again to San Bernardino, the beautiful valley of rest 
in the arm of the everlasting hills, and from there to Gospel 
Swamp where he met Elder John Garner and wife, with whom 
he made a trip to Nevada in 1873. These good people had been 
almost like his own to him, and were among the Saints of the 
Pacific Slope, who were ever kind and hospitable to him. Sure 
of welcome, he traveled from city to city, from ranch to vil
lage home, and everywhere was the door thrown open and a 
welcome given "Brother Alexander," and now he felt that soon 
there must be a change from this field of activity to some 
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other; and it touched him with a little feeling of sadness that 
he might never meet them again. 

At the conference the matter of the office for the president 
of the Pacific Slope was further agitated, and the purchase of 

. a tent for conference use was decided upon. Letters from the 
children were coming now, and there was a coloring to them 
that set him planning a different future than they had appeared 
to be choosing. 

He had loved to tell them experiences in his busy life. One 
among the many thrilling experiences in his river life hap
pened one winter day, when crossing the frozen Mississipp.i 
on his skates. The fog lay in a deep, icy wall over the whole 
wide stream. Swinging along with his usual surety, he sud
denly felt one foot plunge into the icy water imd realized that 
he was out of the safe course and had struck one of the much
dreaded air holes. Keeping strong hold on the slender pole, 
carried by all river men on the ice, he managed to get back 
onto solid ice and finally struck the home trail. 

These exploits only acted as fuel to flames in the aspirations 
of the boy in the home, just in his teens, and that in turn kept 
the mother uneasy. 

The old house was a lonely place, too, for the family of 
David had moved to Sandwich. Sometimes his rooms were 
rented to quiet, pleasant people, but one spring evening my 
mother opened the door to answer a knock and met an officer . 
of the law, who asked to search the house. She indignantly 
asked the meaning of such a request. Then a young deputy, 
a family friend, stepped up and explained to her that the 
reckless bandit son-in-law of the quiet people occupying the 
uncle's rooms for some months now, had escaped the law and 
was hidden in the house somewhere. She insisted that he 
could not possibly have gotten into her apartments, but old 
tales of secret passages and secret closets in this old house 
had created suspicion, and the officer followed the thoroughly 
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angered little woman as she led the way through her rooms 
into every hall, and room and closet. Then with a sarcastic 
curl to her lips she answered his questions about the other part 
of the house with her small head held very high and her dark 
eyes flashing seornfully. "Now," said he, "you will pardon me, 
Mrs. Smith, but I had to do this, and just keep quiet for the 
house is surrounded with men and they are armed." The door 
closed, and with her children close about her, mother sat and 
rocked the baby. When day dawned and she knew for a truth 
what manner of people had been living there in the other 
rooms of the old house, she felt frightened indeed. Her legal 
protector could but grieve over such a scene when it came to 
his ears. 

After that she felt safer far when she had reason to believe 
the old rooms were tenanted only with old memories, or black 
bats and stray kittens. Indeed she found sometimes a real 
outlet to her nervousness when, leaving the small children 
sleeping, she took her lighted lamp and in company with Fred 
or myself she went through the old, deserted, shadowy rooms 
to the well-room at the extreme end of the house. I can see 
yet the small circle of light in which we moved, the shadows 
falling behind as out, clear out to the old well-room we went. 
Then back we came, the long, deep rooms echoing to our foot
steps, as we carried our bucket of cool, fresh water into the 
pleasantly lighted rooms, where even the soft breathing of the 
baby sleeping in her crib sounded doubly sweet by comparison. 

Many were the long, dreary nights that the little mother 
spent alone in the old mansion, with no company but her chil
dren. Sometimes the storms howled and beat furiously, and 
shutters and doors rattled, and the wind shrieked through the 
many openings in the windows and seemed to howl down the 
long hall like things of life, and moan in the old fireplaces. 

Sometimes friends spent the nights with her, but it was not 
now as it had been, when the good mother had presided over 

124 www.LatterDayTruth.org



26 JOURNAL OF HISTORY 

these rooms and made welcome sound with her clear, low voice, 
and soft footfall. The little mother had met with a sad loss 
herself in the years, and half frightened with the terror of it, 
she became shy and reticent, for faster and faster the terror 
pursued until she was driven from many pleasures into the 
still places that wait for those that are deaf. You who have. 
stood on the losing side and watched some life-dear faculty 
go down, slowly, but surely down, can probably get some idea 
of what this meant to this wife of a missionary with a grow
ing family about her. 

Young, keenly alive, and socially inclined, she met the loss 
as bravely as anyone could, I am sure, as bravely and as cheer
fully, but oh, she needed to hear now more than ever; she 
needed the blessed, blessed gift, and she grew always to feel 
the silence that stood like a wall 'twixt herself and loved sound. 
This affliction was due, in part, to exposure in an· open boat 
on the river. Crossing from Montrose to Nauvoo, a pending 
storm broke suddenly upon them and for hours the little boat 
tossed· among the whitecaps before it finally made shore, and 
then for months the shrieking wind and angry churn of waters 
seemed to keep up continuous revel on the sensitive nerves, 
already weakened, and the effect was an irremediable loss in 
the sense of sound. 

There came into her heart a deep desire to escape also the 
constant irritation caused by curious travelers. Nauvoo was 
a place of pilgrimage for thousands, and the old home houses 
were becoming ancient marks of history. Her sensitive spirit 
recoiled f:rom the searching stranger eyes and sometimes 
rudely curious questions put to her. She longed for seclusion 
and always kept one of her older children by her side in her 
conversations with them, relying on the quick young ears for 
the sounds that failed her. In after years, when removed to 
a home of different environment, the deafness was greatly 
modified. Probably the lifting of nerve tension and relief from 
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nights of listening gave back some suppleness to hindered 
muscles, but never a full return of hearing. 

The depressions caused by these many anxieties was ap
parent in my father, as he labored in California on his fourth 
mission to that State. He felt a lagging spirit sometimes that 
had never before tormented him. Through the year of 1875 
he kept busily engaged but was continually perplexed over the 
situation at home, and burdened with the desire to continue 
in his field. 

Finally, in the beautiful winter season of California, he 
suddenly made one. of his characteristic resolves and started 
home with a fixed purpose. The decision was made, and De
cember 19 found him back amid the home scenes of fog and 
ice and snow. Negotiations had been pending for the sale of 
his little farm, but with his warm affection for anything as
sociated with tender memories, he had clung to that bit of 
land. Now that was past, and his heart turned to the new 
phase of associations awaiting him. 

He had left his mission in the hands of Elder Daniel S. 
Mills, "a good and efficient laborer," and in January, 1876, 
wrote a long farewell to the Saints of the Pacific Slope: 

To the Saints of the Pacific Slope Mission; Greeting: It is with feel
ings of sadness I attempt to commune with you through our much loved 
Herald; but my being absent from you does not remove the responsibility 
resting upon me, as your presiding officer, entirely from my shoulders. 

I find myself still planning and thinking. of and for you, and your 
welfare. My sudden return home, or what may have seemed a "sud
den"' resolve and action, was caused by circumstances, which I thought 
justified me in my quick movement. I have, since my arrival at home, 
been perfectly satisfied that I acted wisely. But in my seeming hurry 
to get home,. I did not forget your interests, and appointed our worthy 
and highly esteemed brother and colaborer, Daniel S. Mills, to· act in my 
absence as your spiritual advisor and presiding officer. 

There is little need for me to ask you to uphold him with your love, 
faith, and prayers; for this I well know you already do. Still, knowing 
the responsibility of the position, I ask you to sustain him, and hold up 
his hands, as did the children of Israel hold up the hands of the prophet 
o{ God, as they contended against their enemies, 'tis weary work some
times. 
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Should I ever be called into the western field again, I hope I may find 
the same loving hearts, the same willing hands I left on my leave-taking 
of the Saints of the Pacific Slope Mission, I am grateful and ever shall 
remember the kindness shown me. I could not wish a better future, in 
this life, than to live with a people so universally kind; who are striving 
to serve God and keep his commandments; and I look forward with 
pleasure to the day when Zion will be redeemed and the Saints gathered; 
when there will be a continual communion with holy ones, and our Lord 
and Savior reign in person. 

Receive Brother D. S. Mills in my stead; bless him as you have me; 
in blessing him, you will call down heaven's blessings on your own heads. 

And now, beloved Saints, although I am far distant from you, I 
always bear you in mind, and pray that God's grace be given you. I shall 
still try to watch over you and your interests, as far as in me lies. May 
the inspiration of God's Holy Spirit, and his peace abide for ever with 
you. Amen. ALEXANDER H. SMITH, 

P1·esident Pacific Slope Mission. 
NAUVOO, ILLINOIS, January 2, 1876. 

From the shelter of his boyhood home, amid the snowy 
scenes of Nauvoo, he wrote this. 

Preparations went speedily on for the change of location. 
Father's heart had always had a queer little soft spot for Mis
souri. It seemed almost part of his elemental nature to look 
forward to Missouri for a home at last. In spite of this he 
was led to the settlement in Decatur County, Iowa, and re
viewed again its advantages. Then crossing the state line 
to the south he found near to this pleasant settlement a place 
that appealed to his heart-call, in Missouri. Here taxes were 
lower and the land ,as good as Iowa's, and some other induce
ments drew him at last into the purchase of a farm, just over 
the line about a mile in Harrison County, Missouri. "Here," 
he said, "I pitch my tent." The farm was picturesquely and 
beautifully located. The owner a gentle-mannered Kentuck
ian, with more confidence in the possibilities of the land than 
many of the old settlers, had planted a young orchard, and 
planned for other advance movements. 

During the time of preparation :f'or this move, father found 
time to lift a voice in defense of the Master in old Hancock 
County. In April he met with his quorum in session at the 
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semiannual conference at Plano, Illinois, and soon after re
turning to Nauvoo from the conference his goods were ferried 
over the Mississippi and loaded into a waiting car, among 
them being some stock and articles that were long delayed 
payment for rent of the little farm. Among these one fine, 
high-spirited gray colt called "Topsy," a pet with all. 

The bright, sunny, April day was closing down. The chil
dren were trooping through the hall of the Nauvoo House 
to where grandma stood spreading "pieces" for the hungry 
little band. The little mother sat wearily in the big rocker, 
tears of parting already shining in her eyes, although she 
thought the night lay between her and the last good-bye. The 
rooms at the Mansion looked sadly lonely, and as grandmother 
stooped to tie a stray bonnet string or press into tiny hands 
a well-sugared biscuit, there was the tremor of sadness in the 
dear old hands, and the brown eyes overflowed. Soon they 
would all be gone, and how they would be missed. 

Suddenly there came a shout from the front door, and some 
way in the hurry and bustle of the hour we were swept out of 
the loving arms of our grandmother, and from the brow of 
the hill I recall looking back to grandmother standing with her 
hands shading her eyes from the western sunlight, a pathetic 
droop to the whole beloved figure. Father had discovered the 
car was going that night and mother had refused to go alone, 
so we were thus suddenly whisked away from the old home 
and grandmother. 

The setting sun gleamed in a thousand gay lights on the 
windows of the old homes, and touched the waters to a molten 
sea as we passed beyond the island, freshly green with spring
time budding, and left the childhood home for ever, and never 
again did my mother look upon the cherished friend of her 
life, her foster mother, and ideal mother-in-law. All that she 
had been to my mother no pen can ever tell. That was the great
est sorrow of this change to a new home. It left the grand-
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mother so lonely. For father and mother there were new 
scenes and unique experiences and making of new friends; 
for grandmother the lonely days and sad memories in the old 

town. 

That was Centennial Year, and everything took on charm 
by reason of the "spirit of '76" that extended even to the chil
dren, all unused to this new rolling country and log houses. 
Once or twice during the year an ox team was seen; all this 
excited comment and wonder~ The long ride in the wagon 
from Leon to Davis City, thence over hills and hollows to our 
new home, where many new wonders awaited us. Never be
fore had we seen such a lamp as our host lighted for our use, 
just a bit of cloth laid in an open dish with common grease 
of any kind poured over one end and the light on the ragged 
edge against the side of the dish. 

The man was hospitality embodied; we camped for a time 
in the room vacated by him for father's use. He had sickness 
in his low-voiced, . quiet-mannered family, and could not go 
for a short time to a southern home. Their slow, pleasant 
drawl was delightful to ears used from babyhood to the gut
teral German, and high-pitched French voices of our old 
townspeople, although these same voices might be kind and 
dear in memory. 

I recall the sadness that fell upon my father and mother 
when the old man was almost ready to leave, and they found 
him standing east of the house, his arms folded, his shoulders 
drooping, his face turned toward a little spot of green on a 
near-by hill, where a few marble slabs gleamed in the spring 
sunshine. He had brought to this little woodland home his 
bride from the green hills of Kentucky. In that little old log 
house, now used for a barn, down in the woodland's edge they 
had lived for many years. Then they had planned this new 
house on this pretty rise of ground, but he was going away 
now for ever and she would not go with him, only the two 
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girls and the boy, with the hard cough and weary, sorry smile, 
would ride away from the home and her grave. Kind to 
everybody and everything, he made no complaint. Commend
ing the household care, the great old family cat, Sharp, and the 
wild birds who came every summer to build near by, he said 
good-bye to each one, holding b;:tby Grace very close for a 
moment; then they were gone, and father and mother stood 
together and cried in very sympathy for the gentle old Ken
tuckian, whose home was now their own. 

The heart of each was sore too with thoughts of the brave 
old heart they had left in the great unfinished Nauvoo House. 
Of that first year on the farm I can hardly choose what to 
tell. First of all the happiness of my mother. She was like 
a child in her delight over the beauties of this new experience, 
and a hero in meeting its trials and difficulties. For it took 
fortitude to stand the hardships of the new life, a life not in 
the least like the one father had anticipated removing her to; 
but we worked together with all the merriment of girls in o).lr 
hou<>ehold duties, ~mel outside th~ oldest son and father were 
being initiated in the caprice and comradeship of Mother Na
ture. It was a wonderful time of growth for all. Each one 
learned to handle horses and plant and cultivate, and the 
grubbing hoe became a thing abhorred to the ones who learned 
its use by actual practice, for some of this new -farm was still 
in brush land, but fortunately, not much. The grubbed out 
roots were often used for winter fuel, the brush and smaller 
sticks for kindling "crow's nests" father called them, and the 
intermediate growth was used for the kitchen use, or for 
fencing. Indeed, it took quantities for this purpose, for rail 
fences were pioneer defenses. Picturesque they were, too, and 
we learned in the household's time of stress for dry wood, to 
follow the old rail fences and gather dried bark and splinters; 
in fact, we became adepts, at peeling the old dried posts and 
stumps during the times of much work for the man and boy. 
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The rail fence thus proved to possess some advantages over 

its successor, the line of wire. We found father's ingenuity, 

coupled with his splendid power of practical execution, won

derful help in many times of need. By his use of those facul

ties we enjoyed comforts that added much to every day's 

pleasure, and when at work in field or timber land his gun 

was with him, and the variety of meats brought, ready dressed 

to the cook, made our simple fare seem almost sumptuous at 

times. 

Rainy days were the best ones to the children of the home. 
It was such fun to help father mold bullets and cut gun wads 
and fill the shot pouch and the old powder horn. The dipping 
of the hot, lead-laden bullet-mold into the cold water m~de 
such sputtering and steaming, and the bits of overflowed lead 
on the mold cooling in the water made such queer, fantastic 
shapes. Sometimes he brought a part of the harness into 
the kitchen to mend and there was a volley of questions, 
"What's this for?" "Where ¢toes that go?'' "Why?" 

The missionary was getting intimately acquainted with his 
family of growing children, and they with him. 

In my mind's eye there is a picture of this country home, 
whose comfortable shelter we found a quarter of a mile back 
from the main road which runs east and west. A tangled bit 
of woodland lay between this road and the house, and a pic
turesque road wound down hill through it and up and down 
and up again, to the barnyard gate. There in the open glade 
facing the west stood the farmhouse, built of native timber, 
and strongly built and sure. A drive through the barnyard 
and we entered the dooryard from the north, through a native 
grove of straight, smooth-barked bitternut trees, that grew 
almost to the kitchen door. The view to the south and west 
was one of wooded hills, with low, green, bottom lands along 
the creek bed. Here and there magnificent oaks and elms 
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stretched wide, low-bending arms. In a natural grassy amphi
theater in the south woods lay a small body of water. 

Looking from the house to the east, across the stretch of 
meadow, the eye rested upon a wide stretch of prairie, with 
the little hamlet of Andover near to the northeast, and still 
nearer the schoolhouse and little graveyard. 

It would be hard to find a spot differing as widely from the 
Nauvoo .home, and yet it was beautiful, and certainly se
cluded and still. The little mother laid a calculating eye on 
the flowerless dooryard and garden, and after the rush of other 
things possib.ly more essential, she led forth my father to exe
cute her plans. Here a pink rose and there a white one, and 
over there the "thousand leaf," known in family parlance as 
"grandma's favorite," honeysuckle, s,yringa, snowball, and 
peonies, all came from the bundle of green things stored in 
the car at Montrose. Grapevines and currant bushes, fleur
de-lis and trumpet vine, all set deep in Missouri homes, and 
such chattering and planning, and what buckets of water must 
be carried by the ''children" and sometimes such jokes hap
pen~d that the wildwood echoed the laughter back through the 
springtime air. 

The changes that must be made in dooryard, garden, and 
house were accomplished slowly, however, and with much 
waiting, for the farm work must be done first. And another 
thing then learned was the need of many implements for the 
farm. It seemed the list of necessities for the farm work was 
endless, and until these necessities were supplied the house
hold must sacrifice every possible desire. The house was 
finished with soft, light-wood floors, everyone unpainted. 

Their beauty when freshly scoured with hot suds and brush 
was almost sufficient recompense for the toil expended, and 
their need of suds strong and copious, developed another need, 
and so father built a leach and into it went the fine wood 
ashes, and then what quantities of water must be poured into 
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the leach and some one must keep in mind the receptacle that 
caught the lye. How many things that lye kept purified, be
sides filling its appointed place in the making of soap, I can 
not now recall. 

I recall one little instance of those years of waiting with 
mingled feelings. We were in need of an extra stand for one 
of the bedchambers, and we all knew that it was impossible 
to buy one. Among the boxes in which the goods had been 
packed, was one which held the books. A strong, square, 
smooth box, of favorable dimensions, that we improvised for 
a stand while waiting the time when father could inake a stand, 
we girls conceived of the plan of nailing legs to this box, drap- · 
ing it becomingly, and having a dressing table. Father said 
it could easily be accomplished, and suggested just how. But 
he had not time, and we were in sore need of that dressing 
table, and determined to have it at once. 

While at work in the smokehouse I came upon two won
llerfully smooth sticks of hickory, of equal length and pro
portion, with a slight difference that one was smoother than 
the other. I said, "Mother, I believe these sticks will ju~t do 
for our table exactly." She was busy and said, "I expect so," 
and I proceeded with sister's help to saw them in two and 
fix them, according to father's previous directions, onto the 
box. It was not an easy task, nor very workmanlike in finish, 
but it stood, and did not wobble. Upon the return of father 
from his work we rushed upon him to come and see. He said, 
"Fine," and we were elated; but suddenly he stopped and ran 
his hand over the hickory legs. 

"Where did you get these?" I said, "Out in the smo,kehouse; 
why?" I began to feel uneasy. 

"Well, because, daughter, you've used the whiffletrees I've 
been seasoning and working down." Then it came to me; th~se 
were the very sticks father had worked upon with bits of 
glass, scraping and smoothing at every spare moment, out by 
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the bitternut trees. I remembered him going into the smoke
house with them when called to meals, and I sat helplessly 
down on the floor and said, "Oh, I didn't know it." He said, 
"Of course you didn't know it, daughter, so never mind it," 
but I proceeded to hate the box, legs and all, from that day 
forth, and he started new whiffletrees from other pieces of 
hickory and said, "If you want any more legs to put on boxes 
you had better get me to do it," and he laughed a little grimly. 

Our lessons in country life were many of them amusing, 
and some of them seemed almost tragical. Among family 
treasures was grandmother's side,saddle, used by her on many 
occasions of historic interest, and every girl of us was taught 
to ride in it. 

On Sundays we were loaded into the new farm wagon, and 
rode over the hills and along hollows, five miles to the meet
ing place of the branch in Iowa. There was at that time a 
Sunday school, with Wilson Hudson as superintendent, and 
the wayjn the pleasant months of the year was gay with wild 
prairie blossoms, deep grasses, and call of quail and other 
wild birds, for which father's knowledge of· wild things was 
taxed to give name. The journey was usually fascinating and 
instructive, for mother was as fully interested as any of us 
in all we saw. 

Sometimes the most magnificent and terrible storms of 
wind, lightning, and thunder visited the land; a few times 
overtaking us on our homeward way ; the lightning sometimes 
playing on the wagon wheels or dancing around the ironed 
edge of the box in most fascinating and terrifying brilliancy. 

My father was a great lover of horses, but they must be 
under his will, and they must be of a .spirited and willing sort, 
and it so happened that there were seasons of discipline for 
the tip-toe ladies in the harness. At such times not a child 
dared to make a bit of noise, if he happened to have any of 
them aboard; they were expected to remain perfectly quiet. 
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He had no patience with foolish screaming or the influence 
of other hands on him or the lines. "If I control the team, 
you must control yourself." Indeed, he felt great admiration 
for those who controlled the inclination to scream or make 
much fuss over matters of trouble or danger. He was him
self of an impulsive and quick-moving nature, so could sym
pathize with the inclination of others, but he was also firm 
as adamant in any fixed purpose. The intensity of purpose 
would set his jaw and fix the lines of his face until he won, 
then he would give a shout, if at all possible, and sing with 
pleasure. 

Coming into Lamoni Branch he was speedily given work 
along church lines by being made president of the branch; 

. The old settlers in Harrison County were some of them eager 
to sell their farms at from ten to twenty-five dollars per acre. 
They were looking to the offerings ·opening at that time in 
Arkansas and Texas, and expected to get more range for stock 
by a move to these new lands. People were beginning to object 
to open range for cattle and hogs in southern Iowa and north
ern Missouri, and fences were far too common for the range 
men. Already section lines were beginning to interfere with 
the main-traveled thoroughfares of the country. In passing 
from his home to the state line, father often mentioned the 
beauty of a piece of wild prairie we crossed and a year after 
he came to the county a young neighbor took up that piece 
of land from the Government on homestead claim. It had 
someway escaped previous claim, although beautiful enough 
to claim admiration of everyone who passed over it. 

One of the very interesting experiences of our farm life 
during that first year, was the preparation of father for a 
trip to the mill, either to Davis City or Cainsville. The day 
and evening before the corn was shelled for meal in a 
most primitive manner. Placing a tub in the corner of the 
multi-purposed kitchen, a spade was turned on its edge, and 
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seating himself astride the inverted spade, father shelled the 
ears rapidly on the spade's sharp edge. And at night he 
measured with a ruler the feet of the sleepy children, and 
made memoranda for the measurement for to-morrow's pur
chases. Hats were measured for, and many other preparations 
made. He was a busy man those days. Sometimes running 
the sewing machine when the work waxed too heavy indoors, 
and mother was tired or ill, and the family wash at such a 
time was saved up for rainy days, so that he could do a big 
and willing share, but there were forces tugging at him all 
the time. "You ought to be out in the gospel field, Brother 
Alexander; that's your place." "Come preach for us; your 
way is paid." "We need you at our conference and will send 
money for fare." And he knew that there was work for every 
minister in the world's work, but if he failed to provide for 
his own would he not be worse than an infidel? Times were 
hard among the early settlers, even for those who had farm 
and dairy produce, and the dividends due on stock invested 
in poultry and farm stock, and it was far worse for a begin
ner with small capital. It was a splendid thing for us that 
nature hung luscious wild fruit on plum tree and berry bush 
during those first years, and it was splendid, too, of those 
who were a little earlier in the country, that they remembered 
the stranger· within the gate when the fall meat was being 
stored and the butter packed away, and molasses boiled down. 

In after years father also had his little patch of sugar cane 
and one of buckwheat, and the winter meat fattening. How 
often we had recourse to his skill in supplying even the small 
needs of our dress for instance, when shoe strings wore out 
and stores miles away and no money in pocket, he brought 
forth his treasures of the first missionary trip west and se
lected a beautiful piece of buckskin, soft as velvet to the 
touch, and then skillfully cut with his pocketknife a long, 
even string for our exasperating need. It came to be quite 
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a test of skill among us to hold the heavy edge of the buck

skin steady during the process of cutting. A little rubbing 

with oil, and use, made the improvised shoe string a shoe 
string for ever, but never a thing of beauty. 

The Lamoni Branch was erecting a meetinghouse at the 
time of our coming' to it, a frame building on the farm of 
Ebenezer Robinson, and father assisted in the work of build
ing. Although the building was used during the summer 
months without flooring, it was often crowded with earnest 
and glad-hearted worshipers; and while many were dressed in 
coarse and simple garments, there were men and women of 
wealth in the congregation, and what was of greater worth, 
men and women of broad mentality, and rich, deep spirituality 
and intelligence. Logicians and philosophers met beneath that 
unfinished roof and took counsel in matters of eternal worth; 
but there were men living in that country at that time, who 
looked with uncompromising prejudice on these men and their 
measures. When my father tried to secure their meeting
house, which was built by the community for union services, 
they refused him. They would never let a Latter Day Saint 
preach in that building. They were like a recent politician, 
the worst "orthodox" preacher was better than the best Latter 
Day Saint; so it seemed a great joke when fathE:)r heard that 
one of the elders had preached there on Sunday and pleased 
the congregation greatly. It happened that Brother Henry 
C. Smith, of Michigan, had moved to a farm some miles deeper 
in the Missouri woods than was our home. One Sunday with 
his wife he took shelter from a rainstorm in the clean new 
Bethel Church, standing on the crossroads a mile from our 
home. The same rain that rained him in, rained the Bethel 
minister out, and upon the announcement being made that 
the minister had not come, Brother Smith arose and told 
them that he was a minister and would be glad to speak to the 
waiting people, and he spoke. Whoso knows Elder Smith 
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HENRY C. SMITH. 

"A gentle voiced man of God stood in Bethel's church pulpit that day." 

knows that a gentle-voiced man of God stood in Bethel's church 
pulpit that day, and his Master would have nothing to be 
ashamed of in him, and the people loved it and would have 
more until-they found he was a Latter Day Saint. Then the 
leaders said, "No" with confusion and some alarm. 
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With considerable derision, some of the neighbors used to 
send word to father to ask him about the weather in pros
pect, since he was "a prophet," but the ready wit with which 
he met their sarcastic thrusts silenced them on that score 
In December, 1877, he was appointed postmaster of the An
dover post office, and securing bondsmen, he received his offi· 
cial appointment in January, 1878. This was during the presi 
dency of Rutherford B. Hayes, and David M. Kay, of 
1'ennessee, was the Postmaster General who signed the ap· 
pointment. 

It made quite a flutter in our quiet little home when room 
was made in the cosy sitting room for the post office. It was 
located by the west window, near the front door to the west. 
and we soon found some of our neighbors as curious to see 
the,,"Prophet's family" as we were to see the natives. and 
both were in a sense gratified. Father was doing more and 
more local missionary work, and the care of the office was too 
intricate and annoying for mother. So in a year father re
signed his post office duties to another. In the fall of 1878, 
while in attendance at the semiannual conference at Gallands 
Grove, he was taken very sick and lay in a serious condition 
at the home of Alexander McCord. This was precipitated by 
the long-continued dampness and cold of· the camp meeting 
season, but was primarily caused by the heavy work of the 
year. An unusually rainy and cold spring crowding the spring 
work into summer, consequently malaria made attack on his 
system, and thus threw him on the mercy of his friends. 

(To be continued.) 

Oh, the days gone by, oh, the days gone by! 
The apples in the orchard, and the pathway through the rye, 
The chirrup of the robin, and the whistle of the quail, 
As he piped across the meadows, sweet as any nightingale; 
When the bloom was on the clover, and the blue was in the sky, 
And my happy heart brimmed over, in the days gone by. 

-James Whitcomb Rilev. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 40.) 

The untiring and kindly ministrations of the western Iowa 
Saints was never forgotten by my father, and as, in the years 
that followed his mind turned to that time of illness, he often 
said, "They were good to me. May God reward them." But 
he returned to the farm home weak and still unwell. The suf
fering from malaria was not confined to the father of the 
family, howevcer. It was an insidious foe to progress, and 
struck unsparingly at young and old, not excepting the beauti
ful baby boy born to my pa:vents in May, 1877, and named Jos
eph George. With eyes turned often to the clock, my mother 
pushed her daily work, outdoors and in, for all the older chil
dren, with one exception, we1ee ague victims, that when the 
hour for the baby's chill should coJ;TI.e she might be free to 
shade the windows, hush the household noises, and devote her
self to soothing the moaning little sufferer through the hours 
of burning fever that were sure to come; bathing the rosy little 
body and restless, aching head. It was wonderful the way 
mother met the trials of those y~ars. Sickness incident to 
childhood, and accidents of various sorts all were immediately 
met by that alert, unwavering spirit and handled with alacrity, 
and often with wonderful ingenuity. There was no time to sit 
moaning; she must do something and get at it at once with the 
means nearest at hand; and she learned, to the regret of our 
childish palates, the virtue of many wild herbs, and bitter are 
the memories of those decoctions. Yes, bitter and nauseous; 
even some of the pungent odors, sweet. to the sense of other 
spirits, bring poignant recollections of tearful scenes before 
a steaming cup of herb tea and the mingled feelings of heroism 
and rebellion as we were urged to drink by our laughing, but 
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not very lenient parents. Truly, I believe my courage would 
:fiail me to-day were I put to the test of some of those cures 
of the wildwood, and for years one of my nervous night dreams 
was a huge saucer brimming with steaming herb tea, on the 
brink of which I stood with trembling limbs trying to gain 
courage to plunge in. 

If fiather took as deeply of those wonder-working bitters, 
as we were compeUed to do, I do not know, but I remember his 
emaciated frame, intense color, and slow and dejected move
ments. 

We had lived closely that time of stress in '76 and '77, as 
many others in the new land were compelled to do, and mother 
devised many unexpected and unsuspected triumphs from our 
one staple product-corn meal. Father was proud always to 
seat his friends, whatever the station from which they hailed, 
aroun? a table laid under her supervision, and graced by one 
of her matchlessly finished dinners. He never had a doubt 
that everything would be above criticism. So when his old
time friend, with whom he had so often found a home in Cali
fornia, now wealthy, and traveled came from a trip abroad, 
he unhesitatingly invited him, with his family, to dine with 
him. And so it came that Thomas J. Andrews and family, en 
route f11om Europe to their California home, first sat beneath 
his roof to a dinner wherein not a spoonful of flour entered 
in the preparation, for we had none, nor time nor opportunity 
to secure it. Mother felt the little lack keenly, but father saw 
nothing for which to offer excuse in the delicious meal the in
genuous little woman spread for his guests, from her garden 
and wild fruit. and home-grown meat. 

Well do I recall the grim look of desperate determination 
that settled on mother's girlish face when guests of distinction 
were expected. The three rooms on the ground floor were 
quite without carpet, paint, or rug, and bright and early they 
were scoured and left to dry without being walked upon if 
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possible, and then vegetables, chickens, and meats were set
stewing; but as things drew to a conclusion, and perfection, 
the tension loosened on mother's face, and in her voice, and she 
grew merrier. Indeed, I think mother enjoyed nothing about 
housework so much as she did preparing a meal, a real, big, 
delicious, fully-developed dinner, with all possible goodies at
tached thereto; and didn't father enjoy it, too? Never had he 
occasion to quote the time-raveled phrase, "like mother used 
to do," for she had learned from his mother the fundamentals 
of all good cooking and added thereto the modern finishes, as 
the years brought development in the interesting and essential 
science of food values and their preparation. Many and curious 
the speculations and trials of baking powder, and other 
innovations in the kitchen arts, that at their best were but 
embellishments to the good old methods. But mother found 
many good hints in the household department of the Toledo 
Blade, an old-time favorite in our home, and looking over 
father's diaries I find here and there a recipe for some new 
viand that I remember as being afterward a familiar and often 
well-relished dish on our table. We all considered father's 
judgment excellent in the choice of viands, but mother seldom 
felt really satisfied with his choice of prints and ginghams, 
although in the matter of cloth and linens he was an excep
tional judge of values and quality. 

But new scenes were being enacted near us. A railroad was 
surveyed and work begun on it close to us on the east. Where a 
few years be:Bore there were few carriages or buggies, the 
adequate and elegant democrat wagon was fast becoming old
fashioned and the hooded top of a vehicle, seen miles away 
moving along the country way, could not with surety be said to 
cover a certain man or one of his family. 

The low bottom lands stretching along the creeks were 
green in fall and golden in the early summer with the wheat 
that men had thought could not be raised in this land of grasses 
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and white clover, and the art of making sweet wholesome 

"light bread" was becoming universal and taking the place of 

soda biscuit and corn bread to a great extent. Although my 

father had a neighbor who boasted that he never "eat white 
bread," who cracked shellhark hickory nuts with his firm old 
teeth when he celebrated his seventy-fifth birthday. 

It was to the quiet of the farm home in August, 1876, that 
Uncle David came, making for some months his home with my 
parents, and roaming at will through the woodland near us. 
Among the many 'friendships formed in this new home was 
that with the family of Elder James P. Dillon, whose son 
Charles W. became an especial favorite of Uncle David's and 
spent many weeks an inmate of our home where he was re
garded with high esteem and a friendly intimacy by the whole 
family, which years have not lessened. 

There are trials in every life known only to the heart on 
which they press. There are dreary days and sleepless nights 
when the futility of endeavor seems to be crul'!hing out the most 
vital and cherished of ambitions, and there are times when the 
trifles of t]le finite rise like armed foes between tlle eager 
spirit and the call of the infinite. Such times swept like black 
tempests over the big soul of my father during those years as 
he struggled to maintain a livelihood for his family, keep a 
home for his old age, and still magnify his calling in his be
loved ministry to mankind; but his spirit rose quickly to the 
heights of light, from the very depths of shadow. The activity 
of farm life was pleasant to him, the growth of crops and the 
change of seasons a delight. He had in time his stands of 
bees and his field of buckwheat, and thinking on those bees 
I recall the labor and flurry associated with hiving a swarm 
of bees. The heavy, droning sound that announced them near, 
the beating of pans and thr·owing of water to settle them into 
the quickly improvised hive, sometimes a hollowed out portion 
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of log, sometimes a rude box. If the buzzing, excited, living 
cloud refused other inducements, a heavy volley from the shot
gun in not too close proximity, was brought into action, and if 
efforts were successful a new stand of bees stood in the line 
down near the fence and father was bandaged and cared for 
accordingly, for he seldom escaped without one or two stings, 
and an enormous amount of swelling and pain therefrom. 
From his little field of buckwheat he planned two crops, one 
of honey and one of cakes. The first took little work, but 
the last-I think none of us forget the cudosity which almost 
consumed us when he made two flails. What were they and 
what were they for, we questioned. The illustration was in
teresting to all but the participants. The swinging of those 
clubs over the dusty brown buckwheat was not athletic sport, 
but the result was the same in some respects. no doubt, had 
there been more equality in the fun of it. 

Our social pleasures were rare, indeed, compared with the 
good times of thirty years later. If we had fun we made it 
and mother and father helped both in "making and partaking." 
Our time was filled with duties, many of them hard and dis
tasteful, but life for a large, growing family offers many 
opportunities for recreation, and we were taught by our par
ents a very good motto for everyone: "If you want to have a 
good time, always take one with you." 

We were so far from the Lamoni Branch that we could not 
often meet with her people, and our religion was made a ridicu
lous point of difference with some of our immediate neighbors 
and most of the school people, very frequently affecting the 
teachers. Thus we were almost isolated and thrown upon 
family resources for pleasures. It was well for us that father 
and mother were merry-hearted and had not forgotten the 
gladsomeness of their youth, although the years were adding 
burdens rapidly. Often our little trips to gather wild fruit, 
etc., etc., were made the occasion of real festivity, and birth-
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days and holidays were luxuriously observed with an extra 
dinner, and the use of the prettiest dishes and table linen. 
The giving of gifts was reserved for more prosperous days if 
they should ever come. 

Not often in our childhood years had Christmas failed to 
bring us something in the way of a gift. If it were ever so 
simple and poor it kept the season fresh in our hearts; but one 
long, cold winter on the farm stands out in memory, full of 
queer and unexpected experiences to us. The snows were deep 
and constant from October until April, and the cold intense. 
Roads were slow in opening, and a road might be made any
where, for fences and boundary lines seemed obliterated in 
the white world that had fallen on the familiar landscape. For 
Christmas the closely-covered, "holed-up" potatoes were opened 
and a portion not quite perfect enough for seed potatoes were 
with much labor secured. This was a hazardous thing to do, 
for the aperture thus made through earth and straw could 
never be quite as closely sealed as before, and this means of 
cold storage was the one way of keeping family vegt-tables and 
3:pples, if one were fortunate enough to have them. In this 
year but one man in the whole countryside had winter apples. 
His home was over a mile from ours, and the possibility of his 
parting with any of his treasures was very doubtful. But 
father started with a sack and a few pieces of money across 
the snowdrifts toward neighbor Jones's. Thinking on it now, 
I can estimate the joy a good pair of snowshoes would have 
been on that and similar occasions. In vain the children clam
ored to know where father was going. Mother had had enough 
of Christmas without any secrets. She had one now and pro
posed to have her fun with it. It was nearly dark when father 
came slowly back, looking like a veritable Santa Claus, with 
the frost on his brown beard and the big, bumpy-looking pack 
on his shoulders, and never did old Santa's pack hold such 
delicious treat as that half bushel of big, yellow, pink-cheeked 
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apples were to the family in the farmhouse; and never was a 

short journey much harder than the one by which they came 

that day. 

The dark hair ·Of my father was wet with perspiration, and 

he wiped frost from his beard and sweat from his brow with 

the same quick movement, so familiar to those who knew him. 

Among the diversions of the long winter I think we all enjoyed 
the old-fashioned game of jackstraws best. Father had fin
ished several sets-let me see-there were twenty men, ten 
guns, five swords, and fifteen spears in each set, and a hook 
for each player. The feat of feats was to beat father. We 
grew quite fastidious, and acquired such nicety that no hook 
(which was but a bent pin in a smooth bit of wood) but our 
very own could please us. The smaller children sometimes 
chose the evening game, and then it· was often "thumbs up," 
in which all were expected to participate with interest. 

When we went abroad in winter it was usually the occasion 
for much merriment, for into a wagon box of hay, set on bobs 
that father had made, we piled hot stones and buffalo robes 
and ourselves a family of eight or ten or more, as there might 
be abiding with us one or more friends or kinsmen, and then 
we glided over the snow to the time of the old bells that had 
rung merry chimes for father's youthful sleighing parties. 
Ah, they were deep and clear and full of unusual and jubilant 
intonations that have never been produced by other bells. And 
what care was taken before we started to bank the chunk fire in 
the wood-heater, so things would be warm to come back to---and 
how father. tucked in the robes and shoved us closer together 
and-well, it's good to remember, and I would not tell his life 
story without it, for he was so alive at those times; his home 
was a good place to him, and he made it a good place for more . 
than himself. True, sometimes the spirit of '37 and '38 broke 
through, showing that he·riditary strain embedded in his na-
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ture, and he brooded gloomily, but never for long, and not very 
often. 

It was while living thus on the farm that we made the first 
really intimate acquaintance with father, and formed the big
gest estimate of his possibilities as a companion and a real 
chum. Those of us who were permitted to labor beside him, 
or take tramps into the woodland where he often spent whole 
long days cutting wood, or if granted to ride with him on some 

· cherished expedition for pleasure or business, found him a de
lightful companion. As daughters we received from him of 
course deserved but gentle-voiced criticism of action or lan
guage, but coupled with it was always the same chivalrous, 
courteous, gentlemanly consideration that he expected other 
men to bestow upon us. To meet with his disapproval in con
duct or speech was almost unerringly to be deserving of it. 
Long after I was a woman, and . when far from his guiding 
hand-a woman of his acquaintance said to me: "I always 
thought your father's standard of womanhood very difficult to 
reach," and turning that sentiment over in the light of mature 
years, I have wondered if the standard of womanhood to all 
men is not measured by their conceptions of the goodness and 
virtue and strength of the women they knew best in childhood. 

It was on the farm that we learned many of the old church 
hymns, father and mother singing them together, and sweet 
old love. songs, they had learned in the moonlight and sung to 
the accompaniment of the Mississippi's low-toned music in 
their youth, we learned from them here in the Missouri woods. 

How often when I hear some old-fashioned favorite sung, 
I lose myself in a picture of father, a child on either knee, his 
head thrown back against a high-backed rocker, his eyes closed, 
and I hear his voice singing, "Home, home, shineth before us." 
How we loved to hear him sing that, and how he loved to s;ing 
it or any of the· old songs. In fancy I can finish the picture 
best by touching his abundant dark hair and brushing it long 
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and carefully, as he took delight in having his wife and daugh
ters do-long we brushed it because it was pleasant to each 
of us-carefully, because near the part, running down to the 
square, clear-Marked brow, was a de~p scar made years before 
in Nauvoo, and it was always tender. Often the little fingers 
of the smaller children traced its jagged outline, and asked 
for the story of when and how it happened, and mother would 
tell how the walls of the Riverside House collapsed one day 
when father and others were trying to finish it for grand- , 
mother's occupancy, and many of the workmen, my father with 
the rest, were seriously injured. It was a thrilling story for 
children, for that day brother Fred, a lad of eight or ten years, 
and a young companion named Fred Schoeii, unconsciously 
saved their lives by removing their small boots and taking a 
toboggan down a long board to the ground. It was just for 
fun, but two minutes later the place where they had stood 
was lost inside the lower walls, amidst clouds of dust and 
crashing timber. Seeing the boots, in the bricks and debris 
that was falling about the men, their first thought was that the 
boys had met a terrible fate. How often this story interested 
the younger children, but those of us who recalled that awful 
day and father's wounded head alway1s turned from the recital 
with a chilly, sickening memory, for never had we witnessed 
such a scene of distress as when father came walking up from 
the place of dust and confusion, mother white and wide-eyed 
on one side and Aunt Julia on the other, with that awful wound 
in his head. It seemed to us that a great and terrible cataclysm 
had befallen the whole earth, and the picture in its vivid inten
sity never faded, although the minute details of subsequent 
events grew dim and were lost in the days of his recovery. 

My father was still fond of athletic sports, and delighted in 
rid~ng, running, jumping, swimming, or skill at tossing and 
catching, with bow, rifle, or pocket knife. One of the events 
of real wor_th to our childish memory was a good menagerie 
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and circus with father as chaperon. He led our applause over 
a good feat of horseman skill, or what pleased him better, really 
good tumbling. It was not all over when we left the crowded 
tent, for as we jogged homeward he recounted more marvelous 
sights from his own life that truly seemed very eventful to us 
when compared with our own duty-driven course that seemed 
to lead far away from islands of pleasure and harbors of pic
ture and song. A land that came close to us only through the 
touch of other souls who had been near to and become magne
tized with the wonder-working force of learning. But what 
we may have to remember as losses in our quiet childhood can 
nof overshadow the tender kindliness of father's heart and its 
tremendous power in making duty delightful. ., 

I recall the times when illness or accident made us objects 
of unusual solicitude: then he was as brooding and gentle as he 
liked others to be over him when he was under affliction. One 
time when recovering from a long and aggravating illness, in 
response to the continued suggestion of my parents, I suddenly 
announced that there was one thing I wanted to eat-it was 
bacon. That seemed an easy thing to procure in 13. country 
where the most delicious of hickory-smoked ham and bacon 
was a daily supply for the farm table, and father crossed the 
meadow and hillside to neighbor Brooks to get me a dinner of 
farm bacon. He was out of it, as it proved were all the neigh
bors. The soft Indian summer sunshine lay over the plains 
an,.d filtered through the woodland branches as I impatiently 
W1aited for father's return, and when he came into the house 
yard empty-handed; I grew ravenously hungry for Missouri 
bacon. Taking pity on my long-faced and doleful condition, 
he laughingly made merry over my peculiar choice of dainty 
fare, and hitching up Doll and Nell rattled off to Sedge wick, 
known now as Lamoni, to find some bacon for a convalescent 
who did not want anything else. It wa1s a useless journey. 
There was none to be had. Whenever in its history had this 
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bacon-fed land been so baconless? I greeted this announcement 
with tears. In vain was I tempted with delicacies seldom 
known in our home; nothing but nut-flavored, corn-fattened, 
hickory-smoked bacon would satisfy, and as a last hope 
mother suggested gagleville, eight miles away. Onto gray 
Topsy went the saddle, .and over the hills rode father after 
bacon. He returned by the light of an autumn moon and I 
met him at the barnyard gate, and he handed me a bundle of 
bacon. How good and smoky it smelled! I could have nibbled 
it raw, but waited until he sliced and helped to fry it a crisp 
brown. It tasted just right, and set the pace for other relished 
meals, unheeded for six months previous. I tell these little 
things to show how his big, warm heart kept pace with a 
big, busy, care-burdened brain. 

Among the enlivening and sometimes very interesting inci
dents that brol\;e into the routine of our prosaic round of duties 
was an occasional wedding in our little, low-ceiled front room. 

The principals were usually perfect strangers to us, but we 
always felt an interest in them afterward. Missouri had been 
free to maite whom she would in matrimony, by minister or 
justice. Aspirants to the matrimonial field had but to cross 
the line, find an accommodating justice or minister and return 
to Iowa legal members of their chosen order. 

Disappointment met them, however, when they came to 
father after the passage of Missouri's new law requiring a 
license for marriage. Entreaties nor bribes nor tears pre
vailed. It was curious how ignorant some intelligent men and 
women could appear in regard to the State's authority on this 
question. As an instance of this I relate one story. 

Early one morning, even in the darkness of morning, there 
was a great hallooing in the bit of woodland between the farm
house and the main road. Father stepped ~:mt and called, 
"Hello. What's wanted?" From the woodland came a man's 
voice, "We want to get married!" Imagine the hearty laugh. 
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of my father ringing out into the hush of the hills, and you can 
tell why his invitation to drive up to the house and come in 
was answered with alacrity. Once settled in the warm, light, 
sitting room, there was a few moments awkward pause, as 
father studied the tired, dishe¥eJed, troubled looking party, 
consisting of the would-be bride, tear-stained and drooping, 
and her quiet brother, and the earnest-faced, determined-look
ing groom and his sister. It was the big voice of the groom 
that began in apologizing tones the story of the runaways. 
How the girl's father had beaten and abused his daughters 
and when it came to his threat of beating this girl, the lover 
brought his big brown fist down heavily and swore he "should 
never do it again." They had ridden all night acros,s the 
prairies and been lost in Grand River Valley and turned from 
the door of minister and justice because they had no license. 
They were hungry, tired, and bruised from being thrown from 
the light wagon, but they were determined to have a wedding. 
Mother's heart was sore for the troubled little bride, drooping 
in the big rocker and weeping bitterly. She bustled about in 
preparation of a good hot breakfast and patted and soothed 
the weary girl. Father laid his hand on her head a moment 
and said, "There, daughter, don't cry, don't cry!" but he could 
not marry them without the license. 

"Well," said the young fellow, his brown face flushing, "I'm 
going to marry her if I can on this trip. lf I can't, I'll take 
her to mother. She'll not be beaten by any man," and they 
rode away deeper into Missouri. 

Late that afternoon, as father was returning from Sedge
wick, he met the wedding party returning to Iowa. Some
where down in Missouri they had found a parson willing to tie 
the knot and let the law go ignorant of who did it, and we 
could not help rejoicing over the protection we felt sure the 
young bride would have from her unreasonable and erratic 
father. 
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Although my father was absent more and more on mission
ary work, and mother took upon herself added toil in conse
quence, for stock was increasing and poultry and crops needed 
oversight, which she assumed in his absence, yet she kept un
usually well and grew strongBr than ever before, because of 
this life in the outdoors. As the years increased our comforts 
on the farm, they brought also more work and increased re
sponsibility, but there was little in it that met a hearty, joy
ful response in the heart of the son old enough now to choose 
his lifework, and the one dependence for the farm work, the 
other boys being too small, although he agreed to stay and do 
his best on the farm. We all felt the added weight of care when 
father was gone. 

There seemed to be so much more to worry about and so 
many hard things to do. I recall yet the luxurious sensation 
of sleeping unburdened with the responsibility of waking, rest
ing that on father. The harshness of rising was gone when we 
awoke to the sound of a loving voice, "Come, daughters!" and 
sniffed the whiffs of warmth and breakfast already started
wasn't it a jolly change from a cold kitchen and a rush of the 
day's care! 

If it be true that only good family men, men who are a bless
ing to their home, make ideal missionaries, then it seems to 
me father should have been an ideal missionary both at fireside 
and in pulpit. Although a good talker and f:ond of it-he had 
times of silence, and when things went wrong he was nearly 
always silent. It was the better part maybe for him, for he 
would say in the impetuous, intense outbursts of his nature, 
things that he would regret. So when he chastised his chil
dren-he waited sometimes for a week to mete out the pun
ishment, lest he punish in anger-with all due reverence to his 
beloved and honored memory, I think it was the refinement of 
torture, that waiting, in his quiet, gentle, even at times jovial 
presence for the fulfilling of the law. Once he administered 
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reproof or punishment, however, the episode was at an end, 
pleasant and delightful relations were enjoyed, and no refer
ence made to the little rift that had made the music mute. He 
believed in the old-fashioned punishment by switching, but was 
a sufferer himself in the execution of his belief, as I am sure 
is everyone who does it with the intent and purpose of a loving 
heart, and a conscientious sense of duty. The whippings he 
gave were rare and were always sad and tearful scenes, both 
for the father and the lad, but were often followed with a 
tramp together with gun or fishing rod if opportunity could in 
any way be made for it. Looking back to those times I feel 
assured that the longer the tramp and the oftener together 
by any father and s,on the fewer would be the scenes of an
tagonism between them, and that is where the children of the 
traveling missionary are the losers, and not only the children 
but the missionary. He loses the rich, keen zest in life, born 
of close companionship witb his own young, for with these 
are the sensibilities often kept keyed to fine feeling and quick
ness of concept, in fact the soul, however shut in by years, is 
like one of Marconi's wireless dynamos-it needs only to be 
kept in tune, and fog or mist or wind or rain can keep it from 
responding to the c'an of kindred soul, be they young or old or 
poor or in plenty. I think father's heart was tuned to this 
touch of sympathetic response, but he had measured out to him 
a few near failures, and he knew it and suffered because of it. 

In 1880 Elder JosephS. Snively, the president of the district 
which included our home, org1anized a new branch of the 
church in our neighborhood in which there were eighteen 
charter members. The new branch was called the Hope 
Branch. Henry Hart was made president; S. F. Dillon, clerk. 
With this branch our family were allied, father and mother 
and the two eldest children making four of the original 
eighteen. 

All. the membership were withdrawals from the Lamoni 
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Branch. This was not a long-lived branch, however, for in 
a year's time changes made imperative the disorganization 
of the "Hope," in Harrison County, Missouri. For many years 
prior to that, and always since, that county in Missouri heard 
much preaching both for and against the church; in the former 
my father had active part. He was, during our residence 
there, missionary in charge of Missouri, in part or whole, and 
parts of Iowa and other States. During this time his health 
was almost never good. Among the many esteemed and hon
ored friends who came to our home during those years on the 
farm, none could have been more like an angel of mercy than 
Mrs, Rosalia Dancer, the now deceased wife of David Dancer. 
Sweet and gracious and delightfully companionable, she went 
about the new country, with dainty goodies and substantial 
comforts for its malaria tormented inhabitants, and the richer, 
greater blessing of her serene and comforting spirit, that 
seemed to leave peace and rest wiph the souls it touched, how
ever worried and discouraged they might be. Such at least 
was she to our household, and others that I know .. 

In February of 1879 father visited the Saints of Far West. 
Of this visit he often spoke, and quoting from a letter written 
soon after we find these words in reference to this, his first 
visit to the place of his nativity. 

I left home February 1,, and met Brother John T. Kinnaman at the 
depot in Stewartsville, on his way to the conference of the Far West Dis
trict. I accompanied him, and near the place of my nativity I met the 
Saints, among whom I found Uncle William. It was with peculiar feelings 
that I joined in the business of •the conference; and these feelings were 
intensified when I was called upon to speak, and subsequently to baptize 
in the immediate neighborhood of my birthplace, whence forty years ago, 
my father and mother were driven by mob violence. I could not .help 
thinking that God in his own time and way was preparing for the return 
from exile those who are faithful, to their land of promise, and my heart 
was soft, my trust strengthened in the work. 

At the General Conference in Plano of that spring there 
were but six of the Quorum of Twelve present, and father 
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acted as president pro tern. Returning from that point to his 
home he was shortly called by telegram from his adopted sister, 
Mrs. Julia Middleton, to the bedside of his, mother at Nauvoo. 
His last letter to mother from that bedside lies before me, and 
I venture to quote portions of it. Eagerly was every word 
read by my anxious little :mother. How she had longed to go 
to that dear one and minis,ter to her comfort as she could. 
Instead she stood at the place of duty with her little people. 

April 27, 1879, Riverside Mansion. 
Dearest Lizzie: Once more I write you from this place. Mother is 

still alive, but oh, how she suffers. Joseph is here still. This morning he 
has gone out to Rock Creek, to at~end a two-day meeting begun yesterday. 
Samantha and Jim Moffett were here yesterday .... 

. Mother needs some one constantly by l:).er, she must be lifted up, about 
every fifteen or twenty minutes. Night before last I sat up all night 
and lifted her. Joseph sat up last night till four o'clock this morning and 
then called me. Mr. Bidamon is very kind and gentle to her, but is nearly 
,worn out .... 

Mary Nimrick was urging me to come back here to live, she is home
sick to see you. She argued well, but I soon convinced her of the folly 
of such a move. . . . 

April 27, Tuesday. Mother is gradually failing. She can not recog
nize anyone now without a seeming great effort. Her mind wanders con
stantly. Poor mother! Oh, Lizzie, it is hard to see her suffer so. Do 
all we can for her and still she suffers fearfully .... Solomon Salisbury, 
Don C. Millikin and his wife Sophia were here Sunday night and yester
day. I enjoyed their visit as well as I ·could under the circumstances. · 

We are simply awaiting the end, and it seems to be near, only God 
knows how near. I think sometimes I have passed through the worst, 
yet I know how hard it will be to give mother up. 

I wish you could be here. Kiss all the children for me. 
Yours always, until death, 

A. H. SMITH. 

April 30, 1879.-The battle of life is over. Mother died this morning 
at 4 o'clock and 20 minutes. I shall start home on Monday morning. 

A. H. SMITH. 

For some years the adopted daughter, Mrs. Julia Middleton, 
had spent all her time with grandmother in the historic and 
unfortunate Nauvoo House, known better as the Riverside 
Mansion. It was this same daughter that had come along 
with her twin brother to the warm mother arms of Emma 
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Smith long years before in the little Ohio town, come from the 
cold, dead breast of her own mother, who sleeps since under 
Ohio's sod. 

Through all those years she never knew the lack of a moth
er's care, and at last she watched with her fos.ter brothers the 
blessed life go out, and turning from the newly made grave 
found herself homeless and in the grasp of a fatal malady. 
And thus it happened that father brought to share our home 
this foster sister and our Aunt Julia. 

In the spring of 1880, Aunt Julia, sick and worn, accom
panied a visiting friend to Nauvoo, expecting to return to 
father's house in a short time, but her strength failed and at 
the home of that kind friend, Mrs. Samantha Moffett, she 
"crossed the bar" and her body rests in Nauvoo. She was a 
source of great delight to the older children of our home, for 
she was a delightful talker and had led a most romantic and 
unusual life that she picked stories from here and there and 
told to us in the shut-in weeks on the farm. Stories from a 
life as brilliant and wonderful and proud as the glowing pages 

. of a fairy tale, and at last as sad and unlovely and poor as the 
most prosaic of life stories. It was indeed a strange story 
that begun in that little Ohio town among a hunted and perse
cuted people and soon had interests in both J osephite and 
Brighamite factions and hated both and ended in a Catholic 
deathbed. 

At last father gave up the struggle. Running a farm suc
cessfully and doing missionary work successfully at the same 
time was an impossibility. Already the district school was 
proving far too inadequate for the desired education of his 
children. The eldest son was not finding in farm life, anything 
to take the place of his great ambition, born and fostered by 
environment during his childhood in old Nauvoo. 

Often when driving across the prairies, he shouted above the 
rattle of the wagon, "Wouldn't I like to be the engineer driving 
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a steam engine whizzing over these hills." Then there was ab

solutely nothing in the rural life that appealed to him. 

The second daughter, Ina, had been in Saint Joseph for some 

months learning dressmaking, and had returned home but a 

short time before our exodus from this county. 

The farm was rented to mother's brother-in-law and the 

last wagon load of furniture was gone from the farmhouse, 
and with a big, comfortable, camp lunch stored in it, the home 
wagon stood ready for the family. Into it were loaded the 
children, Arthur Marion, the latest and of course very dearest 
of all the babies ; Joseph G., dimpled, blue-eyed, and rosy; 
Eva Grace, black-eyed, brown-faced, and continually merry
hearted and winning; Don A., slender and fair, agile as a 
squirrel and brimming with fun, shared always with his im
petuous, romping, smooth-cheeked, blue-eyed sister Emma; and 
Ina, the dainty, amiable, and ladylike, with tall, awkward me; 
these, with our gay-voiced little mother and rather stern-look
ing father, made up our load, with the occasional addition of 
the pet dog, Nero, a cruel and blood-stained name to bestow 
upon the best-natured, most honorable, litile, long-haired dog 
that ever was befriended by man. He had made the trip from 
Nauvoo with the family, and entered into all our childish 
sports and discoveries, and as he was growing old and could 
not stand the long run so well he was often permitted to ride 
by father's side on the driver's seat, for my father was kind 
to the most ignoble of God's creations, and if he felt, innately, 
the broad sweep of the phrase that man should "have do
minion over them," he had within him, apparent always the 
element that would make possible that other most des·irable 
condition when the lamb and the lion should lie down together 
and none should be afraid in all God's wide universe. The 

·fall had been long and splendid, and December was still pleas
ant, although her course was almost run, as we journeyed 
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away from the farm, never again to all meet beneath the 
shadow of its trees or shelter of its house. 

As we waited for father's last errand after some forgotten 
trifle, mother, casting a searching and sorrowful eye about the 
houseyard, spied the shining cover to her wash boiler lying as 
it had dropped from one of the wagons. She frugally picked 
it up and tucked it into the wagon at the side, then took her 
place on her low spring seat, and soon father joined us and the 
low hung sun of a winter day glinted on the windows of the 
farmhouse as we looked back from Bethel Church, a mile to 
the west, before we passed from the view of it. 

That night we spent at the hospitable home of Elder Joseph 
Snively and wife, beloved an~ estimable friends, known to the 
writer since her childhood. The vision of the faces in that 
household remain distinct to me always as they looked then, 
not as I have known them since, with the handwriting ·of time 
upon them. They were the last link in the chain of days that 
made our life in the farmhouse-for they were neighbors in 
the faith, and ,kind and helpful ones. When father, urged to 
go into the missionary field, stood perplexed and undecided, 
and brethren promised to look after the harvest-some one 
saw to it that the harvest was saved and that promise kept, 
and my youthful heart held a revelry of gratitude that has not 
grown less if it is more steady with the years between me and 
that field of waiting grain and the weary hands that garnered 
it for the absent one. There at the gate of Elder Snively we 
parted with known friends and known highways and jour
neyed southward, singing, laughing, and making merriment 
as we went. But there was a rattle about the equipment that 
bothered father; again and again he listened, and finally he 
discovered the boiler cover, and after seeking unavailingly 
for some other place in the arrangement where it could neither 
be seen nor heard, he impetuously tossed it aside and mother· 
said, "Oh, you old proudy !" and grinning a little sheepishly 

158 www.LatterDayTruth.org



BIOGRAPHY OF A. H. SMITH 231 

he drove on and mother laughed, for we were not a very ele
gant looking company, although we were fairly comfortable 
and happy. I wonder if we should admit it-why, the very 
rattle of that boiler cover was tuned into a triumphant melody 
for the children. Were not we going toward school and away, 
away from toil and persecuting taunts of urrbelieving neigh
bors? How can I write of that year when my pulses vibrated 
to my finger tips with the joy of it! Were we not to be in a 
good school again? Father was a master hand at camp mak-

* ing, and mother's carefully planned camp meals were without 
a para1le1 to be eaten in the crisp winter air by the roaring 
camp fires. 

The first day out a sad accident occurred to our merry party. 
In some inexplicable way the black Nero dog missed his hold 
and fell beneath the wagon wheel. Father sp:mng out and lifted 
the little fellow up and stroked his head, but the old favorite 
soon died. Tenderly father laid him in a fence corner near,and 
in sadness we drove on. The weeping was energetic and the 
sorrow sincere in our little band for this dumb friend, and 
father and mother grieved with us and maybe for us. Toward 
evening a cold winter wind met us and merriment and fun 
were again turned i~to looks of apprehension and expressions 
of anxiety. Baby Arthur was not accustomed to change from 
his regular sleeping apartments, and his suddenly acquired 
rasping cough alarmed each of us. Father arranged the 
wagon so that none of the cold wind could reach him, and 
mother snuggled him close in her arms, but night found him 
decidedly croupy and everyone suffering in sympathy. 

At the town of Albany we found "no room at the inn," a 
more pathetic than interesting condition for us. We were 
directed to a farmhouse near the outskirts of the little town, 
and thither we hastened through the gloom of a winter twi
light to a low, rambling old house, far back from the main 
road, in a wild and untamed locality. The people were old 
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settlers and in some ways also seemed untamed. There was 
a mother with a grown son and daughter, and a very queru
lous old mother. However, she was given the preference in 
the use of the family pipe, mother and daughter dutifully 
awaiting her pleasure in giving them a smoke when she was 
satisfied. The incidents of that night on our trip were all very 
unique and romantic to the younger members of the family, 
but mother was truly afraid, not only because of the baby's 
croup, but she was afraid we should all be murdered by these 
strange acting hosts of ours. 

By sunrise next morning we were on our way again. Baby 
was laughing gayly and everyone was in fine trim but mother. 
She had not slept. All day we journeyed, but the sun only 
shone out occasionally, and the roads were rough and many 
of them new. At night we lodged with a Sister Brown. Here 
mother gave up and slept a sleep of exhaustion, but awakened 
refreshed and ready next morning. That day we reached our 

' 
destination in Stewartsville, DeKalb County, Missouri, where 
Uncle Frank Davis and Brother Fred awaited us with the 
household goods. 

(To be continued.) 

EARTH'S GLADDEST DAY. 

A song of sunshine through the rain 
Of spring across the snow; 

A balm to heal the hearts of pain, 
A peace surpassing woe. 

Lift up your heads, ye sorrowing ones, 
And be ye glad of heart, 

For Calvary and and Easter Day, 
Earths saddest day and gladdest day 

Were just one day apart. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 232.) 

The welcome extended my father and his family by the 
Saints of Stewartsville was warm, and subsequent events 
have proven that it was genuine. The little town was a busy 
place during the school year as, besides its e:x;cellent public 
school, it had a small college that was well attended during the 
winter months. Every house was occupied, and through some 
misunderstanding, father's family was houseless but for the 
provision made by some of the kind-hearted Saints. Into one 
room of a brother's house, the more necessary household ar
ticles were carried and set up for a home. Other houses 
opened for furniture and "£olks" until we felt like we were 
really part of the town. 

In this rather unsettled condition we lived for some months. 
Father was forced to remain inactive for weeks because of a 
heavy and unusually long-continued snow blockade. His spirit 

_ was eager to take up the work of the ministry and follow it, 
untrammeled by other interests, to the end of his life and on 
into eternity. He had openly announced himself as "in the 
field for life." 

Soon as the snow siege was raised he moved out into church 
work, and when suitable weather obtained, joined with the 
Stewartsville and German Stewartsville brethren in building. 
a mission house on a lot situated on the northern edge of town. 
Quick as the frame was inclosed the scattered members of our 
household and all household goods were moved into this new 
home and the family were all under the same roof for a short 
season. Mother took some comfort in the new carpet and a 
few pieces of new house furnishings that the sale of some of 
the farm animals secured, and with the money realized from 
the sale of our old pet, the beautiful gray Topsy horse, we 
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secured a lasting monument to memory in a modest but sweet
toned Western Cottage Organ, which came to b~ known in the 
family as the "wooden brother." Before another winter father 
again filed his saw and tightened his hammer handle to assist 
in finishing the mission house, the family living in it during 
the process of lathing and plastering and further final touches 
inside and out. Inside this story and a half upright, two rooms 
and small hall below and two rooms above, his family spent the 
winter of 1881 and 1882, while he labored in the missionary 
field with a hopeful eye on the center place-Independence
and in March, 1882, he removed with his family to the :spot of 
his dreams in Jackson County, Missouri. 

It was while we were living in Stewartsville that a very 
obvious fact, in the eyes of a good brother, was most rudely 
thrust before my love-blinded eyes. In our home we were all 
children, each a royal heir, and welcome to all that our humble 
home possessed. The right to be theve wa:s never questioned 
of any, and when this brother asked me some questions regard
ing my father's presence at home, I frankly told him the 
family needed him to fix things up :Bor winter, and I was 
shocked when he objected to the size of my father's family, 
urging the shame it was that a man of hi:s ability and position 
in the church should be hampered with so many children. It 
was an entirely ·new viewpoint for my girlish mind. Such a 
thing ::ts even one of us being unwelcome in the pleasant home 
circle had not crossed my thoughts and I wondered which one 
could possibly be left out. To me there did not seem to be any 
more than what was absolutely necessary to make all of us 
happy. A little bewildered, I stammered, "But, father likes aU 
of us just as much as mother does, and we are just as much 
his children as we are mother's. I'm awfully sorry if we are a 
hindrance to him," and, rather dazed, I turned and walked 
slowly (a very unusual thing for me to do) through the twi
light to the mission house on the hill. I can recall yet the 
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feeling I had as I looked through the window at the laughing, 
chatting circle about the table. Why, there were not many of 
them, and both my chair and Fred's were empty, too. Surely 
father should have some children, and who of the eight happy 
souls who called him father were the unnecessary? I said 
~othing to mother about it, for she was sensitive about the 
hindrance she might fear to be, in any way, to gospel work, 
but one day I told my father and he assured me with tear-wet 
eyes that thel'e were none "t'oo many of we," but it burdened 
my thoughts often as I came to know care-burdened mission
aries' wives with the double load of being to their children both 
father and mother in daily counsel and direction. 

Must men and women forfeit not only the privilege of work
ing together for food and life's comforts, but also the blessed 
associations of ·each other and the delightful companionship 
and joy of children in order to be acceptable missionaries for 
Christ? My eyes opened to observation and I am sure, quite 
sure, that the missionary in the field, who is faithful to wife 
and children, is the greatest missionary of all. Looking back
ward over years of close association with church men, I find 
the faithful and devoted husband, no matter what the wife may 
have been, and the loving and watchful father, little matter 
what the number of children, has made the most desirable and 
trusted emissary for Christ. Not that the wifeless or childless 
man is faithless or useless, but he is in a measure less devoted. 

From the little mission house in Stewartsville come a hun
dred sweet memories to greet me, and it is always peopled, in 
my memory, with a youthful company and full of the sound of 
laughter and song in which my father and mother have merry 
parts. Of all the years in my parental home, I count the one 
in Stewartsville the shortest. Some way father's ministerial 
work took on new interest to me there. It became a matter 
of importance to us that he prove himself what he desired to be 
and was in truth "a workman that needeth not to be ashamed." 
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The life there was vastly different from the one on the farm. 
All of life took on new charm and more wonderful possibilities. 
We enjoyed schools and weekly church meetings, and constant 
companionship· of our own church people, and the opportunity 
of testing our own earning capacity in the business world, and 
we also enjoyed the feeling of independence it gave to us. It 
was in fact the preface to a new book in life's story for each of 
us, and regretfully we watched the homely little town fade into 
the beautiful, rolling landscape a·s we left it that spring morn
ing in 1882. 

The historical setting of Independence gave to it a glamour 
no other place could have, and father assured us we should like 
it. He was full of pleasure at the prospect of living in the old 

. place, and when on the morning after our arrival in the city, 
we stood on the sunlit little porch of our home and sniffed the 
breath of the sweet brier at the window, father said, "Well, 
daughters, you like it, don't you?" We cried, with the enthusi
asm of girls in their ro£e-colored teens, "I love it, love it," and 
ever since that spring is to me a melody of sounds and sights 
of that first vision of Independence, Missouri. While we waited 
for our household goods to come, we were the honored guests 
of Elder John W. Brackenbury, a friend of my father's since 
their boyhood in Nauvoo. 

A few short weeks before our visit to this home the indus
trious and efficient wife and mother had been laid to sleep in 
the beautiful old cemetery, and the oldest daughter, Luna, was 
trying to fill the vacant place as home keeper to the father and 
the rest of the family. It was an illustration of the spirit of 
those early times of the Reorganization in Independence, a 
very good illustration, too, when this good Saint, a widowed 
father with his nine children, threw open his home to be :shared 

· by this friend ~nd brother with his wife and seven children. 
Such hospitality is not met with frequently in life's journey 
now, but in Independence in the 'eighties it was a feature of 
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the faith, and was tested in the month of April when the Gen
eral Conference assembled there for the first time in the his
tory of the Reorganization. Way out on the east end of Lex
ington Street stood the chapel lately built by the Saints of 
the Independence Branch, with some outside church help. It 
was calculated it would hold about four hundred souls com
fortably. The interior was still in an unfinished condition, 
and father unlocked his tool chest and brought out its faithful 
old contents, of which he was always very particular, and 
joined with the volunteers to finish the house. Just before 
conference time. our new home under the maple trees was 
blessed by the entranoe into it of father's beloved friends, 
Elder and Mrs. Joseph F. Burton. I can not pass by that 
event, to my girlish memory a splendid occurrence, without 
a quicker heart throb and then a shower ·Of tears, for how
ever happy the spirits of. my father and this dear friend 
may possibly be together in eternity, we miss them here, "for 
the heart that has truly loved never forgets." I stand to-day, 
a glad-voiced girl again, and see them as they stood hand clasp
ing hand and·both pairs of blue eyes wet with tears, big-bodied, 
big-souled, •and full of one big purpose, they needed few words 
to impress upon each other the bonds that never fetter·ed. 

That conference in the historic old city was full of unex· 
pected exigencies, and the hurried housewife had need of much 
ingenuity and even the best of them found good, sweet but
ter quite an impossible commodity in the home market. 
Through the medium of letter, Brother William Lewis heard 
of the shortage, and one day there was delivered on our 
pretty south porch a firkin of sweet, yellow butter. It was 
opened in the low-ceiled back kitchen. Here Sister Burton 
found us unfolding the treasure and grasping hands, we girls 
with mother and our girlish guest, danced the Maypole dance 
about the welcome treasure. Flushed and panting we paused 
to meet the twinkling eyes of the captain preacher, ·and father, 
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and again I hear the deep voices in merry raillery, and the 
ringing laugh. Ah! I know that heaven blesses the man who 
can unbend to merriment without losing any dignity. They 
were tired men that day, too, for they had been helping fin
ish the chapel-how the little incidents of those first days in 
Zion crowd about me-Sweet Friendship, I bow to your shrine 
as I write, and pause to lay fresh flowers there for the many 
beautiful associations that were made possible to us by rea
son of our father's choice of friends. That was a season of 
great pleasure to my father-to have his home thronged with 
comrades in the great work of salvation, was like elixir to him. 

ALEXANDER H. SMITH AND JOSEPH F. BURTON. 
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There were not many Saints to entertain the conference guests, 
and everyone expected to be comfortably crowded. Thinking 
over the guests at our own table and the questions discussed 
there, I recall the most important ones as the question of rep
resentation, and the change in the bishopric. 

Soon after the close of conference father was called to Col-
chester, Illinois,, to the bedside of his. uncle, Arthur Milliken, 

·husband of his father's youngest sister, Lucy Smith. There 
was a strong bond of love always between father and his 
father's people, as represented in the Milliken and Salisbury 
branches. He rejoiced with them on festal occasions and wept 
with them in sorrow and adversity. It was a sad watch by his 
uncle's .bedside, and after preaching his funeral sermon he 
returned to Independence, early in May, doing missionary work 
en route, and was active in his ministry all summer. In 
the fall he attended the first General Conference held at 
Lamoni, Iowa, and there reported himself, "Still in the field 
and expect to remain there the balance of my life." 

In October of 1882, father's ninth child was born in the long, 
low house under the maples on South Spring Street in beau
tiful Independence. She was a delicate, fragile little babe, 
and mother's health was a matter of considerable anxiety for 
all of us. Because the baby had older brothers and sistersi 
there was a great deal of good-natured controversy over the 

.name she was to bear. Mother had decided on one name and 
father insisted on one, and each of the other eight felt it would 
be an honor to confer a name .. Thus 1t was that as a compro
mise, they gave her three names, Coral Cecile Rebekah. 
Mother grew strong very slowly and there was a continual 
struggle with divers childish ailments, to keep baby alive. 
But father kept in his field, which lay all about him, close at 
home on the beautiful hills of Jackson County, or across the 
line onto the plains of Kansas, and his health was much bet
ter than when on the farm. 
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The school system in Independence' at that time was infe
rior to that in the little town of Stewartsville, but the cour
ageous little band of Saints were p~ogressive in their line, and 
although Sunday schools were not nearly so general in the 
church as they were a few years later, they had a real, live 
Sunday school and did excellent work in it. This was the first 
Latter Day Saint Sunday school that it was my privilege to do 
work in and it was a place beloved by me and many with whom 
I had association there in those early years of Zion Renais
sance, I count in my rosary of happy memories. And the time 
and place were realization of many anticipations to my father, 
the principal source of worry being my mother's poor health. 
During the first year he had, at one time or other, charge of 
the Independence District and Independence Branch, besides 
his mission work. 

Crowding into these years were events of marked impor
tance in the church, the church incorporation in Iowa, the first 
general meeting of the Reorganization in Independence, and 
following it the first one in Lamoni, which proved to be the last 
of the fall conferences in the church history, and then the 
spring of 1883 the return to the old temple at Kirtland with 
the executive yearly meeting of the body, for the first time a . 
delegate conference, and the development of church litera
ture that marked an era when the Saints' Hemld became a 
weekly issue instead of semimonthly, as formerly. The under
standing of the financial system seemed to suddenly open 
the hearts of the people, although we know it had beeri 
turned and overturned in the minds of our thinkers for years. 
The question of tithing, how absorbing it was, and how the 
elders talked of it as they rode or wall~ed together by the way. 
How various and sometimes curious the opinions ventured on 
the interpretation of the law. Father took active interest in 
its teaching and considered a great stride in advance had 
been made when it was at last permanently fixed in the hearts 
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and habits of the Saints. Eagerly he urged the observance of 
it, also the work of the gathering. 

The first of the World Reunions of the church, held at 
Lelands Grove, in Western Iowa, in the fall of 1883, was 
another historical event in which he participated with pleas
ure and r·enewed spiritual light and generally good health. 
Among the places tb.at furnished especial delight to him dur
ing his missionary care of Missouri was Saint Louis. There 
he spent some of his earlier ministerial effort, and it seemed 
good to him to renew old acquaintance. To him there appeared 
a glorious future for the work in Saint Louis, for among the 
young men at that place he predicted that some should be 
called to the ministry and fully expected much of them. 

I can not hope to portray by my feeble word the work that 
my father did among the sons of men by instilling large
hearted principles of love, integrity, and courage. His per
fectly fearless spirit would have led all to heights of zeal, and 
his detestation· of the cowardly and ignoble brought quick 
words of censure, as herein shown : 

An open and avowed enemy is an honorable foe; but the man who 
would stab you in the back, or go to work to injure your character, or 
destroy your influence for good, behind your back, is a snake in the grass, 
most contemptible. Such a one is a false brother or sister, who willfully 
slanders and backbites an innocent person. From such I pray to be 
delivered. I find the slime of such in some of my travels, and I warn such 
to beware, their sin will find them out. · · 

The general outlook for the success of the work is good, and the ulti
matum seems .near at hand. Courage, brethren, the crisis is not fully 
past, the danger is not over, the struggle will be hard, but by God's Holy 
Spirit the victory shall be won. Much has been done, much remains to 
be done, and must be done, before the watchmen can say, "It is w~ll; all 
is peace in Zion." 

At the April conference held in Stewartsville, Missouri, in 
1884, he was returned to the charge of his old mission field, 
California. His departure for that field was deferred for some 
time to allow the execution of his part in the comparison of 
the Palmyra and other editions of the Book of Mormon with 
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the original manuscript, then in the possession of David Whit
mer, of Richmond, Missouri. The mkmbers of the committee 
on this work of comparison were by conference appointment, 
Elders William H. Kelley, Thomas W. Smith, and my father. 
By request of the aged Patriarch of the Testimonies, David 
Whitmer, President Joseph Smith became associated with the 
committee and took active part with the committee in the work. 
This meeting with the true and living witness of the Book of 
Mormon was a treasured memory with father, and the influ
ence felt in the presence of The Witness when he bore his tes
timony to the truth of the Book of Mormon, always returned 
with a sense of joy to father when he reviewed the scene in 
after years. While at Richmond, he also met General Alex
ander W. Doniphan, and joined with his brother Joseph in 
expressing appreciation for his manly conduct toward their 
father and their people many years before in Missouri. 

Just prior to this visit to Richmond my father and President 
Smith and others held a conference with Miss Kate Field, in 
the parlor of our house. Miss Field had been making a study 
of Mormonism and was seeking information from authentic 
sources in her research, expecting to use it in her journalistic 
work. She was especially interested in the apostate Mormons 
of the West, and was at that time soliciting means for the 
needy among them. 

From these busy and interesting scenes father at last turned 
his attention to preparation for departure, and in August 
started for California, going through Colorado and over the 
scenic Denv·er and Rio Grande road, landing in Salt Lake City 
the latter part of August, and from there on to Sacramento 
after more than a month's work in Utah. 

There was considerable difference in the appearance of this 
man, wearing the flesh and manners of the man of middle life, 
and the slender, boyish, young man who crossed the wonderful 
West to its sundown so many years before. Yet the same 
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fearless, love-lighted blue eyes looked out at God's people from 

under the same smooth, square brow, with the abundant dark 
hair above it, and the same servant of the same Master cried, 
"The field is great, the laborers few." Traveling through the 
State, from pulpit to fireside, from platform to the bedside of 
the dying, he lifted up his voice in persuasive entreaty and 
let it fall on busy brains in sane reasoning, and touch the heart 
of the mourner with sympathetic notes of comfort until he 
came a·gain from the mountains and sea and widespread plain 
back to the cottage under the maples, in time for the April 
conference of the church. The hills of Zion looked more than 
ever beautiful to him, and yet there were many 'things to per
plex and make annoyance. A family of lively boys and girls 
in close proximity. to a large city and without home employ
ment gave cause for consideration of the farm again, but the 
schools were growing better, and in ans.wer to the call of the 
conference of 1885 he a.gain returned to California, going as far 
as Utah with President Smith and Elder Luff, arrinving in that 
mission field in June and then on to California, where much in-· 
terest was being manifested in the new literary venture in the 
church at that place. This was the paper called The Expositor, 
edited by Hiram P. Brown and published in Oakland under a 
board of management, composed of California brethren. 
Father was greatly interested in this little "visitor" and hoped 
for its great success, particularly in the work of showing the 
di:ffer·ence between the true Church of Christ and the apostate 
church in Utah, and that many who had known and loved the 
old church might be led by this white-winged messenger to 
acknowledge the claims of the Reorganization. While deeply 
interested in church work, and following the Jines of her call
ing, he was experiencing difficulties, of a nature known to 
most missionaries, of a financial character that were anything 
but exhilarating. Although part of the family were self-sup
porting, there was much sickness and consequent expense, 
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revenues were small, and he found himself face to face with 
perplexity and anxiety that threatened to take him again into 
the field of self-service. After considerable agitation over the 
matter and counsel with authorities of church work, he again 
accepted a mission. This time in charge of the field, compris
ing Illinois, Missouri, Minnesota, the Dakotas, and Manitoba, 
a new field of action for him. He had for years felt that he 
"must preach the word," and in the face of many oppositions, 
declared, "I have enlisted for life, or until the war is over; 
and shall labor and watch and pray for Zion's redemption till 
I see her walls erected, her temple built, and sheltered by the 
cloud by day and pillar of fire by night, showing that our God 
is there." 

In his life I see exemplified the beautiful fact: 

He has no joy who has no trust, 
The greatest faith brings greatest pleasure, 

And I believe, because I must; 
And would believe in perfect measure. 

Whatever else your hands restrain, 
Let faith be free, and trust remain. 

After a rather severe illness, :he began work in his new field, 
having privilege of a visit to Liberty Jail, early in the spring of 
1886, a trip greatly appreciated at the time, made in company 
with. President Joseph Smith :and Elders Stephen Maloney, 
John W. Brackenbury, and Frederick C. Warnky. The original 
jail house was at that time in a dilapidate.d state, the stone wall 
put on after the incarceration of his father and colleagues, 
having fallen away, and showing the square hewn logs of the 
original building and the decaying roof. 

It was during the spring months of 1887 that a larger 
church building in Independen0e was first declared a necessity 
and a committee appointed to push the work of building one. 
The work in Independence ever was of absorbing interest, and 
much beloved by father, but finances crowded him, the boys 
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needed employment, and most serious of all the things that 
urged a change was the constant ill health of mother. And 
thus it was that the low-roofed little cottage under the maples 
was sold and preparation made for the move back to the farm 
where they had been so happy and mother had been so well. 
But with all her longing for the free, open, independent life 
of the farm, mother did not part with friends whom she had 

RUINS OF LIBERTY JAIL. 

loved in Independence without a pang of sorrow, for some of 
them were more than friends of a day, and her love for them is 
still a source of joy and their memory a consolation to her. 

The return to the farm was not an unmixed blessing, but it 
brought the desired health to the little mother and a certain 
degree of independence. But. the personnel of the group be-
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neath the old roof was considerably changed. Frederick A., 
the oldest son, had married Miss Mary A. Walker some years 
previous, and was employed in the milling business ; a trade 
learned in the C.hatburn mills at Shelby, Iowa, in a measure 
propitiating the gods of his youthful dreams, who destined the 
man for other and more daring fields. In his home was a little 
son and daughter, hut these were not alone in the claim made 
on father and mother as "grandpa" and "grandma," as early 
in June of 1886 I had married and accompanied my husband, 
Elder Heman C. Smith, on his mission to California, and tRere 
we were at this time, in a little brown cottage near the foot
hills in San Bernardino, telling our boy about these dear grand
parents. 

Instead of the two who were thus missing from their old 
places was the tiny baby girl born in Independence. Father 

· spent much of the summer getting the farmhouse in comfort
able condition for the family, and in September mother went 
with him to the World's Reunion at Harlan, Iowa. Immedi
ately on the return from this trip preparations began for the 
marriage of the third daughter, Emma Belle, and on October 
5, 1887, she was married to William F. Kennedy, of Independ
ence, Missouri, the deep Missouri woodlands yielding a boun
teous supply of blue October violets for the occasion. Soon 
after this father made an auspicious trip to the northern part 
of his mission field. If this visit was of happier concern to 
anyone else, it must have been to the young lad, whose deep 
blue eyes lit up with fond love light as they followed the big 
form or :flashed with their own wonderfully inimitable twinkle 
over some of Uncle Alex's stories. The slender lad with his 
mother's keen, clear sense of humor and witty repartee, and 
his father's deeply poetic and artistic nature, found a near
father in Uncle Alex as they cleaned guns and tramped after 
game, and father gathered the boy into his big, warm heart 
with his own children and found a new hope springing where 
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had fallen tears and "dead sea ashes." For this was the only 
son of his adored brother David, living here with his sweet, 
brown-eyed mother and her father, Brother Hartshorn, on the 
farm in Buena Vista County, Iowa. Nor was the visit all 
jokes and merriment, for there in the cold waters of northern 
Iowa, father baptized the boy Elbert and his mother's two 
brothers, Manley and Fred Hartshorn, with the wife of the 
former and daughter of an old Plano friend, Effie A. Cook. 
Speaking of this visit of my father, the Sioux Rapids (Iowa) 
Press of Thursday, November 17, says : 

Mr. Hartshorn's have been enjoying a visit from Mr. Smith, the second 
son of Joseph Smith, the founder of the Mormon Church. The presence 
of so noted a person in the community excited no little interest. On Sat
urday evening he preached at the Gilmore Schoolhouse to a large gather
ing. If his doctrine had been as sound as his oratory, he could not well 
be excelled as a preacher. 

(To be continued.) 

THE DEPARTED" 

I look around, and feel the awe 
Of one who walks alone, 

Among the wrecks of former days 
In mournful ruin strown; 

I start to hear the stirring sounds 
Among the cypress trees, 

For the voice of the departed 
Is borne upon the breeze. 

I sometimes dream their pleasant smiles 
Still on me sweetly fall; 

Their tones of love I faintly hear 
My name in sadness call. 

I know that they are happy, 
With their angel plumage on: 

But my heart is very desolate 
To think that they are gone. 

-Park Benjamin. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 310.) 

In his new field in the North my £ather found great diversion 

in visits to the lakes and waterways of Minnesota and Michi

gan. For him there was companionship, always splendid com

panionship in nature, and these magnificent stretches of the 

water world were never failing sources of pleasure· and inspi

ration. 

The summer at home had been a busy one and a trail of 
improvements marked the path he made about the old place. 
In the spring of 1888 I met my father at the annual spring 
conference, held that year at Independence, Missouri. On 
April 6 of that year the corner stone of the Stone Church at 
that place was laid with becoming ceremonies. F,ather was 
one of the speakers on that occasion and after "making his 
talk" he came around to where I stood and took my year-old 
boy and held him during the remainder of the ceremonies. 
The other incidents of that day seem very dim to me to-day, 
but looking back over the bonnie head of my own little grand
son, I fancy I see him prEss the little fo1 m of my boy close to 
him, his face radiant with loving emotions ~md his eyes ligbting 
with pride and delight, his hat held in his hand, left his dark 
hair tossing in the cool spring wind, and I feel yet the loving 
admiration of my own heart as I noted my father's magnifi
cent and beautifully formed head-measuring in his hat band, 
size 75/s, and well set up from his fine shoulders. That was 
more than a quarter of a century ago, and I recall how I came 
up from "Independence and, alighting 'at the little village of 
Andover, walked with my baby, accompanied by my sister 
Ina and Brother John W. Wight across the field, through the 
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field, through the gap in the hedge, along the meadow's edge, 

to the north door of the farmhouse. And there was my mother, 

well and strong, and brown and busy, with her flocks and 

"growin' things." It was during this visit home that my sis

ters and myself accompanied father on some of his preaching 

trips in the "regions round about," assisting him with our 

faith and songs. As often as there comes to me good tidings 

of progress in that part of Missouri, I can not but think of 
the hours he 1spent breaking bread for the people there, and 
how little encou11agement there seemed to be for him in his 
work There, verily "we knevv not when we scattered, where 
the precious seed might fall." There is never a good word 
from Andover that does not bring to my mind my father stand
ing in some weather-beaten, cheerless old schoolhouse, spread
. ing a r.oyal spiritual feast fm a few straggling but earnest 
hearers. When I left home that summer, sister Ina went with 
me to my home and only the five younger children remained 
with mother in the now very comfortable farmhouse. 

The family worshiped with the Saints in Lamoni at the 
Brick Church. Sometimes, standing in the farm meadow we 
could hear the beautifully clear tones of the bell on the church 
in Lamo~ii, five miles away. Of course this was only when 
the atmosphere was particularly clear and the prairie winds 

favorable. 

In Lamoni were many cherished and dear friends of my 
parents, and what had not given promise of a very pretty 
town in the early existence now proved to be Lamoni with 
promise of real beauty. It was during that visit that in con
versation with my father regarding Lamoni's future, he men
tioned the vision of his brother Joseph as given in Tullidge's 

History: 
In the summer and fall [1853] seveml things occurred that served 

to bring the question up; my sickness brought me near to death; my 
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coming of age, and my choice of a profession were all coincident events; 
and during my recovery I had opportunity for reflection, as for weeks I 
could do no work. One day, after my return to health was assured, I 
had lain down to rest in my room; the window was open to the south and 
the fresh breeze swept in through the trees and half closed blinds. I had 
slept and woke refreshed; my mind recurred to the question of my future 
life and what its work should be. I had been and was still reading law 
under the care of a lawyer named William McLennan, and it was partially 
decided that I should continue that study. While weighing my desires 
and capabilities for this work, the question came up, Will I ever have 
anything to do with Mormonism? If so, how and what will it be? I was 
impressed that there was truth in the work my father had done. I 
believed the gospel so far as I comprehended it. Was I to have no part 
in that work as left by him? While engaged in this contemplation and 
perplexed by these recurring questions, the room suddenly expanded and 
passed away. I saw stretched out before me towns, cities, busy marts, 
courthouses, courts and assemblies of men, all busy and all marked by 
those characteristics that are found in the world, where men win place 
and renown. This stayed before my vision till I had noted clearly that 
choice of preferment here was offered to him who would enter in, but 
who did so must go into the busy whirl and be submerged by its din, bustle 
and confusion. In the subtle transition of a dream I was gazing over a 
wide expanse of country in a prairie land; no mountains were to be 
seen, but far as the eye could reach, hill and dale, hamlet and village, 
farm and farmhouse, pleasant cot and homelike place, everywhere be
tokening thrift, industry and the pursuits of a happy peace were open to 
the view. I remarked to him standing by me, but whose presence I had 
not before noticed, ''This must be the country of a happy people." To 
this he replied, "Which would you prefer, life, success and renown among 
the busy scenes that you first saw; or a place among these people, without 
honors or renown? Think of it well, for the choice will be offered to you 
sooner or later, and you must be prepared to decide. Your decision once 
made you can not recall it, and must abide the results." 

No time was given me for a reply, for as suddenly as it had come, 
so suddenly was it gone, and I found myself sitting upright on the side 
of the bed where I had been lying, the rays of the declining sun shining 
athwart the western hills and over the shimmering river, making the 
afternoon all glorious with their splendor, shone into my room instinct 
with life and motion, filling me with gladness that I should live. From 
that hour, at leisure, at work or play, I kept before me what had been 
presented, and was at length prepared to answer when the opportunity 
for the choice should be given. 

And some way I became impressed with the thought that 
this might refer to Lamoni. Some years later when the His.,. 
torian and President Smith were talking of the vision, the His-
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torian asked him, "Have you ever seen the country you saw in 
vision at that time?" 

He replied, "Yes." 

They were sitting in the editor's room in the old Herald 
Office at Lamoni at the time, when the Historian questioned 
further, "Where did you see it?" 

President Smith .answered, "If you will look out of the south 
window there, you will see it." 

Father had been acting president of the Quorum of Twelve, 
but in the spring of 1890, at the General Conference in Lamoni, 
Iowa, father was on April 8 called by the revelation of that 
day to be president of the quorum. The quorum presented 
to the conferenc·e a resolution asking that he be ordained, and 
on April 16, he was so ordained under the hands of the First 
Presidency, in these words of William W. Blair: 

We lay our hands upon thee to set thee apart and bless thee with the 
blessing~ of the living God, that his Spirit may dwell in thee as a fountain 
of light, strengthening all the faculties of thy soul; blessing thee in thy 
spirit and thy body, and fitting thee well for the important position thou 
hast been called to, even to preside over the Council of the Twelve, and 
in their midst to preside with faith and ability with the Lord's Spirit. 
May God endow thee with judgment, with strength and with grace to 
perform the functions of thy office. 0 righteous Father, we pray unto 
thee for this thy servant that he may stand in thy power and strength; 
that he may be kept all along the journey of life; that his days may 
be long upon the land, and that he may be preserved to stand with the 
redeemed of the Lord. 

And it shall be said unto him, Well done, good and faithful servant; 
enter into the joys of the Lord; and, 0 Father, -grant a double portion 
of thy Spirit to be with him that in the strength of thy Spirit he may 
be able to discharge all the duties devolving upon him: and we say unto 
thee, dear brother, that these blessings shall be received by thee. In the 
name of Jesus Christ. Amen. 

On the same day he bore a strong testimony in these words: 
It has been said that Latter Day Saint preachers, when they follow each 

other, are something like the train of cars on the track-keep in the same 
line. I don't feel to depart the line that has been entered into, but to 
speak of some of the evidences that have been given to me, to strengthen 
and confirm me in this great work. In. the spring of 1863-if my memory · 
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serves me right-! attended the first conference of the church that I 
ever met with. During the time of my being there Brother Blair came to 
me and asked me if I wished to be ordained to the office of elder. I told 
him, no, I did not so wish, hut that I had received the testimony of the 
Spirit that this was to be my calling. I told him that I had been in
structed of God that "No man taketh this honor unto himself," etc. He 
asked me if I was willing to accept should I receive a satisfactory testi
mony in regard to the calling. I replied that I was willfng to do any
thing God required at my hands, using the judgmenf he had given me. 
He said if I would ask the Lord on the matter it would be told me and I 
would be satisfied. Before going to rest that night I made it a subject of 
prayer. I wanted to do God's will but I wanted him to manifest to me, 
not in my own way, but in his own way, that I was indeed his servant. I 
felt that if the Lord would do this I would go in the line of my duty and 
leave the result in his hands. After retiring to rest, while thinking the 
matter over, I was conscious of a joy no one can express, no one can 
comprehend, only as they have felt this joy. I seemed finally to be shown 
standing on the hillside-the hill was · conical, that is, highest in the 
middle lik~ a mound-a multitude of people just as far as I could see. 
My attention was called to the top of the hill and I saw there a raised 
platform upon which appeared to be a rest for books like a preacher's 
stand. My attention was so fixed to it that I noticed the material and 
that it was constructed very strong, and I wondered why they should 
build such a platform and make it so strong. There appeared to be two 
preachers on it. There were three books lying on the preacher's stand 
like that [holding up a book.] These two personages on the stand had 
been talking to the multitude. While looking down they turned from the 
speaker's stand and came towards me. The multitude around the stand 
seemed to open, giving them sufficient room to pass down side by side, 
and as they passed down the pathway they were in conversation with each 
other. I was impressed with a desire to get close to the stand, and be
gan to make my way through the multitude until I met them. They 
shook hands with me, called me by name and one of them said, "Alex;and.er, 
you go up and take your place: we are going away and will be gone for a 
season, but will come again." I recognized them-my father and Uncle 
Hyrum. It was my father's voice that told me to take my place. I real
ized my surroundings. I was bathed in tears. No man could express 
the thrilling joy of God's Spirit, save he has felt it under similar circum
stances. 

I met Brother Blair the next day. He took me by the hand and said, 
"You have your witness." Then when he proposed that I should be 
ordained to the office of elder I did not refuse. There are other instances 
of my life I might speak of, but I speak of this one as a guide in all 
my ministerial labor. I remember one more circumstance that I will 
relate. 

While traveling in southern California, in one period of my ministry, 
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my surroundings were such that I was cast down in spirit, discouraged, 
worn and tired. I felt very much like giving up and going home. Retir
ing to rest I presented myself before the Lord. I asked him for some en
couragement. During the night I received by the influence of the Spirit 
the following: I saw a city as upon a hill. I saw to the eas,tward of the 
city a rolling prairie country. The city appeared to have walls-:-sur
rounded by walls. I was so curious as to note the material of which the 
walls were built. "They seemed to be built of a soft gray marble. 

I came to the east side of the city and seemed to be standing on the top 
of the wall, and from me descended a flight of broad steps, and to the 
right of the steps was the main entrance to the city, towards the east. 
On gazing toward the east I beheld a band of people approaching. They 
seemed to be led by one that was riding a horse and as they approached 
the city they came singing. 

I stood watching them until they came near to the gate, and as they 
approached it the one that was leader alighted from his horse, and in
stead of going through the gat~, came up the broad flight of steps and 
approached me. I recognized him and I cried out, "My father! 0 my 
father!" He took me in his arms and embraced me. He said, "Be cheered, 
be comforted; the time is near when your position will be changed; let 
your heart be comforted." 

I awoke, was filled with the Spirit, and weeping, I went to sleep and the 
city was presented to me again. In the center of the city there seemed 
to be a large building as a temple. It fronted to the east. On the front 
there semed to be three openings or large arches supported by carved 
pilasters, and a flight of beautiful steps leading up to a platform at the 
entrance of the building. 

The material of this building seemed to have a marble polish, bright and 
beautiful beyond conception. I stood at the head of the flight of steps and 
could look into the building, and could see what appeared to be scribes 
making records upon large books, as I was given to understand. I was 
placed at the head of the stairs to examine the credentials of those that 
should pass into the building. Numbers came up the steps-numbers 
that I knew passed into the building and their names were placed on 
record. Others passed on to other places and a record would be made. 

While standing here I could hear the tread of th~ inhabitants of the 
city as they went to and fro in the avocations of life, and I heard music, 
and I say again, no tongue can express the joy and the intense feeling 
that pervaded my whole being, and for days that feeling rested with 
me. I was comforted; I was made to rejoice; I was glad. 

Much more might be said in this connection, but this is sufficient now. 
I am glad and rejoice in this work. I am glad I am with you. I am 
glad that with you I can feel this warm feeling of the Spirit of God 
nerving us to move on in this great work. Now to-day this great platform 
is before me, and all these noble men are taking their stations in the 
front, standing shoulder to shoulder. 
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God is with his people. He will speak to them and be their God. Pray 
for me that I may fulfill the important calling unto which God has called 
me. 

This is my desire in Jesus' name, Amen. 

It was at this conference that he, as one representing the 
Quorum of Twelve, assisted in organizing the Standing High 

Council of the church. He was again placed in charge of the 

North Central Mission, associated with Elder Edmund C. 

Briggs. There were added to the mission, northern Illinois, 

western Indiana, and northwestern Ohio. In the summer of 

1890 the condition of the p:roperty demanding it, he visited 
Nauvoo in company with his brother Joseph and arranged for 
the tearing down and removal of the east wing of the Mansion. 
I find this entry in his diary: "Let contract to tear down the 
old house to Lyman Beecher." Tlii>s task was not unattended 
with regret and sadness. Wonderfully sweet and tender mem
ories clustered about the dilapidated old "Well Room," east 
room, kitchen, and dining room. Every foot of the old house 
spoke of beloved hours and happy voices gone from it for ever. 
Even the thinking citizens of Nauvoo felt the loss it would be 
to the historic element of the place. Of the tearing down the 
Mansion the Nauvoo Independent says: 

Workmen are tearing down the east wing of the Mansion House, the 
home of Joseph Smith. It was erected in 1843. Its condition had be
come so dilapidated that its removal was considered expedient. We dis
like to have this famous building destroyed. It is one of the first objects 
visitors seek on their arrival in this historic city. An effort should have 
teen made to preserve it. 

The remaining wing of the Mansion father had repaired 
and cared for, and it is still a good and comfortable house. 

In a letter written by father to me in 1892, I find this ref
erence to his work on the old Mansion, and photos taken of 
the place: 

The front view is the best, but a view from the east will show what 
I had done to the old home. I had to have all the big dining room and 
all east of the room where the brick oven was torn down and ·of course 
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the part thus exposed weatherboarded up, so it leaves the house as it 
was ere the >addition was built. No. 9, the room you were born in, of 
course went with the rest. The house is a good house now. I had it newly 
roofed and painted red. George W. Dundee lives in it now. It looked 
real cozy and homelike when I was there last summer. Made me almost 
homesick. I love the old place yet, and would gladly go back if there 
were Saints enough to form a church there and I had means enough 
to fix up the old home as I would love to. I have purchased David's part 
of the lot, and the two rooms that were left, so own the entire building 
now. It did look bunty for a while after tearing the long part away. The 
ftoor of the big dining room was so rotten it was dangerous to walk over 
it, the roof on the north side had rotted and fallen in, in places. I could 
have cried if it would have done any good. The south side was in better 
preservation. Rooms 9, 10, and 7 were in a fair state except as the other 
part had settled and left the doors awry and the ftoors uneven. I would not 
stay to see it torn down, it was bad enough to see it after. So much for 
the old ''House where you were born." Two of the pine trees mother 
set out are still living, one at the corner rises ,above the housetop now, 
the one in front is not so tall .... 

Give my kind regards to those Saints who so kindly remember me. 
Would love to see them, and those babies, God bless them. How I would 
love to see them, and be Santa Claus to them indeed! They should have 
their cars and dolls and boxes, too, if I were there and able. When I think 
of the grandchildren, ah then it is hard to be poor. 

Talk about the homesick heart. Sick, away from home, among ,com
parative strangers. But I am in good quarters and every wish forestalled 
in a manner. Bmther Green and family are kindness itself, but I am 
hungry to see my own loved ones. I want a kiss, a loving caress. Don't 
you know a loving caress from one we love, is better than medicine and 
your foolish old father is nearly starving for the little mother and his 
loving girls, but pshaw, I must stop or I'll make you homesick, too. Kiss 
those darlings for grandpapa. 

To my father the innate things of life, with close associa
tion, became dear and cherished, but the living issues called 
st:t~ongest to his active and earnest spirit. To him there was 
never sweeter, cooler draughts than those he drew from the 
deep old home well, sheltered for many years 'Qy the roof of 
the old "Well Room," now so ruthlessly tumbled to the earth. 
From the old well he drank his last sip of water on earth, on 
a summer day, years later. 

Of this visit to Nauvoo in 1890 President Smith wrote: 

NAuvoo, ILLINOIS, June 30.~Arrive from Rock Creek this a. "m., spoke 
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there twice yesterday, the evening service being a temperance effort, by 
invitation of the W. C. T. U. of Rock Creek. I have spoken nine times 
in the last eight days, each night last week; and what with the heat and 
the talking, I am quite worn. Am lying by for repairs. Brother Alex
ander remained at Burnside to occupy on yesterday in the Park. He is an 
excellent coworker, ready and willing to do what he can, and without 
jealousy. We have occupied the past two weeks at Montrose, Rock Creek 
and Burnside, profitably we hope. 

Father had grown very portly, but his health was much bet
ter than in earlier years. When sister Ina came from California, 
where she had been for a few years with me, she w~ote me, 
"I was tired and the crowd was great in the city, but suddenly 
I found myself in the arms of a portly gentleman an~ felt all 
my worry and weariness roll away." It was always like a 
tonic to meet father in. the midst of confusion and weariness 
and irritating crowds. He was so sure, and easy and com
fortable, and we felt a sort of pride in being thus companioned 
and chaperoned. 

And this feeling was not confined alone to his own daugh
ters. His nieoes felt the same loving care and tenderness 
and chivalry from him. Remembering his emotional nature, 
what a trial he must have had when meeting an urgent request, 
he preached the funeral sermon of Sister Zaide Viola Salyards, 
young wife of Elder Richard S. Salyards, and fourth daughter 
of President Smith. She was one of his most tenderly loved 
kinswomen, and her illness and death were s:ad memories to 
him, but his unfailing hope in the resurrection was an inspira
tion to others and often he stood thus a comforter in time of 
dire need to hi1s own loved ones. Sometimes the inspiration 
of the Spirit broke forth in poetic language and similes, as 
upon one occasion when preaching on "The hour of Christ's 
coming," 

I saw one morning what seemed to be a twilight in the east and in the 
west, The light in the western horizon was the exact counterpart of the 
one in the eastern, both oceurring at the same time. To me it was a 
wonderful sight. It may have been a common sight to many that have 
observed it, but to me it brought to mind the promises of the Lord that 
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are made in the gospel; it brought to mind the promises that have been 

held and cherished in the history of man since the days of the old patri· 

archs; the promises of God in the east meeting the promises of God in the 

west, the light of the Spirit meeting, bringing with it the power manifest 

in the gospel of Jesus Christ .... 
And we to-day are a most favored people. I think the most favored 

people under the sun. Dwelling under the light and blaze of the wisdom 
of the nineteenth century-which is said to be the wisest age that has 
ever been known-and not only dwelling under the light and blaze of 
the nineteenth century, but under the light and inspiration of the king
dom of God; not that which was given to the prophets alone-we have 
that light, as the morning comes when the sun rises-not alone the in
spiration that was given to the apostles that made them a power in their 
age.; not .that alone that we behold when the sun is rising, but as the 
noonday sun shines brightest came the presence of the son of God himself. 
We have also the glory of the setting sun is the law given in the age in 
whi~h we live. Then does it not behoove us to accept· the invitation to 
be ready for the hour of his coming? 

It was during the winter days of 1890 that a trade was made 
in which the farm finally passed out of the family possession 
and a new home in Lamoni was dedicated by father and 
mother. Mother was happy. She had room for flowers and 
chickens and c-ows and for father a wide, fine garden and place 
for fruit, in fact all the comforts of a farm and also conven.,. 
ie:nces .Of a wide-awake town and none of the burdens of har
vest and seedtime. Here mother thought to spend her days 
until the sun set. The first beautiful incident of family life 
to consecrate the new home walls was the marriage of sister 
Ina to Mr. Sidney G. Wright, of Australia, a marriage whose 
one element of sadness was the shadow of separation, for they 
went soon after to their Australian home and the years seemed 
very long to those left behind. That was an April wedding in 
the spring of 1891 and many an April went by before the 
dainty bride saw one of her "home folk." And before the 
year closed the new home held a sadder meeting presaged by a 
telegram from brother Fred for father to come to the call of 
the fir,st dear, little grandson, David Alexander, sick unto death 
in Salt Lake City, where his f_ather was employed as a miller. 
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Often had father journeyed those long miles, but this was a 
new experience and a sad mission to the little boy with big, 
soft brown eyes who had been the first to call him grandpa, 
and that same day mother started on a mission of anxiety and 
fear to the bedside of sister Emma, ill at her home in Inde
pendence, Missouri. The daughter recovered, but the little 
:£orm of the first grandchild was the first of our family dead 
to be carried over my parents' threshold, although sister 
Emma had lost a baby boy of five weeks the year previous, the 
first break in our family by death. After little Aleck was laid 
in the little grave in Rose Hill, where the late summer glory 
quietly folded about by night and day ~nd his parents turned 
again to their western home, father took up the missionary 
work. 

At the spring conference of 1892 he accepted the Rocky 

Mountain Mission, and in his pastoral for the year, written 

from Chicago in January, he predicts that, 

Zion's watchmen will see "eye to eye," and the voice of the Good Shep
herd shall be heard in all the land, calling upon the pure in heart, "Come, 
come, come to the supper of the great Bridegroom." And the islands of 
the sea shall sing and rejoice, for the time cometh when all lands shall 
be married, and the sea roll back to the north, and the Israel of God be 
gathered. When the sons of Jacob shall no longer be afraid, nor their 
faces pale at the thought of oppression; but shall shine with the bright
ness of the light of the coming of their Redeemer. And they shall shout; 
"Blessed is he who cometh in the name of the Lord." 

Courage, brethren, be of good cheer. The time of bitter sacrifice is 
fast passing away. We are not called upon to make such sacrifice as was 
necessary sixty, thirty, or twenty years ago. The huge nightmare which 
rested upon the church, and then the shadow of its baneful influence 
over the ministry twenty and twenty-five years ago, is fast being driven 
back to its own abode in darkness, and the church is awakening with new 
impulses, and with renewed vigor is shaking off her drowsiness and 
lethargy and is making ready to answer to the call of her Lord, "Come 
up higher." She begins to breathe easier, and to expand and grow in 
spirituality, grow in order and organization. She begins to show the 
work of the ''One mighty and strong" in being led out of slavery, dark
ness and confusion, into the light of God's dear Son. And now she no 
longer feels the pall of that degrading charge, unchastity, and the 
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epithet of unclean. She moves to the front and takes her place, meeting 
the issues of the day, rising each time brighter, fairer and more glorious 
than before. For this we praise God and give thanks. 

Our faith has been attacked from every conceivable direction, all the 
mean and low subterfuges of the tLI,.dversary have been used, but as each 
soldier of the -cross has engaged in its defense, he has come out of the 
battle cloud smiling and stronger, because he has felt the holy influence 
of the presence of the Spirit in himself, and the love of God which 
maketh strong and casteth out all fear. For this we also rejoice and give 
God glory. While the vision of the work opens before me, it seems the 
time is near for the fulfillment of the words of the Prophet, "Who are 
these who come flocking as doves to the windows?" Already we feel the 
inspiration of the word of the poet, "Give us room that we may dwell." 
The time to favor the waste places of Zion seems also very near, and I 
am constrained to say the time is not far distant when the church will 
be called upon to make arrangements for the establishment of stakes to 
meet the growing necessities of the work, and the keeping the command- . 
ments which as now, in her scattered condition, she is unable to do. 

By June father was laboring in Utah wl.th a company of 
congenial "friends in the harness." In July, Elder Thomas W. 
Smith, who was preaching in Salt Lake City, was stricken with 
paralysis, and father returned to Independence with him. Of 
this, Elder Thomas W. Smith S•aid: 

On the night of July 10, I was stricken down with partial paralysis. 
My left arm, side, and leg were rendered useless. I was on my way to 
Australia. ·I was unconscious for twenty-four hours. I was brought home 
to Independence by Brother Alexander H. Smith, whose kindness I can 
never forget. I am satisfied that I should have died but for the power 
of God displayed through the administration of the brethren and the 
prayers of others at the time and since. 

I am thankful that I am now able to walk quite a distance without 
help, and can use my left arm some .... 

I desire to express my gratitude to Brethren Alexander H. Smith, 
Joseph Luff, Hyrum 0. Smith, E. Barrows, and others, for their care 
and attention from the first. May God abundantly reward them for the 
same. And I thank the Saints in general for their remembrance of me 
in their prayers. I lament my inability to labor as in former days more 
than I do the physical suffering. I still need and therefore ask to be 
remembered in· the prayers of the Saints, and for the strengthening of 
my mental as well as physical powers. · 

F-ather started for his mission field late in August, after a 
hurried visit to Nauvoo and vicinity, in company with his 
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brother Joseph to attend to matters of a personal nature and 
some church work. This constant travel was not always pleas
sant but I think father put as much or more pleasure into it 
than would the majority of men of his age and inclinations. It 
appeared to me that he made his preparations for departure 
as quietly and with as little bustle and irritation as could have 
well been done by anyone. He moved quickly about the house, 
but quietly, and there was seldom any apparent hurry and 
never needless words or excitement. He knew what he wanted 
to pack and how he wanted it packed and proceeded to do it, 
only asking to be undisturbed. He usually knew where to put 
his hand on what he wished to take with him. His one dis
turbing characteristic being his big, soft heart, that felt keenly 
the pain and sorrow of parting, and the anx_iety of separation. 

Early in March, 1893, the ~eturn from his western field was 
made to his home in Lamoni. During that same month sister 
Grace, who had married the year bef,ore to Forest L. Madison, 
a nephew of President Smith, died at her home in San Ber
nardino, California. She was the fourth daughter in my 
father's home, a bright, merry-hearted child, who had but just 
passed her nineteenth birthday, when her spirit left her frail 
body which we laid in· the warm, soft earth of the old cemetery 
at San Sernardino, 'neath a blanket of rare and beautiful 
flowers. 

Sing sweet Pine thy plaintive lay; 
Cypress guard the long, lone stay; 
Myrtle, shower thy purple bloom 
O'er the little sister's tomb. 

Flowers, perfumed in southern pride; 
Winds, that tell of restless tide; 
Golden sunlight, twilight gloom, 
All keep watch above her tomb. 

To my parents we brought a few months later the delicate 
little baby whose life had been bought with hers, and to whom 
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she had promised the name of LaMont. The bitterness of this 
loss to my parents shadowed all time dating from that year 
for them. 

At the conference of 1893, father accepted the appointment 
to the Eastern Mission in association with Elder William H. 
Kelley. He found much to delight him in the historic old places 
that he was permitted to visit while in this field, beginning at 
Kirtland, Ohio, where he lingered a short time waiting for 
Elder Kelley. The following year he again took charge of the 
North Central Mission, and again in 1895, Iowa, Eastern Ne
braska, North and South Dakota, Northern Illinois, and Wis
consin, ministering with Elder Joseph R. Lambert. In his 
speech before that conference at its opening there runs a 
thought the spirit of which was elemental in my father. The 
previous year had been one of many trials, crop failures, and 
scarcity of means, and many of the elders had been prevented 
from attending the conference. And father missed them ·as 
shown in these word8: 

While I look around upon this occasion I recognize the fact that there 
are quite a number of our brethren who are actively eng"aged in this 
work that are not present with us who ·are wanting to be with us in 
this conference assembly; and as I feel the influence of that good Spirit 
that brings in it a strength and gives :the force of this work this morn
ing, I trust that we may realize that our brethren who are in the field 
who have made a certain sacrifice in remaining away from bur number, 

. will be remembered, that they, too, may feel that Spirit and its influences, 
encouraging them in the work that they are doing where they are; and 
I trust that we may not forget this fact, when we are assembled here to 
transact the business that shall be presented to us, if God is so gracious 
as to grant unto us his Spirit. We want that Spirit, that we may carry 
the influence of that •Spirit out into the world, that wherever we go it 
may be recognized that the Spirit of God is with us and that we are 
his servants. 

This remembering of the absent ones was a trait that en
deared many friends to my father. I recall how this kindly 
memory was often extended to some very unfortunate people 
with whom fate had been less kind. One, an erring man but 
an affectionate one who was kept for many years under sen
tence in a state prison, received regularly answers to his sad-
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hearted letters, and a friendly interest in his soul's good that 
could not have been lost. 

In 1895, father was chosen one of the first Board of Directors 
of Graceland College, an institution in which he always had 
a keen and most appreciative interest. He truly loved Grace
land and what she stood for to the church and the world. Often 
I found him sitting in later years, with his eyes on the College 
Hill, and almost ~~s often he expressed his hope and sometimes 
his day-dreams of the future for her, when Gmceland would 
be second to no school in her own peculiar field of work. The 
shout of her students at play on the campus, their songs and 
gay laughter were music to his spirit, and no one enjoyed more 
than did he their athletic sports and victory on diamond or 
gridiron. There was always an appeal to his spirit in the 
march of young people, in the sound of many feet falling in 
unison, and the sight of school children marching brought 
quick tears of emotion to his eyes. Thus in vision there ap
peared to him the hosts of Zion marching to heights of peace, 
and the eternity of God was to him reached by the quick :step 
and erect form of men and women free in Christ Jesus to keep 
time to the eternal music of law and order. 

In May father was called to Independence to comfort sister 
Emma on the death of her only daughter and child, Cecil 
Grace. Of that visit and what it meant to the heartbroken 
young mother, I will let her tell in her own words: 

The joy that was mine when the knowledge of motherhood first came 
to me was closely seconded by his when I told him of the joy. I can 
even now, it seems, feel the pressure of those hands as he laid them on 
my head, and can hear again in fancy his fervently spoken, ''God bless 
you, my child." There was true joy in his eyes that morning when we 
had our chat out under the old butternut tree on the old farm. My 
heart often thrills as my mind dwells on those days. Those memories 
are not unmixed with grief, for in such a few short days after I had 
felt the touch of my first-born's fingers, I was left alone, childless again. 

Whereas in joy he was with me, so when grief was my share, my 
heart's call for father was heard and he suffered with me. Thrice came 
death to my home, and as I had ever found comfort on his breast I went 
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there in those dark, stormy hours. As I stood by the cruel grave and 
watched my fair, flowerlike little daughter laid out of sight, I found how 
deep was a f 1ather's love. I learned his gentleness in a new form. 

One morning in those days of grief I felt I could be brave no longer; 
I felt that God had asked too much. Thrice had baby forms been mine 
to caress. And yet I was childless. Oh! then, the arms that had held 
me in my childhood troubles were opened to me. The breast that I had 
wept upon because my doll had been broken, was there to let my weary 
hetad re>St upon. And those tender words of his were like oil on troubled 
waters. While those arms held me close and the storm of bitterness 
raged in the heart, those arms strengthened me in that storm even when 
I felt too bitter for counsel he could only hold close and pray, and 
again I heard his fervent, "Oh! God bless my poor child"; but then came 
an hour of joy when he held my boy in his arms and asked God to bless 
him and fixed the name upon him by which he should be known, both on 
earth 'and in heaven, Roger Alexander. Again he stood thus when the 
wee little girlie with her nut brown curls was named. I can see him, 
methinks, as he stands there, now, as the man of God with those dear 
ones in his arms. The same did his Master in his time. There were 
tears of joy as he said, "The Father has blessed my child."-Emma Belle 
Smith Kennedy. 

At the spring conference of 1896 father f,ound, as usual, 
much to edify and interest him. Brother Frederick A. was 
with him on that occasion, being actively engaged in mission 
work for 'some time. When returning from Kirtland they 
two, with Brother Joseph F. Burton, made a side trip to Nau
voo, Carthage, and the homes of the family cousins in that part . 
of Illinois. The question of a church reunion at ·or near 
Nauvoo to commemorate the semicentennial of the exodus from 
the old town, had fired the heart of my father with a desire to 
see old haunts, and impelled him to great activity in assisting 
to promote the reunion of that year at the Bluff across from 
Nauvoo. Of this trip in the spring, Brother Burton wrote 
quite feelingly. 

The conference is over. That noble band of Christ's ministers are 
moving out in every direction, to preach the gospel, to assist in the 
redemption of Zion, and to prepare a people to meet the coming Savior. 
And accompanied by Brethren Alexander H. Smith and Frederick A. 
Smith, I left Kirtland, the Temple, and all its hallowed scenes behind, 
and wended my way westward, and was privileged to enjoy a day in 
the great city of Chicago, under the care of good Saints there; then on 
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to Montrose, on the banks of the great river, and ;there the mysterious 
wires flashed the sad news to us that Brother Blair, from whom we had 
parted but a few hours previously, had ceased his labors-his life's work 
was ended; and while much anticipated work of Zion's good was yet 
undone, while in the car of Nahum's chariot on his way, and about his 
Master's business, he was called hence-earth may not retain him 
longer .... 

And now the boat is all ready and we will row across to beautiful 
Nauvoo. See the grassy streets, now disturbed only by an occasional 
pedestrian; they were once without grass because of the multitude of feet 
of boys 1and girls, of men and women, of the gentle horse and faithful 
ox, then so noisy with activity everywhere, now so quiet, so still! But 
we saw the far-famed Nauvoo House, the Mansion House, and the home
stead where 'the servant of God lived, the Prophet of God; and while 
I heard the slight swash of the river upon the gravelly beach where he so 
often stood and prayed, and talked of his Savior's love to man to the 
multitudes assembled to hear him, and to witness the beautiful ordinance 
of burial in the water in ·the likeness of Christ's death, I could not but 
meditate upon the past and grieve because of the wickedness of men. 

But we wend our way up towards the hill where the Temple once 
stood, and as we near the brow of the hill Brother Alexander said, "You 
better take a view from here, as it will be better than farther on. 

I will now relate 1an incident in my life: In May, of 1874, at Brother 
Jasper H. Lawn's in San Benito, I was ordained an elder by Brethren 
Alexander Smith, Daniel S. Mills, and Hervey Green. At that time 
I saw the following picture: I was ascending a large hill, walking be
tween two men, each of them holding one of my hands in his, and as we 
neared the top of the hill I saw a large temple facing the west and saw 
these three men and a number of others entering it; and while viewing 
the building with admiration, and especially delighted with it for its 
solid and firm appearance, one of my guides said, ''Turn and look." · I 
did so, and before me was a beautiful sight. From the foot of the hill 
upon which we stood I saw a plain before me, divided by streets run
ning pamllel to each other and others at right angles to them, into 
small farms or lots, and clean looking and tidily kept houses, and fields 
dotted the landscape and made it appear beautiful; and a peculiar fea
ture of the scene was, that looking westward as far as you might the 
horizon seemed to incline upward instead of curving downward; and 
when Brother Alexander told me tD look now, I turned and before me 
was the picture I had seen twenty-two years before .. 

After viewing these scenes we went on to where the Temple once 
stood, now no sign of such a building is to be seen, and but a very few 
Saints are left in the city by the river to keep the name ''Latter Day 
Saint" alive there .... 

But now Brother Alexander must return by the first train to Ch-:uiton 
and Lamoni to do whatever willing sympathy may do to make the funeral 
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obsequies befitting the memory of an honored Saint of God, and to 
ameliorate the grief ~f the widowed mother of Israel and her children. 
Brother Fred returned to Burlington to deliver the message of life on 
the Sabbath day, and on Monday he met me again and we went with 
horse and buggy across the beautiful country between Nauvoo and Car
thage. It was night when we arrived at the hospitable home of Brother 
Salisbury, so we tarried with them, and on the morning continued our 
journey on to Carthage jail. ... 

From Carthage we went across the river to Keokuk, up 'Go Montrose 
and on to Burlington. 

When the news of the sudden death of President. Blair 
reached father he hurried on to Lamoni. How that sad time 
crowds upon us with a sort of overwhelming gloom. Elder 
Blair had been closely and £ondly associated with father in his 
early church experience, and his influence had been felt in the 
decision made by father to accept the call to eldership, and 
under President Blair'.s hands he had no doubt felt the ordina
tion to his calling in the city of Amboy, Illinoi,s, on April 8, 
1863. With him he had made his first missionary venture of 
any considerable importance, and through all the years a bond 
of love had existed between the two men. 

At the council held in Lamoni, April 22, 1896, following the 
death of Brother Blair, father assumed new and arduous 
duties, as the account ·of the 'council will explain: 

At a council held at Lamoni, Iowa, Wednesday, April 22, 1896, by 
President Joseph Smith, President Alexander H. Smith, James W. Gil
len, Joseph R. Lambert, Heman C. Smith, and Joseph Luff of the Twelve, 
and Bishop Edmund L. Kelley, it was considered and determined that in 
the absence of divine direction otherwise, and pending the necessity for 
calling of a special council or conference for more authoritative action, 
President Alexander H. Smith should, by virtue of his office as ·president 
of the Twelve, act for and with the Presidency, as ·counselor, the work 
of the church to be carried on during the current conference year, as 
already provided by action of conference at the late April session. 

At this council Elder Joseph F. Burton was set apart to ·and 
blessed for the charge of the Society Islands Mission. Father 
and Uncle Joseph being spokesmen in the order named. 

The action of this council in a measure removed him into a 
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field of activity in addition to that of the Quorum of Twelve, 
which was finally sealed in the spring of 1897 when on the 
night of April 7 a revelation was given President Smith setting 
him apart as a counselor to the President of the church, and a 
patriarch. The revelation is as follows : 

Thus saith the Spirit of your Lord and Savior Jesus Christ: Your 
fasting and your prayers are accepted and have prevailed. 

Separate and set apart my servant Alexander Hale Smith to be a 
counselor to my servant, the president of the church, his brother, and 
to be patriarch to the church, and an evangelical minister to the whole 
church. Also, 'appoint my servant E. L. Kelley, bishop of the church, to 
act as counselor to the president of the church, for the conference year, 
or until one shall be chosen to succeed my servant W. W. Blair, whom I 
have taken unto myself; he to sit in council with his brethren of the 
presidency and act with and for them and the church; though he shall 
still l::e and act in the offi·ce of his calling of bishop of the church with 
his brethren of the bishopric. 

The quorum of twelve, .my servants, may choose and appoint one of 
their number to take the place of my servant Alexander H. Smith, and 
if they shall choose William H. Kelley, from among them for this place 
it Will l::e pleasing unto me; neverthless, if. directed by the spirit of 
revelation and wisdom they may choose another . 

.And on Monday, April 12, the revelation came formally be
fore the church and was accepted, the Twelve accepting it by 
a unanimous vote. Father responded in these words : 

I accept the appointment and will say that to me the appointment was 
not altogether unlooked for, for intimations of the past for a number of 
years have directed my mind in that direction. I wish to say that I have 
never felt to fully give myself into the hands of the Lord for this ap
pointment until this spring. There was that bond of affection for the 
quorum over which I presided that I felt that I wished to remain with 
them; but since it has been made known that it is the Lord's wish that 
I should labor elsewhere, I am willing to do the very best I ·can, using 
my powers in doing the Lord's will so far as he shall give me strength, 
leaving the result in his hands. All that I have, all that I am, all that 
I ever expect to have or to be, is put into this work. I have given myself 
wholly to the Lord. · 

He was ordained April 12, 1897, by President Joseph Smith, 
counselor and patriarch and evangelical minister to the whole 
church. On the evening of the same day the quorum of apos
tles met at father's home in Lamoni and passed this resolution: 
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LAMONI, IOWA, April 12, 1897. 

Resolved, That we tender to President Alexander H. Smith our thanks 

for his excellent service as president of this quorum; and that while we 

regret our loss of his services as a member and quorum president, we 

nevertheless rejoice in the fact of his promotion to the offices of patriarch,. 

and counselor to the President of the church. And further; That we 

hereby assure him that our love for him shall continue, as well as our 
prayers, that God may graciously bless him in his new relations and 
inspire him unto service therein as acceptable to God and the church a!' 
his work with this quorum has been. 

Att . { HEMAN C. SMITH, SecTetary. 
est. JOHN H. LAKE, President. 

The severing of his a:ssociati:ons in close service with the 
men of that quorum affected my father very deeply, and he 
turned from it to his untried fields with a deep sense of bewil
derment and real loneliness. There was so little to direct him 
in the new office of patriarch. The past year had held many 
pleasures for father, one of the greatest, the reunion at Bluff 
Park, which mother attended with him. He was active in his 
mission field and his work was pleasant to him, but the year 
1897 he felt under pressure, expected to act in the office of 
patriarch, he hesitated to move until he was sure of the light, 
and was more quiet and less buoyant in spirit than usual, medi
tating and praying often. The care and perplexity affected 
not only his spirit but his general health. In August he at
tended the Old Settlers' Reunion, at Nauvoo, Illinois, making a· 
speech on that occasion. He was undoubtedly as old a settler 
as was present at this time, as he had come into the county in 
1839, just fifty-eight years before. In September he was a 
happy participant in the Bluff Park reunion again. Having a 
cottage there in company with my brother Fred. 

The winter of the ne~t year was one of considerable trial 
to father because of illness and rheumatism that kept him 
from his ordinary exercise. But he did quite a world of think
ing and some writing as he was recovering, And some of those 
reminiscent hours were ~ery pleasant to those who were per-
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mitted to share them with him. In the spring of 1898 he 

made the following statement in the General Conference in 

Independence, Missouri : 

I realize that the church members, many of them, have been wondering, 
and have asked in their thoughts, What is the patriarch of the church 
doing? And I have thought to make some statement to the church relat
ing to the matter. You will bear in mind that my call to the position of 
patriarch was made last spring, and I made the effort to enter in upon 
the duties of that office, but I discovered that there was very little writ
ten in the re::ords concerning the duties of the patriarch so far as I 
understood them since my call, but earnestly desire more light iri regard 
to the matter. Those wishing their blessings, of course, desire a copy 
of that blessing, and to obtain a copy I should have some one to make 
that copy,-take it as the blessing is given. I have felt very delicate 
al:out making or writing out a blessing after the blessing had been given. 
Again, I needed a record, for if a blessing was given there should be a 
record made of it. There was no provision made for this; and other 
things in like manner presented themselves as obstacles in the way. 

I consulted, also, with the President of the church, and receiving no 
light or instruction that seemed to justify me in moving forward, I have 
not moved in that direction.· However, I sought to improve the time in 
the line of evangelist. 

To me, it seems that there never has been so bright a prospect for the 
work as at the present time. The work is moving onward and accumu
lating, assuming proportions that are grand; and a realization of this 
fact encourages me in the call that has been made upon me; and my 
only desire is that I may make myself worthy that I may be used by the 
Lord, in the calling whereunto he has called me, acceptably to him. I 
have not felt inclined to move forward hurriedly, but rather to mqve 
cautiously. I want to be right, and move in the right direction, but 
have not been inclined to push this matter at all-on the matter of my 
duties in the office named. I have felt myself ready when the Spirit 

• would direct me to move forward, and I am still ready to move; and 
should it be the good pleasure of the Lord that these things that seemed 
to have been hindering should be supplied, the obstacles that have stood 
in the way should be removed, I shall enter in with joy and gladness 
upon the mission that has been assigned me in 'that direction. I shall 
make the effort in the future to make myself an approved servant. I 
have tried to in the past. 

I would say that during the year what time I have been able to labor 
I have received the evidence of the Spirit confirming the work as strong 
or stronger than ever before. It has moved upon me in strength and 
power, and at times has caused me to weep and tremble and rejoice in 
the work. 
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It is the work of God, and I desire to be an instrument in his hands 

to help move it on. 

It was during father's illness of the winter of 1897 that he 

wrote some of his ministerial experiences published in the 

Autumn Lea,ves. Ear~y in the spring my younger brother, 

Joseph G., who was employed in Saint Joseph, Missouri, yield

ing to the wave of patriotism that swept the country at the 

call of President McKinley for volunteers to go to the asisst

ance of the oppressed by Sp·ain, went to the barracks in Saint 

Joseph and joined the army. The lad was not yet twenty-one, 
but full of the fire of the volunteer. Making a short call home, 
he finished preparation when he left his mother and father in 
tears and sadness but carried their blessing with him, and how 
pathetic the cry of his chum brother, "How I wish I could 'go 
too." Having enlisted in Missouri, brother Joe joined the 
Sixth Missouri and with them went into detention camp in 
West Virginia. 

Father traveled that year in the Eastern Mission and how 
he had grown to love some of the Saints in that interesting 
field, but in the fall he was called to th.e Hospital Barracks to 
the bedside of his soldier son. For a time it seemed that he 
was too late, but through the kindness of Brother Walter W. 
Smith the boy was located and cared for. What an angel of 
mercy and kindness has the young man seemed to members of 
the family, whenever memory goes back over those times, for • 
Walter was a Missouri soldier too, and it was good to know 
that such a young friend as Walter was with our brother and 
son. Brother Joe spent a short furlough at home, recuperat
ing, and then went south with his regiment, where he acted as 
bugler for his company during the winter. Father felt a 
sense of deep concern for his associations during the time and 
was relieved when the boy returned home. In May, 1898, 
father wrote his first patriarchal greeting. 
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To the Saints; Greeting: It is with feeling of gratitude towards our 
heavenly Father, that I address these lines of greeting. 

For the past year I sought light on my duties as "patriarch to the 
church, and an evangelical minister to the whole church," feeling a great 
timidity upon entering in upon a field of duties I knew so little about, 
and upon which there was so little written. I earnestly prayed and hoped 
that the Lord would be so gracious that he would give some instruction 
at the late General Conference, but was disappointed. 

I did receive encouragement in spirit and was promised that if I 
would move forward the spirit of my calling would rest upon me and I 
should be blessed, and others through me should receive a blessing, and 
the Spirit's influence would attend me. 

Since the General Conference I have, tried to enter upon my patriarchal 
duties and have verified the promise. The Spirit has been with me, for 
which I am thankful. Thus being encouraged, I shall continue in those 
duties and take this means to inform the Saints that at any time when 
it is possible for me to get a stenographer, I will attend to blessings. 
Brother Edmund L. Keiley has kindly offered me Brother E. Bell, the 
stenographer who writes for him, to aid me in Lamoni. My office will 
be at my residence until other arrangements are made. 

There is a question of finance which all ought to understand in relation 
to theEe blessings. I am often asked: Is there a charge made for b~ess
ings? I answer, in one sense, No; and again, in another sense, Yes. 
That is, it rests with the party who receives the blessing. They should 
remember that the patriarch must live, his family must live, and he 
must defray the expense of stenographer, who also must live; and 
records must be kept, and these expenses must be borne, and necessarily 
those who are benefited should supply the means to meet them. The 
patriarch can not, the church ought not to be expected to do so without 
receiving some return; hence it is expected that the parties blessed will 
give as their circumstances will permit or the Spirit may direct. As the 
patriarch is expected to report every dollar received and from whom 
received, it will at once be seen there is little chance of the patriarch 
making merchandise of the blessings of God. The patriarch draws his 
support from the bishop just the same as any missionary in the field. 
Thus you see the poor can receive blessings as well as those who are 
well off in this world's goods; yet all should remember that as God gives 
with a liberal hand and freely, so as God has blessed the individual, so 
let him give. 

In my travels, until I can have ·a stenographer to travel with me, 
as I said above, when possible to get one, I will do the best I can to bless 
the Saints. And may God bless us all, letting his steady hand guide all 
along life's rugged way, bringing us off conquerors at last, giving us a 
bright inheritance in his celestial world, I shall ever pray. 

ALEXANDER HALE SMITH, Patriarch. 
LAMONI, IOWA, M:ay 31, 1898. 
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The fall and early winter were spent by father in the New 
England States. He found added health and spirits recup
erated along the coast of the Atlantic. The life near or on 
water was full of tonic and inspiration to him. 

All through the year of 1899 he was busy spending his time 
in counsel, pr:eaching, and doing S·ome blessing. Gradually 
light came on the course to be pursued, and as his purpose 
became more definite his voice rang clear and his step took 
on its usual quick spring and his silences were not so frequent. 
From my kitchen door I used to watch him going to town or 
returning, and he never failed to wave his hat or hand. Father 
was as decided in his political faith as in any other. Some
times when the political campaigns grew very interesting and 
the discussion quite heated he shut his lips tight and refused 
to enter into discussion of issues. Sometimes lie hotly defended 
his faith, but always he was a decided Republican. I recall an 
instance where a friend in jest said, "But your daughter here 
is a genuine Jeffersonian Democrat." Quickly drawing my hand 
up against his face he replied, "Not a Democrat. No ; she is 
an old-fashioned Lincoln Republican," and there was a twinkle 
in his eye that left you with a feeling that silenced further re
marks along that line. 

(To be continued.) 

The longer on this earth we live 
And weigh the various qualities of men 
The more w:e feel the high, stern-featured beauty 
Of plain devcotedness to duty. 
Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal praise, 
But finding amplest recompense 
For life's ungarlanded expense 
In work done squarely and unwasted days. 

-James Russell Lowell. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from volume 6, page 418.) 

The strong tide of public thought that had been cutting into 
old party lines and undermining partisan prejudice during the 
last decade ·of father's life was having effect on his open mind 
and justice-loving soul. He gave men of opposing political 
creed credit •and approbation, and •accepted some of the so
called new and neutral political doctrines with some reserva

tion. 
One source of great pleasure to father was his grandchildren. 

They were all sure of an intel'ested audience in grandpa and 
grandma. The little granddaughters, long as they live, will 
r-emember the warm circling of his arms and cheery "Little 
daughter!" In memory I can see him yet, meeting with ex
tended arms the fluttering, happy girls of the family, as they 
ran to meet him with shouts of endearment and laughter. And 
the boys-grandpa was an admitted authority on all questions 
of boyhood importance. 

My own son, even when small, would gladly forfeit many an 
hour with youthful friends for a good game of chess or check
ers with gmndpa; and has never ceased to miss his grand
father's part in his home visits. His absolute freedom from 
austerity and coldness, and his jolly comradery made him ap
proachable and memorable company. 

At our home gatherings on birthdays, Thanksgiving, or 
Christmas, gra.ndpa was never failing in his share of merri
ment and fun-making, and so -often had he missed these times 
of good cheer in his ow~ home and company of home people, 
that he treasured them dearly. One by one he saw the gen
eration of his father fail and die, and counted one more on the 
other side-so it was that in February of 1900 he attended the 
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funeral of Aunt Catherine Salisbury, his father's sister, who 
had finished her testimony, so often and faithfully borne to 
the work of her brother Joseph. 

At the General Conference of 1900, convened in Lamoni, 
father assisted in the work of the Presidency and took part in 
the work of the body. In ret:t~ospect, I see him so often stand
ing with uplifted face in the conference assembly, pouring forth 
in impassioned words and tones of entreaty, the invocations 
to the Almighty, or with uplifted hand and closed eyes offering 
up the benediction of thanks and prayer, that there is little 
wonder that I missed him most in these devoti·ons, when the 
time came that he no more sat with men of earth in council. 
It was one of his gifts, the rare gift of tender, sympathetic, 
genuine prayer. The custom of speech-making on that first 
session of conference still prevailing I chronicle as the confer
ences recur his speeches or portions of them and I would I 
could vivify them with the spirit that prompted them at those 
times. At the conference of 1900 he said: 

As Brother Joseph referred to me, perhaps I may express a thought 
relative to the principle that was being treated upon. He promised 
us to try to keep his temper. To me a man who has no temper and does 
not sometimes manifest it, is not of much force. The beautiful character 
is a man who has a temper and has it under control; and so far as 
obstinacy is concerned, individually, in my experience, I believe that the 
household of God as represented in the church, is filled with men that 
are obstinate. They are affirmative, largely. There are very few 
negatives among them, and the .battle has been of the character that it 
has made them aggressive, forced them to be aggressive. They . ai·e 
aggressive men, and where you find an accumulation of men of this 
character, you may expect, once in a while, flashes of rtemper. The 
metal that is· the best tempered does not bend easily, does not break 
easily, and when it is bent will come back to its proper shape again. 
There is a spring and an elasticity in it, and there ought to be elasticity 
in every representative in this latter-day work. There ought to be 
stiffness, firmness, and elasticity. I believe ~his is being made manifest. 

I rejoice in the work, and my brother referred to some things that 
called to my mind one of the principal things rthat makes me rejoice in 
it, that makes me feel firm in it, the positions taken by the Reorganiza
tion and the representatives of the church of the present have been of 
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that character that we have not had to go back on any of them. Our 
advance has been, as remarked by some, slow, seemingly, but it has l:een 
sure. We have not had to yield any ground where we have planted our
selves. We have planted ourselves in such shape that there is no power 
that has been brought against the church yet that has caused us to 
J-ield any ground rt:hat has l::een won. Now I like that. The work is 
of a character that will call out all that there is in a man; and it is 
in perfect keeping with the thought that God has expressed himself that 
he will have a proven people, a tried people. 

We are no,t all organized alike. As has been expressed, what may be 
temptation to one man is no temptation to another man at all. What 
may te looked upon as a trial by one individual is borne in perfect 
patience by another. The temptations rthat come upon us are as dif
ferent as our organizations. It is proper we should be thus; it is proper 
that we should be differently organized. And God has promised that he 
would temper his providences unto his people, and he will not call upon 
them to endure more than they -can bear. If we are forced to bear and 
prove ourselves faithful, the greater will be our reward. I rejoice in 
this thought, too. 

I am conscious just at this present moment that the Latter Day Saints 
ga1thered here are anxious to hear something relative to the labor of the 
Patriarch. It seems to be pressed in upon my mind just now. Two years 
ago I announced to the church my willingness to move forward in the 
office and calling of Patriarch .... 

I discovered in my work that it was necessary that I should have s,ome 
one to take down the blessings. In consultation with President Smith 
there was one thought that was settled in our minds. I received several 
communications from abroad, from individuals, some of them sending 
means to defray expenses, requesting a patriarchal blessing, desiring 
that I should write out patriarchal blessings and send them. In con
sultation with President Smith, we agreed that this could hardly be in 
keeping with the law, and we concluded that the blessings should be given 
by the laying on of hands. That was what ,the best record that we had, 
relative to the work of the Patr~rch seemed to signify, that this was 
the order. 

The church provided no means for the pi'o~uring of a stenographer. 
The work required one. The party receiving rthe blessing wants a copy 
of that blesEing, naturally. It is necessary they should have it. The 
Patriarch should have a -copy, and it is incumbent upon him to record 
a copy of every l:lessing given, in writing, in the record book that belongs 
to the church; hence you will see that there is a work of this kind 
which is nece;osary to l:e done. As your Patriarch I was not able to 
hire this work done. I had to depend on volunteer labor .... 

I want to fay to you that under the influence of the Spirit my 
heart has l:een made to rejoice and I have had the confirmation and the 
evidence from God of my calling to the position, and I have received 
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evidences from those who have been blessed under my hands, which 
indicate that they have been blessed, and they rejoice in the work. 

As the Patriarch of the church I discover that there is sufficient to 
keep me busy; and wherever I go I am expected to preach the gospel, 
and in the preaching of the word I have been wonderfully blessed in the 
past two years, and I rejoice in it. · 

It seems rto me that the church just at the present time, notwith
standing there are clouds in the horizon, stands in a better position 
to receive greater blessings than she has ever received before. If I 
may judge of whaJ I have seen and experienced, the ministry are just 
in a condition to receive an endowment, in a receptive mood, and they 
have need of this rich endowment of the Spirit. And the work opening, 
as I believe, God will bless it and bring us out of the shadows of the 
clouds that are in the horizon, and the church will be brighter, and 
better, and grander, and move along more rapidly than it ever has in 
the past. The Spirit is ready to bless and sanctify and help the ministry, 
and the word that comes from the different parts of the world where 
there have been debates upon the principles of our faith has been uni
versal that the Spirit has aided in the defense of the work. God is 
recognizing, is ruling and overruling. There are still to be revealed 
those things that will make more complete the representation of the 
church as representing the kingdom of God, and he stands ready when 
his people are . ready to receive, and I believe that we 1are advancing 
along the line of preparation and readiness until it is near at hand 
when we shall receive the outpouring of his Spiri1t and the manifestations 
of greater power as the days pass and the time is approaching for the 
coming of the Son of God-near us, when we may see the evidence of 
God's power manifest more than ever before. 

Acting upon the plans 1aid out in this speech, he opened ·an 
office in his home for a time, and during the early summer 
spent some time in Minnesota and that part of the northern 
field adjacent. Returning in July, accompanied by Brother 
Leon Gould, who was stenographer in the office of Patriarch 
from that time on for a period of years, being almost con
stantly with the Partriarch at home and abroad. Being tall, 
and in comparison with father, mther slender, he was often 
called in jocular mood-the Patriarch's shadow. 

In August of that year 1900, father and Leon left Lamoni 
for California, stopping en route ~at various places. August 17, 
father writes from San Bernardino, to President Smith: 

The reunion was declared off by Brother G. T. Griffiths, but the Los 
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,Angeles Branch concluded to have a protracted meeting anyhow, so 
they announced it and went ahead with it, and we have been holding 
-meetings just the same~ as at a reunion, and have been having good meet
·ings with good attendance. I left this morning, Friday, to open a two days' 
-meeting here, beginning to-night, but left Brethren Griffiths and Wil
Ji.ams to carry the meetings over Sunday at Sycamore Gmve. There 
was a general disappoint~ent when it became known that you were not 
coming, but of course it did not last long, for I made it so interesting 
for them that they did not miss you very much. Of course the reporters 
were verY much put out because they did not get to interview Joseph 
Smith the Prophet. 

Next we·ek I -go to Garden Grove to hold· a two days' meeting do Vi n 
there, and on the twenty-ninth we go to Oakland to the reunion there 
Brother Burton is here. He feels,. very much like going back to the 
iskmds. I presume he has written to you about it. He represents thnse 
people in a different light than anyone I have heard speak of them .• Not 
even Brother T. W. Smith gave so good an account of them. I was very 
much pleased with his account. 

-The \vork cis in fairly good condiJti.on in Calif(')rnia. I called upon A . 
. B. Wise to-day, and he did not know me until I spoke to him a time or 
two, then he knew my voice. He inquired about you, and Eeemed very 
g1ad to see me. 

There was something in the new office of father's that at 
first jarred a little on the supersensitive hearts ~f the faTI1ily. 
It seemed to carry with it the thought of age and a removal 
from the activities of the church that saddened every soul of 
us. We felt that he possessed the inherent characteristic and 
elemental nature for an ideal father in Israel, but recoiled 
from turning over to the multitude what we had loved and 
reveled in as our own particular family possession-that be
ioved title of "father." There was, too, so much adverse 
criticism and coarse joking over the blessing of the patriarch& 
in that western church, that we felt he must meet the disagree
~ble comments of ·the ignorant and sometimes unkind and 
thoughtless. Far, -indeed, was the p'ossibility of inactivity, 
We soon discovered, if he filled his mission Ill this new field 
and of the other ·little hesitancies-"'-we soon looked upon them 
as just a bit of loving ::fooli~hl'less; born of misunderstanding 
of his life at all times and in all places. Whiie 1n California he 
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met many old-time friends and spent a few happy hours with 
Elbert A., then sojourning in California as a laborer in gospel 
fields. In September he was again in old haunts in northern 
California, where he attended the reunion and gave about forty 
blessings;· and so he traveled, preaching and blessing in word 
and deed, and learning much in his new labors until February, 
when he returned to his home and the labors there. 

Going early to the General Conference at Independence in 
1901, he there assisted in the work of the Presidency. There, 
on April 15, President Smith arose in the stand during the 
business session of that day and told he had been in the Spirit, 
and. by it had been bidden to come to the house of the assembly 
and tell what was given him. This matter was of great 
moment to my father personally, for it again sent him forth 
on his work as an emissary for Christ unto hardships and 
trials hard even for a young man, while setting forth more 
clearly the works and ways of his patriarchiate. 

The patriarch is an evangelical minister. The duties of this office are 
to be an evangelical minister; to preach, teach, expound, exhort; to be it 
revivalist, and to visit branches and districts as wisdom may dired, in· 
vitation, request, or the Spirit of God determine and require; to comfort 
the Saints; to be a father to the church; to give counsel and advice to 
individuals who may seek for such; to lay on hands for the conferment 
of spiritual blessing, and if so led, to point out the lineage of the one 
who is blessed. 

He is to be free from responsibility-ministerial-as a traveling minis
ter, and from the care of the local branch or church and district affairs. 
When traveling and preaching, holding revival meetings, he is to labor 
in connection with the branch and district officers, not subject to the min
isterial control of the missionary in charge, except he should transcend 
his bounds and teach false doctrine or be found in transgression. He is 
not to meddle with branch affairs or distriat affairs. He is not to listen 
to complaints made by individuals to him, but if persons insist upon 
presenting their troubles, he is to request them and require them to make 
them in writing, signing the name, giving time, place, and character of 
the trouble, with the witnesses, which it will be his duty to present to the 
branch or district officers, as the case may require. He is riot to be 
put in charge of either branch or district. These are the privileges which 
attach to the office of patriarch and evangelical minister. 

The presiding patriarch is to be considered the first, and when patri-
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archs meet in council, is to preside. Besides these duties, the patriarch 
ma~y meet with the quorums in their quorum meetings, where he may 
be asked for counsel, but will not have either voice or vote, except by 
courtesy, having no direct control of quorums'. 

Other evangelical ministers beside the presiding patriarch have similar 
duties in the district where they are appointed. Revelations have been 
given, as my people know, that these men should receive ordination, but 
hitherto those upon whom this burden has lain have neglected, fo·r the 
reason that they did not understand the duties and prerogatives that 
attach to the office. Let my servants take heed and hesitate no longer .... 

For the prosecuting the work in two of these missions, this is offered 
and directed: Send the bishop to England with my servant Gomer T. 
Griffiths, to aid in arranging the affairs of the church there, organizing 
the ministry locally and determining what help in the missionary field 
may be required from America. Authorize the selection and the ordina
tion of a high pries.t to officiate in the office of bishop ln England, that 
it may be accomplished as soon as practicable and without fail, in answer 
to the request made by my servants in that land. Authorize the patri
arch as one of the Presidency to visit Australia and the islands of the 
sea, the Society Islands, authorizing him to assist the aU'thorities there 
in arranging the,ir missionary labor by his advice, and also selecting 
and ordaining a high priest to act in the office of bishop, carrying with 
him the authority of conference. 

Of this proposed mission I can not at once write without I 
first let fall the tears that crowd my eyes at mention of it. We 
had supposed that the hardships of long and difficult missions 
were all ov~r for the good father of our household. And when 
the last day came and we gathered in the home to see him S•tart, 
there was a united effort to appear cheerful, but it failed as he 
stood with open arms to embrace each of us and let his "God 
bless you!" fall not only on his own household, but those of the 
neighbors who crowded around to say good-bye. When at last 
we turned from the whirl of dust that lingered like a veil 
behind the departing hack, the little mother was missing. A 
search of the house failed to locate her, but in a secluded cor
ner of the yard I found her, weeping bitterly. Such a sep
aration is trying to young hearts, but when the years together 
have been long and separations frequent in gospel work with 
attendant hardships, until both are growing old, then such 
partings are indeed sorrowful and hard to bear. Mother was 
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not given to much weeping, and putting ~rms about the little 
woman we tried to comfort her, and finally she talked. To 
think that after all these years that predictions should come 
to pass, and she told how many years before, when he was a 
young man, in the Olive Leaf Branch in Nauvoo, it had been 
prophesied that he would bring many souls to righteousness 
and in a foreign land in the islands of the sea would bless a 
brown people. Years had passed, and she had grown to look 
upon the prophecy as just one of thqse incidents of mistaken 
inspiration. Even when brother Fred's young (and then un
converted wife) wept because Fred had been told that he 
should take up the gospel work in the active field, mother had 
had said, "Oh, don't worry, Mae, his father was told years ago 
that he would go to the islands to a brown people and see, he 
never has." So, he had passed from the office of apostle where 
he would naturally be expected to open the gates in foreign 
fields into the field of the evangel to the church, and she 
thought the time had passed; now it was come and he was 
gone. 

The work of my father as one who went forth to open the 
gates of the nations to the gospel seemed really to be finished. 
Long years before, when called from the rank of elder into the 
Qu<;>rum of Apostles, in 1873, the promise had been made: 
"Verily, I say unto you, if these my servants will henceforth 
magnify their calling in honor before me, they shall become 
men of power, and excellent yvisdomirt the assemblies of my 
people." As one who had thus "magnified his calling" my 
father went forth on this long mission into the assemblies of 
God's people. And the blessing was his, according to the 
promise. 

We learned that the fulfillment of many prophecies that we 
hear come to us with long waiting and the. exerci::;e of patience. 
Traveling together into s·outhem California wjth Brother_Lep_n 
Gould, father met a pleasant company in the southern Cali-
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fornia reunion ·at Sycamore Grove, near Los Angeles. Here 
were Elder Joseph F. Burton and wife, with whom he expected 
to journey to the Society Islands. Fr·om the southland of 
California he went to the old heme of his early missionary 
years at the home.of Mrs. Thomas J. Andrews, in San Fran
cisco. Mrs. Andrews, since the death of Elder Andrews, had 
become the wife of Jacob A. Anthony and still welcomes the 
missionary to her home. 

Leaving the wharf at San Francisco on September 10 at 10 
a. m., the little band of missionaries, numbering six in all, 

looked back to the company of about fifty Saints waving them 
good-bye. 

Among those who stood waving adieu was Sister Alice Cobb, 
a gifted and lovely woman, whose magnificent spirit has often 
sent a poet's message forth on missionary fields, where dwell 
the lonely and sad-hearted. This time she penned these beau
tiful lines, published at the time in the Saints' Herald: 

To-day the sun throws not its beams 
O'er land or water; but it seems 
That this great ocean fairly teems 

With mountains made of mist. 

And yet upon this wondrous sea, 
This deep, dark tomb of mystery, 
Our friends will venture out; and we 

Have come to see them go. 

They. mil for distant isles of France, 
The cause of Jesus to enhance. 
Like other pilgrims they perchance 

VY'ill never more return. 

Their steamer, anchored in the bay, 
Tugging at chains and tossing spray 
As if impatient of delay, 

Will sail at ten a. m. 

With ocean br!Oezes blowing strong, 
Amid a busy, mottled throng, 
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We slowly wend our way along 
And reach our destined wharf. 

Here other friends by watch and wheel · 
Have come to wait for clank and peal 
Of steamer bell and creaking reel-

Some fifty Saints or more. 

The separation is at hand-
These partings are so hard to stand! 
But we must hurry back to land, 

And so the scene is brief. 

One sorrow can not be dispelled, 
One grief is hardest to be quelled, 
One hand is longest •to be held-

That of our Patriarch. 

His dear, sad face and tearful eyes 
Bespeak his gracious sacrific.e. 
We all would wish it otherwise, 

But God himself has called. 

Again the pier our feet have pressed, 
Our sohs and tears must be suppressed; 
But welling up from every breast 

Flow. prayers for voyage safe. 

And now upon the wharf, we'll keep 
Our vigils, though the heavens weep. 
Yes, ·here beside the briny deep 

We'll stand, come rain or shine. 

Soon loudly creaks the launching ship; 
We see her hempen cable slip; 
We hear her heavy anchor drip, 

And feel her mighty jar. 

And soon her whistle's piercing blast 
Resounds and she goes steaming past; 
Then kerchiefs waving high and fast 

·Complete the sad adieu. 

We watch the ship! her whitened sides 
Deep in the foamy sea she hides, 
As out upon its breast she rides, 

Shunning her fellow crafts. 
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She op.ward moves with slackened pace, 
From out kind Nature's resting-place, 
Where ships lie moored from every race 

And nation 'neath the sun. 

She turns at length, as in disdain, 
From sheltering gulf to mighty main 
And then all signals proving vain 

We sadly turn away. 

She sighted last the city's domes, 
Sailed past the camping soldier's homes, 
'Mid rocks and shoals and breakers' foams 

Swept through the Golden Gate. 

May He who wind and wave controls 
See that no needless trouble rolls 
Upon those six most precious souls 

Whom she now bears away. 

71 

The first letter sent from that far mission field was a wel

come message. The one thing that com±iorted mother very 

much was the happy thought that father would see sister Ina, 

and so each mile he made was good, for that reason, to all of us. 

In producing these letters, or parts of them, I feel that I 

am conferring such a favor upon my r·eaders as it would be to 
lead you to my mother's door and mother should come out and 
invite you in to her table and to the meal furnished and 
spread for herself and loved ones. With this spirit she placed 
in my hands, for this work, her own intimate missives from 
father, he having written the journey to the south seas in a 
series of articlefi, in Autumn Le,aves. These letters are given 

·to bring you near to the great heart of the man and in touch 
with his inner life. 

Emerson says of a sea voyage that "inconvenience and terror 
are of no 0onsequence to one whose mind is preoccupied" and 
"a great mind is a good sailor as a good heart." So it proved 
with him. 
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On board of S. S. Australia. Ffve days out, en route to Society Islands. 
Tuesday, 7 O'clock P. M. 

While the others are enjoying themselves after their own fashion, I 
am thinking of you and home. To-day I have been unusually homesick. 
So far as the trip has been I think I have enjoyed every moment of it, 
except the thought of going farther and farther from home. The sea 
has been smooth as a lake all the way. None of our party have been 
seasick. Sister Gilbert has headache, but no seasickness. We are now 
nearing the tropics, indeed are in the tropics, nearing the equator. It is 
getting warmer each day. To-day brought out the light clothing, on all 
sides. We have sighted but one ship since the first day out, have seen 
only a few whales. To-day we have seen scores of flying fish. One day 
is like another. We eat and read, and walk up and down the deck, talk 
and sleep. Sunday we had service, not above a dozen to hear. Brother 
Burton preached. There are six of us in the first cabin, ten Seventh-Day 
Adventists in the second cabin, nine Chinese in the steerage, and a number 
of French people on board. There are two large, native women, and one 
girl. The governor's wife and family, governor of one of the island 
districts. I don't know which. One of the native women is playing on 
the piano and one of the Frenchmen is singing. Sister Burton is reading 
in her native Bible at the same table I am writing. Gould is on deck, 
Gilbert and wife ,are listening to the music and fun, for they are making 
fun. Anything to pass away the time. There are four girls on board 
who are loud. I call them the Haw-haw Club. They are continually 
laughing, and they haw haw, like men, only louder; loud, coarse laugh
ter. Then we have a pair of-what shall I call them ... they are 
French .... They do not 'come to breakfast at all and the other women 
do not associate with her. In fact, the two are together all the time. 
Her jewelry is immense. My pen does n01t give down good, so I will 
quit for a while. 

Thursday morning before breakfast. I have been up since daylight 
and it is now about 7 o'clock and 30 minutes. My head begins to ache. 
I guess it is because I have had to press my hat on so tight to keep it 
on, for the wind is quite fresh this morning. We are in what is c-alled 
the doldrums. It is showery and squally, the sea is quite rough, how
ever no one is seasick that I know of. Yesterday we saw nothing but 
a few tropical birds and numerous schools o4' flying fish. We are now 
about half way to the islands, will cross the equarto'r some time to-day 
or to-morrow, so I am told. If I was on land, I might tell something 
about it, but I am all at sea, ye know. Our little world is in a ferment. 
Our party with the_Frenchrnan and his companion, and two other French
men, the captain, tile ship's doctor and first mate, occupy one table. The 
purser, the two or three native women, an English lady and the four or 
five girls I wrote of as very loud, occupy another, and the governor's 
family another. Well, the English lady has come to the conclusion that 
the girls are not ladies and has requested to be transferred to our table, 
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and be given the place occupied by one of the Frenchmen, but of course 
the steward will not make the change. And our loud party has made 
too much noise to suit the French couple, and he has complained to the 
captain. The captain has said there is no restraint upon the noise and 
pleasure of the passengers until after eleven o'clock at night, and so it 
goes. The native girl sat down in Fren.chie's steamer ·chair, and Frenchy 
made a fuss, and threatened her if she did it again. One of the girls 
said, "If you don't look out we will throw you overboard." They call 
the native girl Miss Boots. Miss Boots said, "I wish you would try it.'' 
She only weighs two hundred and fifty pounds .... Well, we are holding 
our own nicely, breakfast is nearly ready, so I will quit again for a 
while. 

It is Monday night, the last day of September, I think. I have lost 
the date. We have had a wonderful voyage, the sea has been so smooth, 
and the weather fine all the time. We now expect to get into port on 
to-morrow evening, it may be. This is the last night on board the 
vessel. We did not expect to get in before Wednesday noon, but yester
day, last night, and to-day the sea· has been· so smooth we have made an 
extra run, and now we expect to get in to-morrow night. Here I have 
been expecting such awfully hot weather, on the equator, but it has 
been cool and pleasant, and now we are ten or twelve degrees south 
of the equator, and have experienced no hot weather yet. Yesterday 
was Sunday and we had services again. This time I was the preacher, 
and they flattered me at the close of the service; said it was a splen
did sermon. I am writing now, while the Haw-haw Club are at 

. the piano in the saloon. Once in a while they start and haw, haw, haw, 
like a set of rude country gawkies at some foolishness; so silly. I am 
getting awfully tired of it, every meal, morning, noon, and night, right 
at my back, and at all times of the day, in every place, I hear that haw, 
haw, haw. There was just a little ripple on the water this morning. 
A small whirlwind, such as we ·see sometimes on land, whirling the 
water as a land whirls the dust, and school of skip jacks. 

Just enough excitement to change the mono.tony for an hour, an·d then 
the same tedious routine. My sermon set some to asking questions, and 
we have had some conversation in consequence. I have the Adventist 
preacher reading the new transLation and a Jew seeking me, to ask quE;s
tions, and hence it is a little livelier to-day. Will stop for to-night; 
expect to be in sight of land to-morrow noon. 

Tuesday, 10.30. We sighted land, and at 1 p. m. we passed between 
two large islands almost over the grave of the little Evanelia. Brother 
Burton pointed out, as nearly as he could, whe,re the little boat went 
down. We have a large island in sight now, called as near as I caught 
it, Marquesat. I can't get these native names, neither on my tongue nor 
in my mind. The vessel is running slow. She could not make Tahiti in 
time to land to-night, m we are running slow to make port in the morn
ing; all are well on board. The sea is as calm as a mill pond, except the 
long, heavy swells. This ink is abominable, but I have no better. l 
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wrote part of this letter with Brother Burton's pen; he has better ink 
and his pen is a better one than mine. I will stop and record further 
progress later .... 

October 2. This morning we lay off Tahiti, and by 8.30 were in the 
harbor, and by 9 o'clock we met Brother John W. Peterson, who con
ducted us to the chapel, where the Saints were gathered to receive us". 
At the chapel we marched in between two rows of people and were re
ceived by singing, and a speech of welcome, and I was expected to make 
a response. I see by this time I will have to use both sides of the paper 
or this letter will be too voluminous for one message. Afte,r I had made 
my response all the rest spoke except Leon, and he remained silent. . .. 
Brother John W. Peterson looks thin, and Lillie is in the hospital. She 
has had to undergo an opemtion, in fact two of them, and is in a critical 
condition. 

We are domiciled at the mission house .... I can not understand the 
native tongue. So if I talk I must have an interpreter. Of course it 
will make me seem more dignified, but it will be very inconvenient, to 
say the least of it. Oh, for a drink of good water. I tried cocoanut 
water, but I could not drink it. I do not like it .... The is1ands are 
covered with cocoanut trees. Of course they look odd to me, but I sup
pose I will get used to seeing them. It is hot; we feel it, now we are on 
land. The natives look fat and wholesome enough. We ought to get 
along for hyo or three months on what they live on ail the time .... 
We have ail our baggage off from the steamer. Brother Burton had to 
pay duty on his household goods, and canned goods. I thought we would 
have to pay duty on our typewriters, but they let us have them, upon · 
our statement that we used them in our work, and would take them away 
with us. I am rather in hopes we will have some mail in this mail, but 
it is a sort of forlorn hope. 

I have already been presented with a fine, large shell by an old native 
sister. A very large one. I don't know what I shall do with it" The 
whole shell remains together. I don't know what the inside will look 
like, when it is opened. I will postpone my further writing for the 
present. I hear the surf on the reef, and can see it from the po·rch. 
Brother Burton has just returned from the revenue office. Will have to 
pay duty on his typewriter and the rest of his goods. Sister Burton 
has been in trying to arrange for getting supper. She said she could 
get some fried potatoes 1and bacon and barley coffee, so you see what I 
will have to eat to-night .... She said she would cook some rice, so I 
will be all right after all. You see we alle under the French flag and 
among French and natives, and will have to do as natives do. One 
thing I am g1ad of, I will have a good bed to sleep on; and John W. 
Peterson tells me the nights are cool, but I can not sleep but about six 
or eight hours in the twenty-four, try as hard as I may, or at least it 
was so on shipbnard. I may be able to do better on land. You will 
think I am going to do a month's writing inone letter. Well, it will be 
a month ere the mail returns, so I must do about that thing, See? We 
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expect .to abide here on this island only a few days, then start on our 
round to visit the other islands, and we may not be able to get mail for 
two or three months; so don't worry if you fail to hear from me for a 
long time. Have just been talking with Brother Burton, and it is doubt
ful i{ we can get any mail after we leave h~re till we return, and we 
may be gone till December, but we may arrange it after all. So, if it is 
a long time between letters, you will have more time to make out this 
puzzle and decipher this miserable writing. The steamer will likely sail 
on next Monday, so I am not in a hurry to finish this letter. Brother 
Burton just brought in a scorpion, which he killed in the other room, 
on moving an old lounge to put up a bedstead. Nice, isn't it? ... 

October 5. The steamer leaves in the morning and I must finish this 
epistle. Yesterday we were taken in carriages, round on the other side 
of the island, up on the mountain, where the Saints have established a 
settlement called Tiona, where Thomas W. Smith lived on the island, 
and where, now, they tell of Srister Helen killing hersel:fl carrying water 
up the mountain. We had a jolly time. A reception, the native Saints 
greeting us in their chapel by singing, and a speech, which I answered, 
and all the rest said something. Then they gave us four Chilean dollars 
each, and a fine hat apiece. Mine was too small, Leon's too large. Bur
ton's and Gilbert's all right; the sisters' were all right. My hat is a 
beauty, but I can't wear it. I wish I could bring it to Joe or Art. I 
think it would fit Art. They brought in another hat for me this morn
ing, but it just fiJ Leon, so I gave it to him. They are not used to as 
big heads as I carry around. The hats are wonders of lightness, and 
durability; cool and handsome. Not half as heavy as the one they sent 
to Unc,le Joseph. 

At our feast yesterday we had no knives or spoons and only two or 
three forks. It was fun to see the effort to eat without the usual tools, 
especially rice. We had water from cocoanuts to drink. I can drink a 
little of it, but don't like it. Everything eats cocoanuts here, chickens, 
pigs, dogs, cats, everything, even the crabs. 

To-day the mail closes; the steamer sails to-morro,w morning, and it 
will be a month ere she returns. We S'ail Tuesday on a small steamer 
called the Southern Cross, and we will not return until December. We 
may be able to send mail, but it is extremely doubtful if we can get any. 
We are ,all weU, and in good spirits. Lillie Peterson is improving, and 
Brother Peterson is in strong hopes that she will be better in health 
than she ever was before. Sister Burton is weU, and feels as if she 
had gotten home. 

Now, I must eio,se this, and get it ready to mail. Give my love to all. 
May God ever bless my darling wife and children. I look forward to the 
next six months as a sort of exile. Of course there are many very pleas
ant days, and seasons of comfort, but the long, long separation from 
loved ones is terribly trying .... 

(To be continued.) 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH. 

(Continued from page 75.) 

On Board Steamer Southern Cross. 
AT ISLAND OF MARKIMO, October 17, 1901. 

Dearest Lizzie: Deeming it a pleasure for you to hear from me, and that 
I am well, I write you, hoping to get these lines off for the east on the 
next mail steamer. We left Papeete on Tuesday morning, on the 
Southern Cross, and Thursday morning we landed on the Island of Anaa. 
There is a branch of the church there. The steamer had some freight 
for this island and some bufa, dried cocoanut, to take on, and would be 
all day till four p. m. doing it, Eo Brother Burton went ashore on one of 
the first boatloads, to see if any of our people were there, and sent a 
note on board telling us all to come ashore, as the Saints wanted to give 
us a reception in the chapel. ro divide the party and have Emma and 
I come on one boat and the others to follow. The vessel was half a mile 
from shore and all cargo had to be taken on small boats. They had to 
pass through a narrow channel in the reef, and then could not land, but 
the natives waded out and carried everything ashore on their backs, and 
there was a good chance to get wet, but ashore we went, and when we got 
as near as the boat would go, a native presented himself and told me to 
get on his back, and on I climbed, and away he trotted ashore. I know 
you would have laughed to have seen me. A big fat man perched like a 
big :fiat frog on a brown man's back, just able to keep my feet out of 
water. A large native picked Sister Burton up like she was a little girl, 
in his arms, and strode off with her and thus we got ashore. Leon looked 
funny on the nativ;e's back, he was so long, but he was not so heavy as 
Bl'other Burton or I. I had a laugh at Sister Gilbert, a native brought 
her in his arms and she was just a trifle afraid· and clung to the man 
with her arms around his neck, but we all got safely ashore, and then 
marched up to the meetinghouse, and there we found the women sitting 
on the floor, and six chairs for us, the men standing in groups. They 
welcomed us with a song, and prayer; then one of them made a speech 
of welcome and presented us with two Chili dollars apiece. We re
sponded through Brother Burton, who speaks the language. We took a 
long walk on the island, and found some nice shells, and enjoyed our
selves among the cocoanut gl'oves. But it was hot. We men went back 
to the village, and the women pulled off their shoes and stockings and 
waded around, playing the little girl act for half an hour or more. The 
na,tives got some fresh cocoanuts and gave us a drink of cocoanut water. 
It is fairly good, but one has to learn to like it as a drink to quench 
thirst. Then they got up a dinner for us. They had no need to cook a 
dinner for themselves, they ea,t cocoanuts. They bite the outside shuck, 
cut a hole in the shell, drink the water, break the shell and eat the meat, 
the meat of what they call a water cocoanut is like rubber to me. T 
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don'1t like it; Gilbert likes it. If they have no knife to open a nut they 
gnaw a hole in, get the water, and then hit the nut against a tree or 
stone and feed sumptuously. Well, we stayed with the natives till the 
vessel whistled for us and sent a boat for us, and we got on board, and 
were soon out of sight of land again. This morning, <at daylight, I looked 
out of my poi'Ithole of a window, and saw the flash of water breaking on 
a reef, so I got up and went on deck and saw we were in sight of land 
again, but it was a long way off. The coral reef was only about half 
a mile away and the great waves were dashing upon it, the water flying 
high in the air. It was a grand sight, and still fearful to think what 
would be our fate, if we should run on that reef at night. It seemed 
that no living soul could pass through that surf. About ten o'clock a. m. 
we found a pass through the reef, and came in and anchored off a half 
mile or more from a native village. While they were discharging a little 
freight, a very black na,tive came aboard and told that all our folks had 
gone up to Kaukura to attend a conference and meet us, so we did not 
go ashore. We are lying here all day. Will run to o'ur next stopping 
place in the night, getting there early in the morning. There we get off 
and remain ten or twelve days. They are heaving anchor now to go. T 
will finish to-night. 

We are out at sea again. The pass throl[gh the reef is a dangerous 
one, but we passed out 0. K. The current was very swift, and tossed 
the waves about immensely, but one only threw water on board, and 
Metuaore got sprinkled. I can only write of generalities now, but when 
I can have the run of the mails again I may be able to write of the 
particulars. At our next stop we will likely stay for a fortnight, that 
is, ten or twelve days. I am urging Burton to so arrange that I may 
get off for New Zealand, and Australia on the thirtieth of .Noveniber 
boat from Papeete, and he thinks it can be done. If I can, Leon and I 
will spend Christmas at Ina's. Won't that be nice? 

The sea is quite high this evening. These islands are a coral pro
duction, and are in all shapes; oval, oblong, and long strings of narrow 
islands, on the coral reefs. These reefs form a ring, and within the 
reefs the water is shoal. They form great lakes in mid-ocean. The 
one we just came out of is thirty-nine miles long. Seen at a distance, 
with the sun shining, they present the most beautiful appearance. The 
waters look the color of the rainbow almost, and are pretty. The water 
is so clear one can see the bottom at thirty feet deep. The coral are 
white. I am writing in my stateroom with my pillow for a desk and it 
is getting awfully hot as the engine room is just across the aisle from 
me, and it's getting too dark, so I will close and get this ready for the 
box. Love to all. May God bless my loved ones at home and keep me 
safe to meet them again. 

RAIROA ISLAND, October 13, 1901. 
Sunday. All are well except Leon, who has had the toothache and 

whose face is somewhat swollen in consequence. At eight o'clock 'a. m. 
John W. Gilbert preached in the native tongue. At ten o'clock, dedication 
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service. Brother Burton is to preach and I am to offer the dedicatory 
prayer. I can not talk to the natives, so I get terribly lonesome. Brother 
Gilbert and Brother Burton and Sister Burton all talk the lingo, at 
least so as to make themselves understood. The natives are very kind to 
me. This morning a couple gave me some very nice pearls. They would 
load me down with shells if I desired them. They are too cumbersome to 
carry many from place to place. The place which is to be dedicated is a 
tabernacle, made from the cocoanut trees, with matts all over the ground 
inside. A very pleasant cool place to hold service in. I guess I will have 
to get out my Bible and read up a little. 

Monday, October 14. I awoke this morning with a severe headache, 
but after washing and a cup of coffee, with bread and butter and sar
dines, I felt better .. My eyes were most affected, result of the constant 
wind and reflection of the sun upon the water. Our cottage, or the one 
assigned us in company with Brother and Sister Burton, is located within 
fifty yards of the beach, facing the east. There are a few cocoanut trees 
between us and the water's edge, which mitigates the he,at and makes it 
bearable. The island is a coral reef; there is no soil, but sand, or dis
integrated coral, and to get other trees than the 9ocoanut to grow, 
they dig square holes deep enough to get the seep of Wiater, and plant 
them at the bottom. In a manner plant their tree in the bottom of a 
well or cellar, and as all things seem to be common here, it is a chance if 
the owner or some one else gets the fruit. So far as our experience goes, 
all :are strictly honest. We leave our things open and lying loose, with no 
fear of loss. Brother Burton has just come in and. said that we had 
better go and visit the F,rench gendarme, as he is very clever to our 
people. There, my pen has another fit, and I guess we better quit writing 
for a time. I received a fine shell this morning ,and some nice little 
pearls yesterday, or day before. Well, we have been, and visited the 
governor and gendarme, the one officer of the French Government on the 
island. It was simply the paying our respects to the French Govern
ment, and we gave him a box of bananas. He expressed himself as very 
well pleased, and said anything he could do for us, he would cheerfully 
do. Yesterday's service was a very good service, preaching at eight 
o'clock a. m. and dedication service at ten a. m., with preaching at its 
close, and Sunday school following. Prayer and testimony at three 
o'clock p. m., and preaching at seven p. m. Brother Gilbert in the 
morning service. I made dedication prayer; Brother Burton preached 
the sermon in native. Poi Miti for the evening service. Brother Burton 
said the sermon was an excellent effort, subject, Repentance and remis
sion of sins. Again we have been presented wi,th shells, five pearl shells, 
large ones. I feel almost like it was an imposition upon these poor 
people to take their shells, for their shells represent money to them; 
but we must receive or offend as it is understood, by them, that in this 
Wlay they represent their appreciation of our mission among them. 
There came one this morning and made an offering of shells, and said 
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he was glad to give them, for he had traced my ancestry back to Abra
ham, and he was glad to mee·t a descendant of the chosen seed. It makes 
me feel queer sometimes to have men who take the Scriptures so real 
and literal in every respect. They accept the prophetic statement that 
father was a literal descendant of Eph1'aim, and of course his children 
are also descendants of the Father of the Faithful. I had a dream on 
board the ship coming here which sets me straight on the descent of this 
people. I saw a native dressed in ·a white shirt, or waist, with a parena 
or hipcloth, or garment which both the male and female wea.r, and I was 
awakened, and while awake I was given plainly to understand the native 
represented these islanders, and that they were Lamanites, and were 
worthy the priesthood, to officiate among their own people. Before this 
I was in doubts as to Metuaore, as to ordaining him to the high priest's 
office, and to the office of bishop. I am satisfied now, and if it meets the 
approval of the Saints, held in conference, I shall ordain him. It seems a 
little queer to see the shadows at the south side at noon instead of on the 
north. I am sleepy and will stop writing for a spell. 

I have just been called upon to bless a bottle of oil, the natives want 
me to bless the oil. I guess they are much like other Saints; they cer
tainly understand the gospel. Sister Burton just info·rmed me she has 
had to let out Brother Burton's coat a full inch since he came back to the 
islands. He is in a fair way to enlarge Zion's borders. It is very warm; 
the wind has almost ceased blowing for a spell. I hope it will breeze up 
again. I will wait awhile ere I write more. 

October 15. This morning we went out fishing in one of their large 
sailbO'ats. Leon, Wilmer, and I, with two natives to manage the boat 
and get bait. Leon got ·a fine large fish on his line, and blistered his 
fingers getting him in. Wilmer had to help pull it on board. It would 
weigh fifteen or twenty pounds, but the natives said it was not good to 
eat, it was too large, the meat was strong .... Wilmer caught one other, 
l:ut I caught none. The natives have many of them been out diving for 
pearl shells. They have a box about eighteen inches square at large 
end from fourteen to sixteen inches at small end, and about eighteen or 
twenty inches deep. The whole end is fitted with glass. One side is 
shorter than the others with ·a half circle to fit the neck, cut in. They 
take the tox and get overboard with it and put their heads in the box, 
with the glass downward and thus are able to see the bottom plainly 
ten or fifteen feet deep, and see shells if there are any; when they see 
one, they leave the tox floating and dive down and get the shell. Some
times they find shells not more than three or four years old with fine 
growth of coral growing on the shell. I have one,·-the spray or bunch 
of coral must te six or eight inches tall,-a really fine specimen. I hope 
I can get it horne without breaking it. It is three o'clock p. m., and is 
raining a fine shower. Tapune preached last night, and Brother Burton 
said he made a fine effort. I am satisfied that he really did remarkably 
well. His subject was church organization or, "Let us examine ourselves 
by the line and measuring rod," to see if we are the church. I could 
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not understand much, but enough to know what he was talking about. 
He was finding a pLace in the church for the patriarch. 

October 16. This morning is showery and not so warm; the wind has 
risen and blows cool. Several of the natives came in and gave us some 
very fine pearl shells. The natives, some of them, went out fishing and 
brought in a l01ad of fish,-some blue and green with a head and mouth 
like a huge parrot, except both upper and lower jaws are alike, with 
strong teeth set inside the hard, cup-shaped jaws. The coloring is deep 
and bright. One large one was black. Most of them looked like the 
rock bass of the Minnesota lakes. A couple of days ago one of the na
tives speared a shark. A small one, about three or four feet long, near 
the shore. Last evening Brother Burton and I went on a long walk, 
intending to go bathing if we found a smooth, sandy beach, but were so 
long finding a place that it was too late to go in, so we returned. We 
got so warm, simply walking slow, that our clothes were we,t with per
spiration. We saw many beautiful fish of many colors, some striped like 
the zebra; some so clear we could see through them like glass. There 
were green, blue, and some white with black fins. One shaped like a 
gar, but so clear it looked like glass. We saw gold fish of all co,lors 
nearly; some indigo blue. I felt as if I would like to catch some of them, 
but had neither line, nor pole, nor ~inker, so we came and left them in 
the water. I can't catch on to the language. I can speak the words 
when told what they are, but can't remember them. 

It is night again and the folks have gone to meeting, but I am not 
feeling good, and can not understand a word that is said, and to ~go and 
sit .... and suffer from being sleepy and have to remain awake, is 
folly, w I remain and wr1te. The wind is blowing a gale almost. It 
will be a rough night at sea, and some of our folks may be on their way 
here. 

These natives are a fine race of rrien, so far as native intellect is ,con
cerned; they have good brain power, and wonderful ability of committing 
scripture to memory. In their Sunday school lessons, sometimes there 
are six or eight quot1ations. They not only learn the answers to ques
tions, but learn chapter and verse, and everyone referred to by heart, 
so they can recite the whole business when their question is asked of 
them. But they are black; some of them very black, with straight hair. 
It will not do to abandon this mission, and yet it will always be a costly 
mission. It is amusing to see Sister Gilbert go in bathing with six or 
eight children, little girls, none of them older than ten years, and some 
of them certainly not older than five years, and all can swim. They are 
as much at home in the water as out of it. Are under the water nearly as 
much as out of it, and their games with each other are intensely in· 
teresting and laughable. For instance, two of the larger girls will get 
two smaller ones on their shoulders, astride their necks, and then the 
two riders clinch and wrestle to see which can throw the other, and of 
course as a rule they will go down together, under the water, ·and fre
quently the riders stick to the neck and shoulders of their steeds and 
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come up all right side up, ready for, and immediately engaging in another 
scrimmage, and all laughing, and screaming with fun; and some remain 
down so long you think surely they will strangle; but they invariably 
come up laughing. The little girls with their long hair, swimming, look 
more like mermaids than human beings. Laura Gilbert has bushels. of 
fun with them. They all want her to learn to swim, and won't let her 
sink, but all grab her to hold her up, they themselves swimming it may 
be. The little tots swim out to the boats 'at anchor and climb aboard, 
and dive off, as if it were great fun. They will throw a shell in and 
dive and catch it ere it reaches the bottom. Their parents don't seem 
to care how much they are in the water,--they themselves are in the 
water sometimes five or six times a day, and sometimes from three to 
five hours at a time diving for shells. All dive,-men, women, and ·chil
dren. All the clothing they have on is a hipcloth, or parena, about a 
yard, or yard and a half long, which they wrap around them .... All 
the women I've seen so far have been very modest in deportment. 

October 17. Brother Burton and I took another long walk this morn
ing, and got a few shells. To-day is a very quiet d1ay. Leon and Gilbert 
are at work on their system of shorthand for the native language. 
Gould is a genius in that line, and has already a system arranged and 
can write native shorthand, and can not speak it yet, can write short
hand and read it, in native, but can not understand what he reads. 
Elders Burton and Gilbert both say he reads aright. The natives never 
get tired of watching the boys write on the typewriter. Well, I am 
sleepy, and I think I will take a nap. 

I slept and was called to dinner. Had soup, fried potatoes, fish and 
rice for dinner; for breakfast we generally have only coffee and bre·ad, 
sometimes sardines. Soup is made of canned beef, sometimes potatoes, 
and bread in it, sometimes tomatoes, native cooking. Fish boiled, fried, 
and raw if we want them served that way, generally three courses. 
Sugar and butter we nearly always have to call for. At first, they 
oooked everything fresh, but they are learning to salt the food as they 
cook it. We can get ·a fair quality of butter, canned butter, and at 
Papeete we could get the best quality of canned milk and cream; it 
comes from New Zealand. The canned beef comes from there also. 
Our bread is what is oalled French loaf or rolls. It always tastes a 
little bit sour, and sometimes a big bit. Leon has just tried an experi
ment with a hermit crab. He found a nice little shell with a crab in it; 
he wanted the shell, so he put the shell in some soapy water and let 
it be 'awhile, and the crab .came out all right, and left the shell clean. 

October 20, three p.m. I have now been sick since the evening of Octo
ber 17, and have not felt able to write. I thought I would write a little 
every day, and thus have a long letter ready when we return to where 
we can mail a letter, but on the eve of the seventeenth I was taken quite 
suddenly 1ll .... I rapidly grew worse, till the pain became intense and 
gradually spread upward, till my stomach was in convulsions. I became 
very sick. I began to vomit, and so passed a fearful night. The breth-
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ren administered to me. Brother Burton gave me some strong medicine 
to ease my p1ains, but it had no more effect on me, so far as I could dis
cern, than so much water. Thus for two days and two nights I suffered, 
and then gradually the pains eased up and I began to sleep, and feel 
better, but have no appetite, and occasionally have a mild return of the 
attack. To-day I preached, and Brother Burton acted the interpreter. 
Quite a new business to me, to preach to a congregation who gave good 
attention, listened, and heard, but knew not what I said .... Sister 
Gilbert is sick and Brother Burton has a very lame back, so the mis
sionary force is impaired, to say the least of it. 

Monday, October 21. A very quiet day. Was too ill to write any, 
ray on the bed about all day, was too light-headed to walk. 

Tuesday, October 22. I am still sick; nothing I eat seems to agree 
with me. My stomach is in a terrible condition. Too weak to retain 
any food, even chicken broth made by Sister Burton. We have now come 
.to the conclusion to hold our conference on Friday, whether the folks we 
have been waiting for come or not, and go on to the other islands on 
Saturday. I am in a fair way to lose some of my fat. I can perceive a 
difference in my clothes already. Now I have written enough and am 
tired, so will lie down. 

Wednesday, October 23. Am still ill, too ill to enjoy anything in fact. 
I spend my time sitting on the porch and lying on the bed. I sleep 
much of the time. Saturday is the day fixed for leaving this island. 
The natives, however, wish us to remain till Monday. We have been 
waiting a week for the members of two branches to come and be at the 
conference. We now will have our conference on Friday, the twenty-fifth, 
whether they come or not, and leave here Saturday morning. I will be 
glad to be on the move. If I was shipwrecked and cast on these islands, 
I might live a month or so, I don't know, but I would not willingly stay 
here a year for a fortune. 

Thursday, October 24, 1901. My condition remains still the same. I 
see no improvement yet .... To-day, I blessed J. Wilmer Gilbert, and 
his wife Laura, also one of the native brethren, Tapuri, by name. 

F,riday, October 25. Conference convened at eight a. m. I was chosen 
to preside, Brother Burton to assist. Of course, as I could not under
stand the language, Brother Burton did all the talking and the putting 
of all questions. The natives gave a fe,ast, which consisted of three 
meals, morning, noon, and night. Pie Salmon, an invited guest, a descend
ant of King Pomarae, was located at the foot of the table, while I sat 
at the head of the feast; our folks at my left, and the rest of the in
vited guests were at my right. All the white people on the island were 
invited. I got through the day, but was too tired to sleep at night till 
very late. 

Saturday, October 26. We got up early and got ready to board a sail
bo,at, and leave Rairoa for Tonga, another island some seventy miles 
away. That is, Brother and Sister Burton, Leon and I, with several of 
the natives left the island at 8.15 a. m., with a fine breeze. The natives 
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were out in force to bid us good-bye. We had to shake hands with all, 
small and great .... We left Laura and Wilmer there. I was sorry to 
leave them, especially Laura. She seemed a brave little soul, filled with 
the missionary spirit. We had a nice run all day before the wind. 
AJ::out one o'clock we reached the pass into the 1agoon or l~ke of the 
Tonga group. We were out of sight of land for about three or four 
hours. When we reached the pass the tide was low and the water was 
rmhing out at the rate of about six or seven miles an hour, and the 
surf was bearing on the reef, with terrible force. I could not see how 
we were going to get through that narrow pass. We w~re on board, 
with the owner of the boat, his wife, and two children, one a babe, Poa 
Metu and wife, and another native woman, Metuaore, Emma, Brother 
Burton, Leon, myself, and two native boys, one a young man apparently 
al:out eighteen or nineteen years old. This young man had been busy 
with some ropes, and when our captain was ready to enter the current 
he had stationed his wife, a large, fleshy woman, on the deck with the 
jib sail in charge. The young man took the end of the rope and was 
ready. The 1and was a quarter of a mile away. The water was rush
ing over the reef with a deafening roar. It looked like certain destruc
tion to go into that turmoil. Finally our boat rose on a mighty wave 
and we were driven forward with a rush. Our captain shouted, and as 
our coat settled on the receding waters, that young man leaped or dove 
far out in the raging waves, and swam for the reef. I thought the brave 
lad would l:e dashed to death, but as the roller came they shouted to 
him and he would go under and come up all right. The capt,ain gave the 
helm to Brother Metuaore and ran forward, and in he plunged. The 
young man had gained the reef, the water nearly waist deep on the rocks. 
The captain's wife managed the sail, shouting to Metuaore, which way 
to turn the rudder, he shouting back. The captain gained the rocks, too, 
and the strength of the two men could hardly move the boat, the waves 
l:eat her in, the current set her against the reef. I noticed the young 
woman with the baby. She gave her babe to Poa Metu's wife, sprang 
upon deck, raised her dress and tightened her apron, tucked her dress 
under it and just as the l:oat was dashed against the rock, she too sprang 
into the water and she and the captain fairly caught the boat and 
pushed it off the rocks; and as it forged ahead, she yelled like a boy and 
sprang clear from the rocks, caught the edge of the gunwale of the boat, 
and climl:ed aboard and took her place beside the big woman, ready for 
another plunge if need J::e; but by this time men were coming out from 
the shore to aid, and with many hands hold of the line our boat forged 
ahead, and all was safe. Now, I suppose there was no real danger to 
those amphibians; but it looked very much like it to a landsman. All 
the time we were struggling in the pass, the natives were shouting. 

We landed safe, were conducted to a vacant house, and soon had a 
lunch, for we had had little to eat all day. Three beds were soon up and 
ready for us, but I must not fail to tell of the devotion of this poor 
people. Before we sailed in the morning, they had singing and prayer, 
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and when we landed, ere we left the shore we had singing and prayer. 
Thanksgiving for our safe journey. I must confess these colored island
ers can give us Americans a good many points in faith and .devotion. 
We remained at Tonga over Sunday and Monday, leaving there on 
Tuesday. Thus the twenty-seventh and twenty-eighth were spent, wait
ing for the natives who thought best to get a larger boat and a lot of 
them go with us to Kaukura or some such named island, where the next 
conference will be held. And of course we were willing if a larger boat 
could be procured. Well, they decided to go, and got the boat, a much 
larger one, but there was a much larger company of us. Twenty-three 
human beings, three hogs and three chickens was our load of live stock, 
and only one berth and that such close quarters none of us could sleep 
in it. The deck, with a pillow or two and one thin quilt was all we had 
to sleep on, in an open boat. Eighteen or nineteen natives, four Ameri
cans, three hogs, and three chickens spread out on the deck of a small 
boat came near occupying all the space. No prote~tion form rain ex
cept our umbrellas. 

October 29. Tuesday morning we sailed from Tonga, and at night we 
hauled into the pass of another island, ·and debated as to whether it was 
best to oamp there or sail all night to another. We lay here till the 
natives went on shore and baked an oven full of bread. They build a 
great fire on some loose stones, and heat them hot, and mix their dough 
and roll it up in leaves and put it among the stones and cover up with 
sand and leave till it is done. About six o'clock they came to the con
clusion to go on. Here we had some fun with some young sharks. Leon 
speared one. I hooked several, but could not get them on board. We 
finally got' off and sailed all night. Brother and Sister Burt-on thought 
to do me a good turn and so insisted that I should occupy the cabin 
down below. I objected, but nothing else would do; they made their 
bed on the deck in such a manner that I could not find room enough to 
lie down, so I was, in a manner, compelled to go below. I did so, and 
lay down on the floor, with only a pillow for a bed. It was hot and 
close, and smelled bad, and the floor was hard, and about ten o'clock they 
came down to bail out the boat and I got out, but I could not sleep. 
After they had sailed out they spread a thin sheet, or a comforter on 
the bunk for me, and thought they were doing me a favor. I could 
with difficulty squeeze myself in. It is true, I could stretch out at full 
fength, but the place was so close that I could not sleep, so I crawled up on 
deck again, and watched and waited till morning. Sleep I could not. At 
daylight the natives sung a hymn and had prayer. All day we sailed 
and about midnight made another passage into another island lake. 
We slept one night on one island ·called Maketona, I believe. At three 
o'clock in the morning we pulled into the wharf at Fakarava, and I had 
to stay all day, till six in the evening; then we began another night on 
the ocean. I slept better this night than any before, although the deck 
was my bed. Into the cabin I would not go again, after the first night, 
Ro Brother Burton and Emma went in. It was rough on the sea this 
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night, but we got through all right. Saturday at twelve we landed at 
Kaukura, or some such name, the destination of our little boat and where 
the conference will be held. Are now domiciled in a comfortable cot
tage for ten or twelve days. It is Sunday, November 2, and the day 
began by a preaching service at seven o'clock in the morning by Brother 
Poemeta, after which another service of some kind. The members 
seemed much like our own people at home; after a good service, they 
remained to talk it over. At 9.30, my time, the chapel was full to hear 
me talk, ·and I talked, Brother Burton interpreter. At the close of my 
service, Sunday school convened, which is now on. We have just been 
consulting, that is, Joseph Burton and I, upon the date of our conference, 
and have concluded to hold it on the eleventh instant and get off for 
Tahiti on the twelfth. We have a boat already secured to take us down. 
If we have good weather, and wind, we will only be out two nights and 
a day, but if we have a calm it may be longer. 

Monday, November 4. I am sick again .... We have fairly clean water 
to drink. Rain water caught from iron roofing, and held in tanks. At 
the least exertion I am all of a tremble. My clothes are stretching; are 
getting too large for me. There are millions of mosquitoes here, but I 
have a good bed, with netting, so I can sleep all right. There. was the 
usual dog fight last night. It began right in front of the chapel, and 
worked round to one side. They were vicious brutes, and it took some 
time to separate them, and I am inclined to think that some of the 
natives wanted to see them fight. The preaching went on all the same, 
as serene as if no fight was on. This morning the natives are busy 
building a tabernacle for conference, and all is bustle. We are domi-

. ciled in a clean little stone cottage of one room with a veranda all round 
it, in the inclosure where the tabernacle is being built. The tabernacle 
is sixty-six feet across, is round, in shape of a hugh tent, is built by 
setting posts in the ground and plates on top and a second row of posts 
as columns on the inner circle with plates on top of these; then rafters 
to a center pole. All covered with niau, or matting made of cocoanut 
fronds or leaves braided together. It makes a wonderfully cool, clean, 
and pleasant meetinghouse. The natives are ingenious in this kind of 
building. I am told a roof of this kind will last seven or eight years, 
and sheds rain perfectly. 

November 5. I feel better this morning, ... four small sardines and a 
few little oyster crackers with a cup of eoffee was my breakfast, with an 
orange as dessert. Yesterday a vessel came in with some oranges and 
the natives bought a few for me. They seem very sympathetic because 
I am under the weather, and would get me anything I ask for, if in their 
power. It is too hot to walk out, and indeed I do not feel equal to the 
exertion necessary, so I sit in the house and write. 

November 6 .... They charge on the vessel for two dozen and a half 
oranges, one dollar Chili money. It sounds large, but when we take into 
consideration that a Chilian dollar is only worth about 45 cents, or 
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strictly speaking 42lj2 cents of our money, it is not so extravagant after 
all. We are looking for a steamer to-day from Tahiti. 

Thursday, November 7. The steamer did not come yesterday and we 
hope it awaited the coming of the United States mail at Tahiti; if so, we 
may get news from home when it does come. I took a long walk last 
evening and 1am used up to-day. Was called upon to minister to a sick 
woman lad evening and was not in condition to do so, but went, with 
Brother Burton. Found her lying on the floor, head in lap of one woman, 
with three or four others around her, rubbing her. The poor woman 
looked up so pitifully, as much as to say with her eyes, "Oh, can't you 
help me?" . . . It is pitiful; they really do not know how to take care of 
themselves. I feel more like lying abed than sitting up. Several of 
the natives have asked for a blessing and I feel very much like making 
the mental effort. 

Friday, November 8. The steamer did not come yesterday. Am feeling 
wme tetter to-day. Expect to bless some of the natives to-day. Two 
sailtoats came in to-day, l::ringing about fifty to the conference. All the 
houses are full and permission was asked to let the visitors sleep in the 
tabernacle. Permission was granted. They came from Niau this morn
ing. Three or four days more and we sail for Tahiti. 

Saturday, November 9. It rained in the night and this morning, and 
is so dark now at 8 o'clock and 20 minutes that I can scarcely see to 
write. Y este.rday one of the natives in diving brought up a peari 
shell in which were two pearls; one worth $2,700, the other $200 Chili 
money. I blessed four of the natives yesterday, and one bl"ought me two 
pearl shells and one brought me a beautiful Tiger shell. ... I am feeling 
mu~h better this morning, but far from well. I have to be careful what 
I eat .... A glass of lime water and a few oysters, or a small bit of 
c::nned sausage or salmon, a few small cr,ackers, or a pie~e of hardtack 
is my dinner. The steamer, due November 6, is not in yet, and it is the 
ninth. I do hope when Ehe does come she will bring me some mail, news 
f:·om home. 

Well, the steamer did come this evening, and brought me letters from 
home. John W. Peterson and Lillie came to attend conference. It was 
dark when I got back from the boat landing, and of course we had to 
visit, and it was l::edtime ere I got time to read my letters. 

Sunday, November 10. Preaching ·at seven a.m. by Joseph F. Burton. 
Brother Burton interpreted my sermons delivered at ten a. m. and at 
three p. m. Brother John W. Peterson spoke at one o'clock p. m. 

Monday, November 11. Conference convened at seven o'clock a. m. I 
WJ.S chosen to preside, Joseph K Burton to assist, Brother Pohemiti 
secretary, Brother Leon Gould secretary for Saints' Herald. At four 
o'clock I blessed a number. Much good work was done for the mission. 

Tuesday, November 12. Was occupied by the natives in a Matutu, 
forenoon, afternoon, and night. Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday were feast 
days. Wednesday, November 13, was spent in receiving gifts of shells 
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and money from the different branches, and getting ready to sail for 
Papeete on Thursday at eight o'clock a. m. 

Thursday, November 14, nine o'clock a. m. We bade the Saints good
bye and sailed for Papeete. Thirteen on board, no pigs or dogs on 
board this time, but a chicken coop with some chickens. All day in the 
burning sun, and to make matters more pleasant by contrast, we had a 
squall of wind and rain and it rained hard. My umbrella kept me 
partially dry, but not altogether. We had nothing but the deck to sit on, 
and the water ran under me. About 11. 30 we lost sight of land. A 
good stiff breeze began to blow, and we tore along at a great rate. Some 
of them wanted to shorten sail, but Brother Burton took the helm 'and 
kept all sail on. The sea was rough, choppy and our boat bucked and 
reared and plunged like a wild broncho. All day long we made good 
time. At sunset we had singing and prayer and shortened sail by taking 
in a reef on the mainsail, and we made arrangement for the night. They 
wanted me to go below, in a little stuffy cabin, which smelled moldy, but 
I preferred to stay on deck. ... The wind was hard, and the waves would 
often break and send a deluge of water all over me. I was soon wet to 
the skin .... I must have been deluged eight or ten times during the 
night. \Ve were amused and took pleasure in a sight of many meteors. 
All night they fell or shot across the sky. I do not think I slept ten 
minutes during the whole night. I had no wmps and begun to get cold, 
so called for something. Lillie gave me a blanket and I was comfortable 
for a little while till blanket and all were soaking wet. I used the blanket 
to keep the water from running under me. John Vlf. Peterson was on the 
downhill side of Lillie. There was a large oar lashed along the edge of 
the deck to keep anyone from sliding off into the sea. Several times he 
slid heavily against this oar. I managed to keep my place on the deck 
all right, but it was dangerous. Just at dawn of light the Saints, native, 
had singing and prayer, after which we all remained lying down till after 
sunrise. Then we had something to eat, and next came a long, tiresome 
ride, trying to find some soft spot on deck where we could fit our hip
bones and dry up, but Brother Burton shook out the reef in the sail and 
sometimes our boat was on edge and sometimes just as I began to get 
dry. swash, and I was wet again. Of course some of the rest got wet, 
l:ut none so wet as I. 

Friday, November 15. About 11.30 a. m. we sighted the island of 
Tathiti, but did not get into the pass through the reef till four o'clock 
p. m. About 220 miles, in an open boat in thirty-six hours, an average 
of six miles an hour; an unusually quick trip, all the quicker because 
Brother Burton would insist in carrying all the sail. It was all right 
with Brother Burton at the helm, but the natives do not know so well how 
to ease up the helm when the wind is too strong and take all the ad
vantage of the swells, but our boat reared, rolled, and plunged, sending 
the spray aloft to come down on us and the deck. My pants were stiff 
with salt. When they got dry this was very uncomfortable for me. 

Saturday, November 16. I am feeling very well this morning, but oh, 
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so sunburned. My face, hands, and wrists are nearly blistered. I put 
in the day catching up in sleep, and resting after the heat and wet, and 
exposure, nursing my badly burned face and hands and wrists. 

Sunday, November 17. Preaching at eight o'clock a. m. by Brother 
Burton and at ten o'clock by the Patriarch, and at three o'clock p. m. by 
Brother Burton interpreting, and again at night by Brother John W. 
Peterson. I am feeling better to-day. 

November 18. This morning I feel quite well, but nervous, and a 
trifle homesick. We are having food well cooked, so I am doing better, 
but oh, you should have seen my face, hands, and wrists; they were a 
sight, and oh, so sore. Brother Burton's were worse than mine. To-mOl·
row we are going up in the mountains, on a picnic to see the waterfall. 
Well, we went on our picnic, and were caught in a rainstorm on the 
mount,ain and got nicely wet. I suffered next day, but am all right now. 

November 28. Conference is over; my work here is done. I have our 
tickets to Sydney. We expect the vessel in to-night, and she will likely 
sail day after to-morrow. Please keep this manuscript, it is all the diary 
I have kept and I will need it when I get home. Give my love to all. 

Of the trip mentioned herein, I am pleased to quote an ac
count from the interesting pen of Mrs. Emma Burton: 

Besides Metuaore and Pohemiti there were only the three who were 
in charge of the boat to 'accompany us to Papeete. This was fortunate, 
for the boat was small. We had not been out two hours when a squall 
of wind and rain made up. We three, Lillie and I and Lillie's young 
native woman attendant, hurried down below to g~t clear of the wetting, 
but two armed themselves with umbrellas and hurried back again. The 
sensation below was not agreeable. But having gone below, I stayed 
there till we neared P 1apeete. The rain was soon over, but the wind 
continued. For two days and one night I laid there on uneven boards 
and boat-ribs with only a piece of canvas spread over them without 
ever sitting up, most of the time too sick to move. The others stayed 
on deck all night, all except Joseph, with nothing but boards to lie on 
and very little to cover them, and no room to spare. And oh, such 
a night! The mainsail was reefed and one jib taken in, but the sea came 
over every little while, not only wetting those on deck, but it leaked 
through the seams do·wn on us as well. Joseph and I, Metuaore, Pohe
miti, and sometimes Petoa, put the night in below decks among trunks, 

- valises, and boxes that would not stay put. Oh, yes, and there were 
some pillows, too. When the boat would give an extra lurch to leeward, 
I would hear a sliding and scramble about on the house, ·and was afraid 
each time that some of them would go overboard. There was no railing. 
Their only protection was an oar Iashed against the rigging. Sister 
Peterson says she believes they would have slid over had it not been for 
Brother Alexander. He did not slide as easily ~as the rest, and they all 
clung to him. 
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The next day was bright and sunny, but very rough, and a strong 
wind. While crossing the bar outside of the Golden Gate I heard our 
brethren saying something about being sorry there was not more sea; 
they would like to have had an experience. Whether this ·was the kind 
of experience they were ambitious for I do not know, but it was an 
experience, at any rate; one that c1aused us all to be glad that we did 
not have to be out another night; and glad, too, that we got to land in 
time to get a good supper, for very little had been eaten while on the 
boat, so it was settled by unanimous voice that we should proceed at 
once to a square meal restaurant. Therefore, regardless of our seedy, 
salty appe,arance, and the glowing, blistered faces of those who had 
remained on deck, we six staggered, rather than walked, through the 
town of Papeete, feeling thankful that it was an hour when few persons 
were on the streets, just between the day and the evening. Brother Alex
ander's pants had become quite an outline map of the voyage. They 
showed forth in white, salty ridges, the high water mark of each sea 
that washed over them. 

I am not sure' that I would be using the proper term, were I to say 
that we did justice to the generous quantity of food that was set before 
us, for I 'am not sure that it is justice to devour everything and call for 
more. Towards the latter part of the meal the waiter did not cut the 
bread, but brought it on the table in loaves and laid a large knife down 
by it and went out with a tired, sorrowful look on his face. But justice 
or not, it will be long before I forget how good that big supper tasted. 
We had not had anything like it since we left Papeete, and after once 
getting a taste of the food that agreed with the taste and satisfied the 
hunger, or, as much so as could be without home bread and butter, it 
kept two women and two oil :otoves pretty busy cooking during the time 
our company were altogether, saying nothing of the self-roasting proc
ess. Joseph suggested the fear that we would break up the bishop. And 
had not Kaukura come nobly to the rescue by their Moha, and the 
Saints of this place contributed their portion daily, I think his fears 
would have been realized. 

But the missionaries did not get away from Papeete until 
December 2 and arrived at Auckland, New Zealand, the seven
teenth, too late to catch the steamer on which they had planned 
to make the trip to Sydney. This kept them in the city of 
Auckland until December 23. In his letter to the Saints' Her
ald, there is a flash that shows that the spirit of his calling 
was neither dead nor sleeping. 

It is too bad that this country has not been opened up for mission work. 
Here is one of the finest fields I know of for mission work. The people 
as a rule uninformed of the latter-day work. My landlord, where we 
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boarded, had heard of "Old Joe Smith," and polygamy, but had never 
heard that he was murdered, and knew nothing of the two bodies of 
Latter Day Saints, nor of the Josephites. He had heard of some Mor
mons preaching on the streets in this city, and of some among the 
natives, the Maoris, but nothing of the church or its principles. I think 
as soon as convenient missionaries ought to be sent here. It may be 
that I can open this field from Australia. If I were a young man I 
would want no better field. If the matter comes up at the next spring 
conference and it can be reached, I think a pair of good, enterprising 
:~oung men ought to l::e sent out here, or called from Australia. We are 
tooked for Sydney on the next steamer, which sails on Monday next. 
We are in good health, much better than when I left Papeete. I was in 
hard lines when at the latter place, but was administered to and have 
teen l::etter since. I always seem to get better when I get aboard and go 
out to sea. 

After his departure f11om Papeete there was some commo
tion among the enemies of the church regarding his work in 
that place. As appears in a letter from Elder Burton regard

ing it: 

The enemy of all righteousness has tried again by his slanderou~ 

methods to injure the work of God and cause trouble to the missionaries 
here, as is his wont. Some person reported to the governor-after 
Brother Alexander H. Smith had left for Australia-that while he was 
at the Tuamotus he advised the islanders to sign a petition and send 
to the American Government requesting .them to come and hoist the 
American Flag here. And that he had collected fifteen thousand francs, 
French money; that he charged the natives two dollars each for the 
privilege of kissing his hand; and that he had carried away several 
thousand dollars' wo,rth of precious pearls. The French governor noti
fed the American consul of the,se charges, and supposed it then quite 
true, and of course a serious matter. The consul, by request of the 
governor, visited him, and endeavored to show him the absurdity of the 
matter; and in reply to the governor's statement that his information 
was official, said: "While I do not believe those charges are true, yet, 
if true, the people of the Tuamotus being French citizens, had the right 
to give him of their money or pearls if they so desired, and he had the 
right to -:receive their offerings, and if the people wished to give him 
two dollars to kiss his hand, what then? This is a common statement 
concerning the Catholic priests, and no notice is taken of it. As far as the 
charge of inciting to rebellion is concerned, that is too absurd to be 
thought of; Mr. Smith is an officer high in authority in that church, 
and is himself amenable to its laws, which I know forbid such a thing." 

I visited the consul, and denied every single allegation, as I had acted 
a8 translator between him and the natives, and consequently knew of the 
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matter, and was a competent witness, and I asked for other testimony 
than rumor or the statement of that official, and gave them to understand 
that it was a serious matter to charge a man holding the position which 
President Smith does with such actions. Lately I have not heard any
thing of the matter, so I suppose, as Emma remarked, another woe is 
past. 

While visiting the governor, he requested a statement of our faith and 
the difference between us and the Protestants, Catholics, and the Utah 
church. This we did to the best of our ability, writing him a statement 
of the tenor of our work, and sending him an epitome of our faith, the 
Kirtland Temple Suit, and marked and noted pages in the Abstract of 
Evidence, in Temple Lot Suit, with Judge Philips' decision, and a few 
tracts. The books were returned yesterday, with the thanks of the 
governor. Thus does the God whom we serve cause the wrath of ·man 
to praise him. In this case, as in the trouble in getting the flag for the 
Evanelia, a door was opened to present our faith in a restored gospel in 
its fullness to the highest authorities of the land. I have since heard 
that the statement of our faith and church polity sent to the governor 
here in February, 1895, was forwarded to France. The officials there 
referred the matter to a leading ecclesiastical official, who in returning 
the document said: "You can not disturb those people, for they are in 
harmony with the Bible.' " 

(To be continued.) 

Oh! I st<md in the Great Forever, 
All things to me are divine; 

I eat of the heavenly manna, 
I drink of the heavenlv wine. 

In the gleam of the shining rainl:ow 
The Fathei·'s love I l::ehold, 

As I gaze on its radiant tlending 
Of crimson ana blue and gold. 

In all the bright birds that are singing 
In all the fair flowers that bloom, 

'Whose welcome aromas are bringing 
Their blessings of sweet perfume; 

In the glorious tint of the morning, 
In the gorgeous sheen of the night, 

Oh! my soul is lost in rapture, 
My senses are lost in sight. 

-Ralph Waldo Trine. 
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(Continued from page 145.) 
Father had expected to remain in the islands until the 

going of the first boat in 1902, to Auckland, but the food and 
water affected him so seriously that he determined to hasten 
his departure, hence his leave-taking immediately after the 
conferences. He complained of his rebellious American 
stomach, which by the way behaved admirably once he was 
well out to sea. He was deeply affected by the solicitude of 
the native Saints, and their strong faith in the efficacy of 
prayer was like a spiritual tonic to him. He said, "they 
remind me of Book of Mormon times, and are, evidently, 
Lamanites." Of his vision concerning Metuaore, a distin
guished and noble character, he wrote: 

Now, Brother Joseph, I was in >doubt as to ordaining that colored 
brother to the office of high priest. You remember I asked you· if it 
was understood that a bishop was to be ordained in the island mission. 
Your answer was: "Yes, I so understood it." I was in doubt because 
of what I supposed was Metua:ore's mixture of African blood. I was 
troubled in :mind over it, until on my way out here on board the steamer, 
I beheld in .dream a native. Understand, I never ha;d seen one in native 
dress. Well, I saw a native with a clean white shirt, with parue or hip 
cloth on, bare feet and legs, and bare head. I was so wrought upon 
I awoke and the vision remained with me. I asked what it meant and 
was told the natives were of Israel, and were entitled· to and worthy of 
the Melchisedec priesthood, and that Metuaore had been ordained an 
elder, and was worthy. My scruples vanished, and when this conference 
also indorsed him, I did ordain him a high priest, also to the offioe of 
bishop. 

He listened with surprise to one island woman, as she re-
peated from memory, eleven chapters of Saint Matthew's 
gospel and heard with astonished interest a brother quote 
thirty-two pages of Church History. He always took the 
keenest pleasure in their interests and loved them with great 
sincerity. 

On Christmas day of 1901 father wrote the following letter: 
STEAMSHIP Elingamite, December 25, 1901. 

Sailed fl'om Auckland, New Zealand on the evening of the twenty-third. 
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Weather fair, and everything seemed promising for a good voyage. 
Tuesday, the twenty-fourth, was fine, the sea smooth, weather cool, and 
pleasant. At night the sea was a trifle rougher than in the morning. 
The sun, however, showed a stormy face ere he sank in the waves of 
the western waters. I said to Brother Leon, it looked like there was 
wind in the clouds for us. We turned in early, Leon going to bed at 
twenty minutes after eight, I at nine o'clock or a trifle later. 

Christmas morning, gray, cold, and cheerless, and raining. I got up 
and washed and dressed and went on deck at half past five a. m., but the 
sailors were washing down the decks and it was so cold I was glad to 
go back into the cabin. I found a comfortable corner and sat reading 
till one of the cabin boys said we were going to have a blow. It suddenly 
got so dark I could scarce see to read but did not notice that the wind had 
changed from the northwest to the southwest and it ·was raining hard, 
till I went o~ deck again. Then the wind was blowing a gale, picking 
up the water from the crest of the waves and sending it in spray, flying 
in the air, and our good ship was rearing and plunging like a wild bron
cho. Few of the passengers were able to come to the table to breakfast 
and it is now fifteen minutes after twelve p. m., and the wind still blows 
a gale, and the ship rolls so fearjully I can scarce write and my head 
still aches. 

Oh, how the winds blow, the waves roll •almost mountains high. Of 
course my writing will seem crazy, and it is a wonder that I can write 
at all, but I must do something. I was on deck a few minutes ago and 
found Leon sitting on the middle hatch amidships trying to keep from 
being seasick. The wind blows harder than ever. They are setting the 
tables for dinner. Nearly all the merry crowd who were on the prom
enade deck are seasick. 

Friday. The storm is over, all is fair and bright to-day. Three hun
dred and thirty-four miles from Sydney and there is small hope of getting 
there before Sunday forenoon. We have had two days and nights of 
storm; the wind blew till the air was filled with mist, or what is called 
"dust of the sea"; that is, the wind lifted the water from the crest of 
the waves and sent its spray :aver the vessel. The old ship rolled and 
pitched and groaned but kept right side up. Nearly all the passengers 
were seasick. 

We met a steamer coming from Sydney to-day. One of the officers 
said •at lunch he thought there was hope of getting to Sydney before 
dinner. Dinner is at six o'clock p. m. I have had all the storm at sea 
I want for a while. One wave broke over the ship, clear over the saloon, 
over the ·dining room and sent the water through the skylight into the 
cabin, broke three port hole windows, and flooded everything. What with 
the rain and sp11ay, our decks were not dry for two days. I am in good 
health. I shall never forget this Christmas. While the storm was howl
ing, I sat in the dining cabin and read, and thought, What are they 
doing at home? Of course I could think of a good many things you 
might be doing, but ·one thing I knew you were not doing, is holding on 
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to something with both hands to keep from being thrown down and 
rolled round, under the tables or sent <against the railing hard enough 
to break an arm or leg. Even while si:tting in the c•abin in an arm chair 
fastened to the ftoor, one had to hold on to keep from being thrown out, 
but oh, what a change to-day! T;he sea is smooth, the sun shines, and 
all are happy and gay. Now I am going on deck a while and will :finish 
this o:g. our arrival ·at Sydney. Of course the ship rolls some now, when 
she gets into the troug1h, but one can walk without danger. 

Two-thirty-five p. m., twenty-eighth, Satuvday. It is conceded that we 
will land this evening; had sixty-four miles to run at one o'clock p. m. 
We are all ready to disembark. 

We had quite a concert last night. There are on board some athletes 
who have been over· to Auckland to attend the athletic championship 
games held the week he£ore Christmas, and they are a jolly set, genteel 
and well behaved, and musical withal. We had some fine recitations and 
songs, <and music on piano. A collection was taken up, result two pounds 
nine pence, or a little over ten dollars, to be used for shipwrecked sailors, 
sailors' widows and the deserving poor. I like the New Zealanders and 
Australians so far as I've seen them: 

We had a very nice boarding place in Auckland. They keep the Sab
bath here, no work is allowed to be done; they won't allow ships at the 
wharf to open their hatches on Sunday. It is governed by law. Em
ployers and manufactories must give their men one half holiday every 
week; and no work on Sunday; eight hours a day. That is in New 
Zealand. I am in hopes some one will meet me at the boat, if not, I will 
have to go to hotel for the night, and I don't like that. 

The north wind is blowing warm and pleas·ant. The north wind is the 
warm wind here, as it blows from the equator. All are well on ship
board. I am confident however we will not get in till late, notwithstand
ing all preparations are being made to land. We will see. Arrived safe 
at five p. m. 

I shall go to Newcastle this morning, Sunday the twenty-ninth. It's 
go·ing to be some delay getting to Ina's. 

On January 1, 1902 his mind wandered to the home scenes 
where holidays were not forgotten, his own ringing voice 
being first always to waken the household with "Happy New 
Year," and every new year that shall ever come will echo that 
v·oice to the children. 

WALLSEND, AUSTRALIA, NEW SOUTH WALES, January 1, 1902. 
Happy New Year to all. I wrote you while on the vessel and mailed 

it on reaching 8Y'dney safely. 
I went to a hotel, secured a room, then we went out in-search of Brother 

Ellis's having very little or no trouble finding him. He told me the con
ference was then in convention at Wallsend. I was too late to be at the 
opening sessions but if I took the boat at eleven o'clock that night I 
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could reach the Sunday morning meeting. We left Brother Ellis with 
the intention to come on the boat, but at the hotel I backed out, the 
room was so pleasant and the bed looked so restful after the narrow, 
trough-like berths on the steamship. I could scarcely deny myself a 
good night's rest. 

I learned there was a train to Newcastle at nine-fifteen a. m., Sunday 
morning and a tram from there to this place, so I went to bed, and oh, 
it did feel nice to get into a nice, white, clean bed to sleep. 

On Sunday morning I hustled round, got my breakfast, and hurried 
off to the train. Leaving Leon to take care of our baggage, for we had 
only one pound, :or five dollars in the English coin, scarce enough to 
take us both and pay for our baggage. They charge extra for baggage 
in this country, allowing only thirty pounds for each ticket, while in 
America they allow one hundred and fifty. I came on, I didn't know 
what part of w allsend to come to, and not a name of a single person 
here, but trusted in my usual good fortune and in asking questions. I 
was not ten minutes in finding our churcr, yet this is quite a large place. 

The Saints were in sacrament meeting when I reached the place of 
worship. I tried to slip in and take a back seat without attracting at
tention and being recognized, but the house was full, and some little 
bustle was created to find room for me and my satchel, so Brother John 
Kaler saw me and thought he knew me, and whispered to B1cother Wells, 
"There is Brother Alexander," and got up and came and heM out his 
hand. 

I remarked, "Do you know me?" 
"I think I do; you are Brother Alexander Smith are you no,t?" 
Quite a ripple of excitement and curiosity swept over the congregation 

when Brother Alexander H. Smith, president and patriarch was requested 
to come forward and ordain Brother J. Walter Haworth one of the sev
enty. As that was one of the principal objects of my coming to Aus
tralia, I arose and moved forward. 

Well, we had a royal meeting, and have had good meetings since, I 
doing the preaching every night. 

Last night, went to bed tired, with an inclination towards headache. 
At about half past eleven I was sound asleep, when my dreams were 
interrupted by a blare of brass horns and the tum, tum, tum, of the bass 
drum, a brass band was serenading us just outside on the corner. 

"Well, New Year's was ushered in with music and the ringing of 
the fire al<arms, and firing of guns, all so like what we used to usher in 
the new year, that I could sc,arce believe I was at the other end of the 
world, in a foreign land. The day was spent in visiting, reading and 
writing, and blessing two brethren, and at night ordaining a bishop and 
his counselor: Brother George Lewis, a bishop, Gomer Wells, counselor, 
and closed the day's work by preaching a rousing sermon. I met Sid's 
brother Claude, and he said he would wire to Sid that I was here. Brother 
Wells also said he would write and urge Sid to come over next week and 
get me. It is about one hundred and twenty miles. If he does not come 

237 www.LatterDayTruth.org



BIOGRAPHY OF A. H. SMITH 300 

for me, I will have to go over on the stage. A day and night ride. 
January 2. Brother Lewis informed me that his neighbor, a Mr. 

Stewart, desired me to baptize him, so you see I may tl'ouble the water2 
soon. I have done about all I was sent here to do already, and now my 
patriarchal work and my visit to Ina is about all I have to keep me in 
Australia. I have nnt consulted with the brethren as to the best route 
home, yet, and in fact I have only been here long enough to really feel 
that I am here in Australia, so I think too soon to think of returning, 
yet the conference here ma,de me their deleg;ate to the General Confer
ence, and it looks like I might possibly be there next spring after all. 

If anything is sacrifice, unalloyed and without question, it 
is the service of our men of advanced years. Service that must 
be done away from the rest place~home, and separation from 
those who know their every whim and liking and deligbt to 
humor them. When young men sacrifice home and kindred 1and 
rest and comfort we do not wonder, although we praise, for 
youth means fire and vigor and hope and endeavor. Doing is 
an essential to development, but years bring the calm the se
renity and peace of quiet thought and gentle meditation. So 
father longed for the big, cool house in Lamoni. His next let
ter was written from Sister Ina's home. 

SILVER FERN, FAIRVIEW, KRAMBACH, NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA. 

Dearest Lizzie: It has been a long time since I heard from home save 
'by Herald or Ensign. Three months now, and a weary, long time it has 
been. I sometimes wonder if it has been because of any failure on my 
part to give my a-ddress, but then I fully expected when I reached Ina's 
I would get news, as of course you or V~da would write to Ina of my 
coming and to me, knowing I would come here, but it seems I have mis
calculated on mail facilities. Leon is no better off than I. He learned 
of his brother's death through the Ensign. The anxiety is trying on 
one's nerves. You see I have headed this letter Silver Fern. That is 
the name of Sid's farm, Ina's home. Fairview is the name of the mills 
village. There is a post office at Fairview, but Krambach is the regular 
office. Ina's home is in the forest some two and one half miles from 
the mills village. Sid and his father and two brotheTs own about four 
thousand acres of timber 1and. Sid's Father is building a steamship to 
carry his lumber to Sydney. The bar at the mouth of the river prevents 
ships of heavy draft from coming up to Tuncurry, and he can not get his 
timber to market when he could realize upon it to advantage. They own 
three or four hundred bullocks (oxen) which they use in hauling logs 
from the bush to the mills, and timber (lumber) to the coast some twenty 
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miies from Fairview. They own a store ,at Fairview and one at 
Tun curry. 

I look for mail to~day. We got the Autumn Leaves yesterday, and the 
Herald ought to come in same mail. I've been hel'e at Ina's nearly two 
weeks and am getting uneasy to be on the move again in OI'der to get 
round and on my way home. 

Tell the boys I have been out hunting nearly every day since I came, 
trjing to kill a wallaby, a sort of a kangamo. Have seen several but 
could get no shot at them. They are as wild as 'deer, and about as hard 
to find, and run about as :Dast. They run on two legs, jumping along as 
easily and as rapidly as deer. They are not as large as kangaroo proper, 
but are really kangaroos in shape and build. 

I went out and shot a parrot off the peach tl'ee yester,day, and could 
have shot its mate but was such a pretty thing, my heart went soft and 
I would not kill it. They take the peach crop if the trees are not quite 
close up to the house. The one I killed was red and green, a beauty. 

The baby lies in his cradle, looking at me, has been asleep. He is 
cutting teeth and is quite cross with it. We have made one trip to the 
mills since I've been here. We are going to Tuncurry this week, to at
tend the regatta. Well, it is now the twenty-third and I have waited in 
vain for a letter, and none has come. Leon received two, but none 
for me. He is made happy by the news that Alice has a nice little girl 
baby some two months old, with brown hair and blue eyes. And he feels 
fine over it. Leon is going to post a letter to-day, so I will finish this 
and send it off, tha't you may hear from me if I do fail to hear from 
you. The drought still holds, and yesterday was a record breaker for 
heat. The very iron bedsteads were hot to the touch. A sperm candle 
which set upon our dresser wilted and lopped over, and almost melted 
outright. The wind was from the west, the air was or appeared to be 
filled with a fine, gmy dust, so thick it looked like smoke. There was 
no place and nothing cool about the premises. The water in the tanks 
was warm and fiat to the taste. Sid has four large tanks, two very 
large ones, all nearly full of water so there is plenty of water for the 
house use. The country is a timber country, thick forests cover the hills 
and valleys; they are killing off the timber by girdling. Thousands upon 
thousands of acres are being killed or girdled and I seem to see as a 
result of the wholesale slaughter of the timber, a cutting off of the rain
fall or moisture a consequent burning of vegetation. I called Sid's atten
tion to the experience of America in this line. Australia has no backbone 
in the shape of mountain ranges in the interior to condense the moisture 
in the clouds, nor gather the snows of winter, and form a water shed to 
supply the coast countries. The interior is like a saucer, the hills are 
next the coast 1and form the rim of the dish, while the low, level plains 
and desert gather the heat and drought and every wind from the interior 
brings death to vegetation and it must necessarily continue to be so, and 
more so if the hills become denlllded of their cloud-g,athering trees. There 
is no chance for irrigation as there are no large fresh water rivers flow-
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ing from the interior to the coast.' The coast range of hills are the 
highest. Altogether, I like America better since I've seen other lands. 
It is conceded that America is a great land and Americans are a great 
people, but the principle of loyalty to home and country holds many still 
to other lands. With seasonable rains this country could be made a 
paradise to live in, provided one had a good start to begin with. 

I do not know what to say about sending my mail, for I can not tell 
where I will be in three months from now. lVly experience in the past 
makes me skeptioal in receiving letters from home. But I can liave my 
mail forwarded, so direct as before. Give my love to all. Oh, how I 
long to see you once again. I am so tired of wandering, wandering. Kiss 
the children for me. I suppose Joe is married ere this. Goral and Lou, 
I suppose are still swinging on the gate. It seems so long since I was 
at home. I begin to recognize that I am an old man and still I can en
dure and bear up under hardships which apparently wear out younger 
men. Only three or four days ago, Leon and I were in the bush on the 
hills. The heat and walk were too much for him, while I s'tood it first 
rate. When we got to the house he was nearly exhausted. Still I know 
I begin to fail, and it is getting time I began to abide at home. Good
bye for the present. 

TUNCURRY, NEW SOUTH WALES, February 1, 1901. . 
Dearest Lizzie: Your letter of November 11, came to me last night, 

finding me well, and oh, so glad to hear from home, if the news is 
nearly three months old! Last Tuesday we left Ina's and came down 
to Brother John ·wright's, Sid's father's place. Sid brought us down 
on his buckboard. He stayed and went fishing with us, or rather took 
us and we caught eighty-four fish I believe, either eighty-two or eighty
four, a fine lot, but I got nicely sunburned; not tanned but sunburned. 

This place is a small village on the seacoast, at the mouth of a rive.r. 
I haven't learned the name of the river yet. Across the river is another 
river town, called Foster. 

Brother Wright's mill, store, and shiPJ"ard is about all the business 
of the place, the surroundings are rather pretty, so far as I have seen. 
Grandma Wright is a fine, motherly old soul and watches the children 
pretty closely. Vi,da and ClaU!de are staying here and going to school. 
Ina and Sid will be here to-night or on the morrow. 

Well, Lizzie, here it is the fourth of February· and this letter not 
finished, I began it on Saturday and this is Tuesday evening. I only 
got in from fishing. Been out since ten o'clock a. m., caught a sackful 
of fish. Gave some to the brother I borrowed the boat of and brought 
home a fine lot. Sunday Sid brought Ina and children down to meeting 
but did not stay to night meeting. 

There are several vessels in from Sydney loa;ding with lumber and 
it makes the little place look like business. I have made up my mind 
to stay here until next week and then go to Sydney. I am quite well 

1Australia now has many artesian weils, and thus they are relieved of 
this threatened terror. 
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but have lost nine pounds of flesh since I came to Australia. I could do 
with the loss of twenty-five more very readily. The weather has been 
threatening rain all day; did sprinkle a little. I have had several 
confabs with Sid and his father about this country. The policy in this 
country is to kill out the timber wholesale. I tell them if they kill off 
the timber on the coast, the drought will be perpetual, arguing the experi
ence of North America, but they don't believe the theory. Our confabs 
are all good na·tured, but I am afra1d this country is a failure as a 
farming country, at least all parts I have seen, but that seems to matter 
little with Brother Wright's and Sid's business, the pro•duction <of 
lumber. They have a good business, with over four thousand acres of 
forest to be culled for sawing. I am told they clear nine dollars a 
thousand feet on every thousand delivered at Sydney, 1and this mill at 
Tuncurry turns out seven thousand a day. I do not know what the 
mill at Fairview turns out but I think S]d said they sawed about five 
thousand a day when they ran a full crew. Sid runs the latter mill. 
He said they had built up 1a good business notwithstanding the hard 
times and the drought, a paying business all the time. 

When they get their steamboat done and running they will save the 
cost of carriage to Sydney which is a big item. Brother Wright lives 
in a large, old-fashioned house, the front yard is mostly covered with 
flooring as the house is built on the sand. There is no soil. Sid lives 
twenty miles up in the hills. There are two vil1ages, a store in each, 
all owned by the Wrights and McLa,ren. There are two ways of occu
pying land here, one is to lease it from the Government, one to buy it 
outright; one is leasehoid the other is freehold. In buying a farm or 
a house and lot, one has to be careful to learn if it's a freehold or 
leasehold; if the latter you would have to pay the Government certain 
payments and interest on original purchase money .... 

Love to all. I am homesick to-day. May God bless you and our 
children. Your letter of Christmas time received last night, February 4. 

SYDNEY, NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA, February 13, 1902. 
Dear Lizzie: I left Tuncurry day before yesterday at ten 1a. m. on 

a steam scow, or fiat-bottom steamer, loaded with lumber and long logs 
for piles. We had a good ~day,' fair wind, made a good run, and arrived 
here in Sydney yesterday, early in the morning. Found brother John 
Kaler on the wharf to meet us, and came with him to his home. We are 
now enjoying the hospitality of the Sydney Saints at Brother Kaler's. 

It was quite warm when we came yesterday, but last night while we 
were at prayer meeting the wind changed from the northeast to the 
south and blew the dust in clouds, and turned cold. This morning it's 
quite cool. Leon is half frozen, he makes more fuss over the chilly 
cold of this climate where it never freezes hard than he does there in 
the coldest weather. One reason for this is the people often have no 
fire to warm their houses, but grin and bear it, knowing it will soon 
be warm again when the wind changes. 

Do you remember some three or four years ago we read such awful 
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reports from Australia, about the suffering of the people because of 
the drought, and bush fires? Well, the same awful ·experiences are again 
reported of the interior, but the coast range of hills do no•t suffer .so 
terribly, and the fires can not approach Ina's home to do them harm, 
except to injure the feed for Sid's cattle and this it has already done 
to a certain extent. Sid says in his last letter that if the drought 
continues much longer everything _will be as "poor as devils," meaning 
his cattle of course. The drought does not .injure the lumber business 
very seriously, except that there is no feed for the bullocks (oxen) 
and Sid and his father having three or four hundred in the "bush" to 
haul logs to mill, it naturally "humbugs" the business as Sid says. 

The rivers in this country are mostly "tide water" rivers, salt water 
inlets and bayous caused by the rise and fall of the ocean tides. There 
are very few fresh water streams, and many of those dry up in the dry 
season, while some of them are roaring torrents in the wet or flood 
seasons. I like the people and fancy the early settlers of our eastern 
seaboard had much the same struggle to win a livelihood as these 
colonists. They stick to their king, and royal family, notwithstanding 
it is a commonwealth. 

The king has v;ery little power afte·r all. Our President of the United 
States has far more real power than the king. The governor of this 
commonwealth, appointed by the Government of Great Britain or the 
"Crown" as they tell us here, has very little to do. He signs all public 
papers, ere they are r~cognized >as law, but he has no power to veto or 
hinder the passage of any bill passed by the House of Congress or 
Parliament,-hut it's a good office. Twenty-five thousand dollars a year 
to be feasted and petted and tmvel around and have a good time 
generally and live in a castle more elaborate than the White House. 
The people will awake to the folly of supporting the royal family with 
so immense an outlay of me•ans for nothing, and then another step 
toward freedom and the establishing of a government of the people, for 
the people, by the people. 

There is no lime in the water here, to make teeth, or furnish the 
material. Weak eyes and bad teeth are the rule. Well, Lizzie, I am just 
jotting down some of the disagreeable things I hear and see, but there 
are many good points with some of the evils, but I am here in a bad time, 
I am told. Well, perhaps I am, but give me America, and the Mississippi 
and Missouri valleys; as an all-around country, there is nothing equal to 
it in all the world, so far as I have seen or read of. The w.ide, rich 
prairies, and the fields, of the woods of dear old Missouri and Iowa. 

The mail steamer sails on Tuesday next. Leon received two letters 
this morning. Some one sent him a Christmas gift, a one-dollar green
back. A curiosity here. United States money is a curiosity here. 
Hundreds of folks in business have never seen a twenty dollar gold piece. 
As bad as many of our folks there, who never saw any Australian 
money, a guinea or a crown, or a pound gold piece, a "thrippence." I 
never saw many of the coins in use here ere I came here, and it's hard 
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for me yet to tell the value of many of them. I have to stop and reduce 
it all to cents ere I can tell its value. 

It is co1d for this climate to-day. l\(Iy rheumatism asserts itself and I 
know the cold south wind is blowing. The drought has seriously affected 
the fruit and vegetables, so everything is high. Potatoes about a dollar 
a bushel, butter twenty-six cents, onions two cents a pound, beans five 
cents a pound. Beans are called "harricots." Grapes are four pence 
a pound, tbl!t is eight cents. Flour is •about two dollars a hundred. 
You see the market is much the same as at home. 

Folks do not bake bread here; the bakers have a monopoly. They 
deliver bread every day. It is thought to be cheaper to buy bread than 
to bake it, cost of fuel and trouble considered. I :don't believe I have 
had a good apple since I came to Australia, nor a good orange for 
that matter. 

We are discussing the going home by London, and New York, cheaper 
than to San Francisco, but the. time will be so long that way, eight 
weeks on the sea, but we can visit the Saints in the Old Country, and 
thus save an extra trip you know, for I fear I will have to go there 
ere I entirely give up my wanderings. 

Give my love to all. Write often. I received the letter written 
Christmas time. Oh, I would love to be at home and see you all. I 
dreamed of you last night. I dreamed we lived in Nauvoo again. 
Good-bye. 

SYDNEY, NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA, March 1, 1902. 
I feel that I ought to write you and get my letter ready for the out

going mail, as I will not have time to write ere the boat starts on its 
return trip, if I wait to see if I get •any mail. The mail ought to arrive 
to-day, but if it does, any mail for me would go to Krambach and 
return to Sydney ere I could get it. Have not been feeling so well of 
late, but nothing of a ser~ous nature. Leon also has not been feeling 
first-class. The drought still continues. Fearful reports are coming from 
the interior. 

It will no doubt interest you to know we are planning towards com
ing home in July, if not earlier. My appointments are as follows: 
ne:x;t week (Tuesday) we go to Brisbane, Queensland. Will be up there 
a week or ten days, over two Sundays, then we return here and go to 
W allsend or Hamilton for reunion on Easter Sunday, .then we will go to 
Victori•a, Melbourne, and stop there two or three weeks. Then return here, 
and I think I will run up and see Ina and Sid again, and then we will 
turn our faces homeward. 

I have been constantly thinking of you and home of Iate, night or 
day, asleep or awake, it is all the same. I am thinking of you more than 
usual. I see by the papers to-day our mail steamship has arrived at 
Auckland, New Zealand, yesterday, after a five-day storm, the steamer 
running only at half .speed, the waves washing over her and sending 
much water down main hatch into the hull. The mail will not get 
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here till next Monday or Tuesday, and we will not get it till the latter 
part of the week. 

I hope the stormy season will be over before I get re,ady to come 
over the great waters. I shail be glad to be in dear old America again. 
If any one wishes to appreciate America and American institutions, let 
him travel abroad, especially in new country like Australia, in time of 
drought. 

Some of our folks took me to see the botanical gardens. The grass 
was dry and brown, and one could not get so much as a drink of water. 
They were much like some of our parks in America, except a greater 
variety of tropical tree.s and plants. Every tree and plant had its Latin 
or botanical name at or near its roots. It would have been more 
wonderful if I had not seen Roger Williams Park, Providence, Rhode 
Island or Central Park, New York or Franklin P:ark, Boston, or the 
Saint Louis Park. I went to their art gallery. I saw some wonderfully 
fine pictures ther:e. It will compare more favorably with ·our American 
galleries. It is quite extensive and contains some valuable paintings. 
I also went to the museum and saw some wonderful specimens of gold 
nuggets, of the facsimile of them,-the gold was too valuable to be on 
exhibition. One specimen was valued at something over two hundred 
thousand dollars and looked massive; others were not quite so large, 
but immense. All were found in Australia. One was about the size 
of my head; I thought it would have made a fine watch charm or 
stick pin. Much of the museum was fine; I never saw it equaled, even 
in America, not even at the World's Fair. In all my stay here I have 
only taken one day out to see the city, have been busy. Gave thirty
five blessings the first week and thirty-one the second. Am about run 
down again with that horrid pain at the base of my brain, and back of 
my neck. Otherwise I am well enough. I am stopping at Brother John 
Kaler's, one of our missionaries, .who with true hospitality, put himself 
out and arranged to keep us while we stay here. He went to work and 
made room by fixing up the attic as a bedroom, and himself and wife 
sleeping there and giving us their bedroom, and we are getting on 
nicely. Breakfast is ready so I will stop a little. 

March 3. Brother Kaler is now talking of coming home with me, if 
he does, it will not be so lonely. Himself, wife and two children, Leon 
and I will make quite a little party to entertain one another and shorten 
the time on shipboard. 

Sydney is threatened with the plague. There are already many cases; 
three more reported in this morning's paper. While it is horrible for a 
city to be attacked by the bubonic plague, it is not so terrible as some 
of the visitations of yellow fever or cholera in some of our southern 
cities. It is claimed that the plague is the result of filthiness and that 
rats spread it, so the Government is taking heroic measures to cleanse 
the ~ity and kill the Iiats. Wednesday of this week is to be a day 
for a general round up of rats; every body is expected to assis't in killing 
them. The whole police force and everybody else is ordered by the city 
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council to turn out au,d poison or otherwise kill the rat. I inquired how 
the rat could spread the disease, and was told they die of it, and 
fleas, flies, and other vermin feed on the rats and the germs of the 
disease is thus spread broadcast. The rat carries it everywhere. I saw 
tin shields fitted on the cables of ships lying at the wharves, to keep the 
rats fr·om going on board, on the cables. There is not much excitement 
yet, as there has been less than a hundred cases, but it may grow to 
immense propo~tions if the plague is ·not stamped out. There are cases 
in Melbourne and also in Brisbane, so there is no quarantine of either 
place yet. You need not be uneasy on my account for I will try and 
a¥oid :t1ats and fleas and keep clean and thus escape. The water affects 
me, and I believe it is what troubles Leon also. Now the drought is so 
bad of course the water is worse, and scarce. There is reported only 
two month's supply in the reservoirs for the city. At many places in 
the interior they are selling water at so much a gallon, 1and laundry 
Wlork is way up in price. Brother Kaler has been here eight years and 
seven years of the eight have been drought stricken. Sister Kaler is 
almost an inv•alid with rheumatism and is anxious to get back home to 
America ere she becomes permanently invalided. 

Give my love to all. May God bless all my loved ones at home. I am 
now looking forward to my home coming with anxiety and anticipation 
of meeting you all in health again. · 

BRISBANE, QUEENSLAND, AUSTRALIA, March 7, 1902. 
Dearest Lizzie: When I wrote last I was on the eve, so to speak, of 

sailing for this place. Well, on Tuesday night, at about nine-thirty p. m. 
our vessel sailed out past the Heads 'and turned north in the open sea. 
The wind was fresh and the sea heaving with a long swell, gave the 
vessel not an unpleasant motion, but as the wind was from the south, 
and we were running to the north, we were running across the waves 
and so our ship did not roll much. I stayed on deck until we were well 
out to sea, watching the lights of the city and suburbs and the shipping. 
There were two other stE!amers leaving port a little in the lead of 
ours, and we passed one after we left the harbor, evidently going into 
port. Leon had gone to bed, so I soon turned in. My berth was narrow 
and close, and I was tired. I had my doubts about a g~ood nights sleep, 
hut I soon went to sleep. How long I slept I do not know, but judge it 
W•as near midnight when I awoke with the feeling that I was in a box 
and smothering for air. I threw up my arm and it came in contact 
with the bottom of the berth above me, in which Leon was sleeping 
and the feeling of closeness increased, so I got up. 

There were four berths in the stateroom, and only three of ·them 
occupied and the unoccupied one was more roomy and altogether a better 
berth than the one my ticket called for, but I didn't care for the number 
on my ticket. I climbed into the better bunk and rested fairly well 
the rest of the night, I was up early and out on deck to get some fresh 
air, for they close the windows early while washing down decks, and 
the air sometimes becomes :f1oul below decks. However, the Aramac, the 
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one we came up on, is a good, nice boat, a very large one, but she was 
loaded to the hatches, and had quiJte a lot of sheep 10n the upper deck, rams 
being shipped north into Queensland. The smell on promenade deck 
was not as sweet as a rose, still the sheep were very quiet, passengers 
made no noise and kept in their places all right. There were quite a lot 
of passengers; more in the steerage or second dass than in the first 
cabin. 

We hrud a very nice journey, and as the vessel pulled up to the pier 
or dock, a large crowd had gathered to meet friends on board, of course 
we being strangers in 'a strange land did not expect to meet any friends, 
but as we stood watching the scene, I noticed three men and a lady 
who seemed to be watching me from the dock. I was impressed they 
were Latter Day Saints, and looking for me, so I took off my hat that 
possibly they might recognize me from any photo they might have, and 
I saw a smile pass over their f,aces at once, and they spoke to each 
other as if to say '"that's him," and I was sure some one was there 
to meet us. And so it proved. Three brethren and a sister were there 
to meet us and all was well, and the dreaded job of hunting some one 
in a large and strange city was obviated. Oh, my, but it is hot and the 
mosquitoes are thick, and they are not .like the American although they 
bite just as hard. People don't have screens to windows and doors 
but they have bars over their beds. So once more we have been on the 
great waters, and landed s1afely. We are now in a semitropical climate 
and pineapples and bananas plentiful but the bananas are not so good 
as they were at Papeete. 

At Brisbane he blessed nearly the entire branch. It was at 
this place that he had a dream that he always associated with 
his memory of the place. While in that land he was constantly 
thirsty for a drink of good water and in his dream he reached 
home and immediately started to get a drink from the well, 
but wakened before he got the drink. He used to tell with a 
laugh how he could never forget his disappointment when he 
awakened without the drink. On March 17 he wrote: 

It is Monday morning, March 17, our Emma's birthday and my mind 
has been carried back to the little cottage home in Plano, and memory 
has been alive over the events of the past, and I have lived over in 
thought, many of the happy hours we have lived together and it has 
made me very thoughtful and not a little homesick. 

Sailing from Brisbane, Queensland, to Hamilton, New South 
Wales, Australia, father waSi again taken very ill and suffered 
great agony. These violent and unusually weakening attacks 
were but loud warnings of the physical weakness or disorder 
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that worked his death a few years later. On his trip from 
Brisbane he says he prayed to be seasick. Upon reaching shore 
he received relief by administration. His illness broke up his 
program and made him more than ever homesick. He wrote : 

Ah, well, my dear, we are getting old, "ye know" and we will soon 
be back numbers. Things and people are different from what they 
were when we were young. If we expect to keep pace with the world 
we will have to be in the swim, and float with the tide. If we withdraw 
into an eddy of our own, we must expect to see the rest float on past 
us and leave us behind. I don't expect to keep up in some things, but 
in others I do. I expect to keep in the love and affection of my own 
kindred at least. 

MELBOURNE, VICTORIA, AUSTRALIA, April 22, 1902. 
I fully expected to have received a letter to-day on my arrival here 

from Hastings, where we have been the past two weeks, or rather at 
Hastings and Queens FNry, for we were at the latter place over last 
Sunday and came from there to Hastings yesterday and from there 
here to-day. On my arrival I found a telegram, a copy of a cablegram 
from Joseph, authorizing me to ordain Brother Cornelius A. Butterworth 
to the office of apostle. This will necessitate a return as far as Summer
ville where Brother Butterworth lives. I was just congratulating myself 
on my start towards home and this telegram sends me back two days, and 
spoils my visiting Ina again. I don't like it but can't help it. 

I wrote you last at Sydney, I believe, soon after my return from New
castle, or Hamilton. I had been ill and as they say here in Australia, 
"I was none ~oo well now." I manage to keep up but it's a dead drag. 
I am writing with the expectation of this letter going on the same ship 
with me as far 'as Honolulu, so there will likely be several dates to 
this epistle. 

The cable ordering the ordination of Brother Butterworth sets me 
surmising, for ordinations to the apostleship are only done by order of 
a revelation, and a General Conference. The quorum was full last 
conference, and who has dropped out since that to make a vac,ancy, 
which would necessitate the ordination of another? There are several 
solutions which occur to my mind, but of course until I get minutes of 
the conference I can only surmise. I would rather think some one had 
been called out by revelation or resigned, than to think some one of 
the quorum had died. 

April 25. Well I have been back on the trail and will remain over 
Sunday. Am expected to speak twice on Sunday, and have some fourteen 
to sixteen to bless. Am feeling bette<r this morning than for some time, if 
the good feeling will only remain. It generally leaves me about ten or 
eleven o'clock, and then I mentally groan till evening. Leon just came 
in and gave me some candy, (they call it "lollies" here) as he said to 
sweeten my letter. 
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We had some warm bread for breakfast this mornmg, an unusual 
thing here, as the people are afraid to eat warm bread or hot biscuits 
for fear of dyspepsia. I alte one small scone, one egg and a bit of 
toast about two inches square, and had all I dared eat. My clothes are 
gradually stretching and getting larger for me, you see it's all the effect 
of the climate. We have had lovely weather, like Indian summer at 
home. I expect to go to Sydney till Tuesday noon. Leon is clicking 
the typewriter, and I guess I will take a rest. 

May 1. You see I took a rest, and now. I write from Sydney. I came 
as I calculated, arriving Tuesday noon. It was a cold ride, the cars had 
no fire and it was a frosty night. I would have suffered with the cold 
but for a rug given me in Melbourne, a lap rug. 

Last Sunday I spoke twice and organized a branch. I have about 
all I can do here while I remain. Not quite two weeks now to the day 
of sailing. Two Sundays intervene. Leon got a photo of Alice and his 
baby yesterday and is happy, while I got nothing, but never mind, my 
time will come. I can l}ot go to see Ina, the stormy season is on and 
travel is very dangerous and I will not have time. I have written to 
Ina about it. Oh, I must stop; I do not feel like writing at all. 

May 19. Out at sea. It is Monday, and yesterday was also Monday; 
that is, we are at the dividing of time where two Mondays have come 
together. Yesterday was Monday, May 19, andto-day is Monday, May 19. 
We lost a day here going west; we gain one coming east. We left Sydney 
on last Tuesday, eight days ago at two-fifteen p. m. Weather fair, sea 
rather rough, and twelve hours out we ran into a storm, and had stormy 
weather all the way to Auckland, four days. The waves washed over our 
decks, broke in the skylight and flooded the cabin, and came into our state
rooms, two inches deep all over the second cabin floor. My valises got wet 
and some of my clothes wet and stained. For three days the waves came 
over and in the dining room. It was a rough time for all hands, but we 
reached Auckland, New Zealand, on Saturday morning and was in 
smoother water. We went on shore in a small steamer. Our vessel was 
not allowed to land for fear of plague rats going on sho11e, as we came 
from a .plague-stricken city. Saturday evening we sailed again, and 
have had fine weather and smooth sea the first four days. Brother 
Kaler and wife and two oLder children were all dreadfully seasick. 
Leon and I had our hands full taking care of them, but now 'all are 
well and all seem to enjoy the trip. We will next land at Pago or 
Samoa. 

We put into Pago, Pago, at night. The natives came off to the vessel 
in small boats, with many things to sell, and hovered round all night. 
About two-thirty a. m. we left the port and came on. Have had a good 
trip so far. We are in the trade winds and the sea is rough and we have 
to have the windows closed and it is hot. I slept in a ,deck chair 1ast 
night. 

It is Sunday. I attended a Catholic service in the first cabin this 
morning. Could have had service this afternoon myself but I did not 
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feel like it, and Brother Kaler was too seasick. Some say we will reach 
Honolulu to-morrow, but I reckon we will not reach port till Tuesday 
morning. We will stop off there as I wrote you before. It is rough 
writing, the ship rolls and tosses so. I will get this let,ter ready and 
send it on this ship. If you write on receipt of this, direct to 231 
Castro Street, San Francisco, care of Jacob A. Anthony. Of course I 
shall expect a letter on my arrival at San Francisco, also one at 
Honolulu, but I wrote to Brother Gilbert J. Waller that I would, so I 
intend to, but I do not expect that I ,.')hall stay three weeks if I can get 
the intermediate boat to 'Frisco. 

I am well or nearly so; do not eat much yet, but feel fairly well. 
It is three o'clock, tea time and some of the passengers are having tea 
and cake. The night before we left Sydney we were given a send~off 

party in the church. Brother Leon was presented with a fine portrai,t 
of himself, and a mounted emu egg. I received a mounted egg also. 
Brother Kaler received from the Saints a handsome illuminated speech 
of regards nicely set in a large frame; the finest thing of the kind I 
ever saw, also a large valise and an egg. 

Well, I am tired of this voyage and long to be home again. 

HONOLULU, HAWAII TERRITORY, May 28, 1902. 
Dearest Lizzie: We arrived at this port yesterday morning, all safe, 

after fifteen days at sea, tired of the ship and of the monotony of the 
sea. We never sighted a sail and only one steamship, until we arrived 
in sight of this place. We met the Sonoma one morning, a sister ship 
to the Sierra, the one we were on, and that was all we saw to break 
the ceaseless monotony of the waves, and the wide expanse of the water. 
We would get up in the morning and wash, and go out on deck, walk 
around and dodge the hose with which the crew were washing down the 
decks, till seven-fifteen or seven-thirty o'clock, then eat breakfast. Then 
go on deck and walk and sit around till twelve o'clock, then eat dinner 
and read or sleep or play dominoes or checkers, and talk till supper . 
.After supper, the same till bedtime, then hunt a nice, protected place 
on deck, out of the wind and spray and sleep in a deck chair or go 
into the hot, stuffy little stateroom, crawl into our narrow trough of a 
bed and roll and sweat till morning again. The same program every day 
for fifteen days grew into altogether too much of a sameness to suit me. 
Yesterday of course was a break, the excitement of arriving at a new 
place, the view of the land and mountains, the getting ready to come 
ashore. The doctor came off at last and all hands were mustered to 
pass examination as to good health, for we came from the plague-infected 
city of Sydney. We passed all right and soon was slowly creeping into 
the narrow little harbor, and with the assistance of a tugboat succeeded 
in pulling up to the wharf. 

I was intently watching for Brother Waller on the pier. There were 
many men there, but for a time I did not see my man, until finally I 
saw him, but for a while I could not catch his eye. I saw he was looking 
for me but did not recognize me. At last he looked at me and as I 
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raised my hat he recognized me. I began to think I would have to go in 
search of him, till I saw him. 1All our baggage had to pass through the 
inspectors' hands, the revenue O·fficers. Brother Waller was acquainted 
with this one and so we got off very lightly. I opened my grips, but 
Leon's he passed without opening. Mine were easiest to open. I was 
a little afraid we wou1d have to pay duty on some few things, but we 
passed all 0. K. At Auckland, New Zealand, ,we did not have to open 
them at all, going out at Papeete, Tahiti, we had to open a few of our 
boxes, and had to promise to take our typewriter away before the month 
of February, or before the expiration of three months. 

I sent on a letter with Brother Kaler, who will mail it at 'Frisco, but 
there goes a mail from here to-day, and I thought he· might possibly 
forget to mail it on arrival at ''Frisco, so I concluded to write again. I 
J:eceived your letter mailed May 6, yesterday. I tell you I was glad to 
hear from home. I also received one from Herbert. I received one from 
Goral some time ago, and have neglected to answer it, but will while I 
am here. We are nicely located at Brother Waller's hired cottage by 
the sea. His family is still in California so we are keeping batch. Am 
sorry to hear that you were ill and nervous, for I know now better 
than ever before wha.t it is to feel sick and nervous. Am glad to hear 
that the drought has ended and you have plenty of water again. Also 
well pleased to hear the good prospects of or for fruit. I •am glad to 
hear that Herbert is happy. I began to think he was going to perma
nently swindle some poor girl out of a home and a breadwinner and 
become a dry pod, and waste his sweetness on the desert air. I am 
sorry to inform you I can not be at home so soon as June 2. I wonder 
who got that idea in their heads. Why, I can't leave here till the eleventh 
of June. 

So our town has street lamps, fine. Well, so far as I am concerned I 
am glad of it; I was looking for some such change. I had the impression 
Fred M. would be called as counselor to his father, also that our Fred 
would be called into the Quorum of Twelve; was sure of that and also 
that Richard C. Evans would be called as counselor; that Edmund C. 
Briggs, John H. Lake, and James Caffall would be taken from the Twelve, 
but I had no impression in regard to Joseph R. Lambert, but was not 
surprised at his call. I d1d not know nor did I have an idea, that they 
would be ordained evangelists, except E•dmund C. Briggs and perhaps 
John H. L~ake. I did have the impression as to their calling. 

I a:m sorry to hear of the death of so many good men and workers 
in the work: Morris T. Short, David Harris, John A. Robinson, Jonas 
Chatburn and others. Well, so it goes the old must die, the young may 
die. 

Ah, I am glad to hear that you are not going ·to keep boa11ders any 

more. All right. Oh, how big you must feel, "Almost as big as Alexander 

H. Smith." Well, he is not as big as when he left home, but is big enough 

yet; his clothes don't fit him very nicely n9w, far too big around the 
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waist. I am feeling very well now. I will soon catch up if I have no 
back set. 

I have not seen much of Honolulu, so can not give you any account of 
the place. Leon is well but anxious to get home and see his baby. We 
expected to be here only ten days but we can not get away for fifteen 
days, our tickets only give certain boats to go on. There is a boat due 
from China to-day, for 'Frisco. The V entuJ'a is due for Sydney from 
'Frisco; I expect a letter on her. It seems queer to be so isolated from 
the world that one reads papers a month old and find it all news. Y ester
day the flags were half-masted because of the death of Admiral Sampson, 
and a national salute was fired to his memory, and he has been dead 
over a month. 

(To be continued.) 

THE COUNTRY ROAD 

From the busy fields of the farmer folk, 
It starts on its winding way, 

Goes over the hill across the brook, 
Whe11e the minnows love to play, 

Then past the mill with its water wheel, 
And the pond that shows the sky; 

And up to the bridge by the village store 
And the church with its spire so high. 

Oh, the country road! At the rarther end, 
It runs up hill and down, 

Away from the mads and the rippling brook, 
To the toiling, rushing town. 

But of all when you are tired and sick 
Of the noisy haunts of men, 

If Y'OU follow it back, it will lead you home 
To the woods and fields again. 

-St. Nicholas. 
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BY VIDA E. SMITH 

(Continued from volume 7, page 322.) 

Were a star quenched on high, 
For ages would its light, 

Still traveling downward from the sk7 
Shine on our mortal sight. 

So when a great man dies 
For ye'l.rs beyond our ken 

The light he leaves l:ehir-d him lies, 
Upon the paths of men.--Henry W. Longfellow. 

The size of a man is measured by the spirit of tbe m~n. No
where is this so fully expressed as in his treatment and address 
of and to his home people. And as the inside lil' e is the life 
that lives, where can it be found so clearly portrayed as in his 
family letters? What is written about a man can rever de
pict their true character like what is written' by the man. Hence 
I turn from his written word as from a witness for whom I 
have no shame and as one turns an hourglass awaiting the ful

fillment of an irrevocable decree I take the pen and approach 
the final chapter. 

Hesitatingly I approach the last decade of father's life, 
wholly unworthy have I felt of this task of his life's story 
frcm the start, and now when the crowning years of his pil
grimage crowd into view words seem ·empty and their mission 

a failure. 
Midst the joys graciously blessing his home coming was also 

the sorrow for Brother Don, the second son, stricken with 
cancer, and prayer nor science could stay the foe. While one 

mr.y bow to the stroke of death, the inevitable for all men, 
there is no parent heart that can stand unflinching before 

death's blow ,on a beloved child, and the agony of those slow 
months of torture to parent and kindred were bitter with the 
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infusions of tormenting, unceasing pain for a soul held dear. 

At last the faithful, unwavering, undeviattn:g attentions and 
care of the courageous young wife were need~d no more and 
from Rose Hill she came hack with her six beautiful little 
children to the bedside of the prostrated mother, and ~the lov
ing arms of her husband's father. How she has battled her 
way into the troubled future facing her then, is a story worthy 

the noblest pen, for Zei:letta Pearson, the girl my brother 
married, has proven herself worthy the· unbomided love and 
esteem given her by 1the whole family, and justly won the 
respect and confidence of the community that have been eager 
to help her to "breast the waves" and keep her children to
gether. It was in late summer that father stood by the open 
grave of his son, the first time he had been with the dead 
of his household. But a few sunny weeks before this, when 
the clematis was in its glory and asters purple with autumn 
shadows, Uncle David's son and family and the sweet-faced 
woman who had waited true through the years of her youth, 
for another day to dawn, had come home to. Lamoni one starry 
morning bringing through the night gloom the body of father's 
youngest brother, David. That scene was one unique in life's 
common phases. The meeting of the kindred i·n the Brick 
Church ·that sunny autumn morning to come beside the form 
beloved in life and family story. The wife and son and family 
and brothers and their. families, some of whom recalled sweet 
a1,1d tender incidents of his life where it touched theirs, gath
ered there. Gazing down upon the face that looked strangely 
unfamiliar with the beautiful blue eyes closed and the lips 
unsmiling, the brown~eye:d little wife saw for the first time in 
long, long years the features that her heart had held sacred 
and in hope a.gainst the floods of time and bitter disappoint
ments. She turned from it to the man by her side, her boy 
and his, and transferred her hope to another land more sure 
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and not less comforting in its promise. So it was that on the 
southwestern slope of Rose Hill Cemetery father had stood 
beside another open grave and from it he turned to reminis
cences of the past as from that other he now turned with 
broken and shattered dreams of the future for his son, Don A. 

DAVID H. SMITH. 

The immediate family circle narrowed about. father and. 
mother very swiftly, t,he third son, Joseph George, married 
Miss Nellie Daudlin, the pretty daughter of Mrs. Alice Cox of 
Wilbur, Nebraska, having met her at Graceland when they· 
were both students there, arid one sweet June rtight.the young
est son, Arthur M., was wedded to Miss Stella Danielson the· 
fair-haired, ·sweet mannered daughter of Martin Dahielson', 
of Lamoni. Father at last agreed to perform this marriag~ 
ceremony fd:f1 one of his children mid caine near mll.king it a: 

255 www.LatterDayTruth.org



12 JOURNAL OF HISTORY 

time of sadness by his own tears and broken language. Hereto
fore no one o~ us had prev,ailed upon him to perform this sacred 
task. I recall yet the breaking voice and tear-wet eyes when 
he blessed my· baby girl, Elizabeth. So quickly touched were 
the chords of love and tenderness in his big, finely-attuned 
soul, that these ministries to his own broke on the deepest 
fountains of his heart in surges of emotion that were hard to 
control. Although he was a man who maintained great dig
nity in word and manner in all his official acts, however private 
Dr public they might be, it was often by the supreme eff01t of 
his masterful will. Moving with a dignified and ennobled con
sciousness_ of his own place in life's forces, he went forth east 
and west, north or south laying his hand in blessing and giv
ing words of comfort and cheer although with each year, con
trary to the ordinary course of ·life, instead of using more 
words, he talked less. There was nothing of the garrulous in 
him. Things that years before would have been met with a 
torrent of impetuous, ringing words in scathing denunci~tion 
were often dismissed with a quick shake of the head, not that 
he fe,ared, but that he controlled his spirit and the spirit was 
all there, vigorous, vital, intense, as an occasional flash indi
cated. It was that impetuous, uncompromising, unhesitating 
advance on their bulwarks that moved the Utah people to brand 
him in their reports so malignantly that their favorite his
torian's account of him is still rolled over their tongue as a 
sweet morsel. 

The gentle but as undeviating and plainly spoken words of 
his sweet-voiced brother made him a sharer in their contumely. 
If, as Bancroft is credited with saying, these men were not 
"shrewd enough to.contend with their opponents, and not vio
lent enough to arouse the populace," what need had they to 
deny them their tabernacle and if possible their city. The 
authority for that charge does not· rest with the historian so 
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sparingly quoted from. There was no p·retense of great learn
ing with either of these men. Clean-souled, clear-headed. 
strong-hearted father went with the pioneers of the Latter 
Day Saint reformation into the stronghold of Brigham carry

ing a message as simple as the fisherman of old carried and he 
found corruption that his soul had not dreamed. What wonder 
that he raised his clear young voice in warning and denuncia
tion and set his hand to plow it under. He knew the bitterness 
it had brought to his life and those held dearest, but his work, 
for which he abdicated all former hope and aspirations was the 
defense and upbuilding of the church. Even in his last illness 

and but a few days before his death, his old enemy came into 
the sick room. The physician summoned to his bedside after 

. the manner of physician began a little social sortie. "Let me 
see, Mr. Smith, you are from Utah I believe," etc. Ah! the 
man knew better. He was not ignorant. Like a flash came the 
old impetuous, well-aimed defense, as sure of the mark of his 
unfaltering words as he had been of the unerring aim with his 
lifle or shotgun-he hit the spot everytime. "Forty years of 
my life have I given in the fight against that out there and 
kindred evils/' ra:ng the deep, quick tones, and there from his 
deathbed, almost in his dying hour, he sealed the testimony of 
his life with one last vigorous, sanctified, heaven-kindled de
fense of truth and denunciation of the evils of Brighamism. 
It seemed the finale of his life work The doctor faded away, 
and the two young men watching by his side told of it with 
flashing eyes. It was superb, but when the doctor came again 
another spirit controlled, and gently and with a calm, as con
vincing as the storm of words had been, the sick man told the 
doctor in gentleness the reasons for the quick and energetic 
dash of his spirit when he was in any way made a party t,o 
the work of the "people in the West." From that deathbed 
was portrayed the masterful spirit that woul(l take a city-
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brought into the softening, glorifying state of the rule of love 
and the lastbrave charge of this invincible soldier for Christ 
was embellished and illuminated with the peaceful assurances 
of a mind at peace with God. 

Looking backward to the year 1906 and to the little group 
who accompanied President Smith when he went to answer 
summons on the Smoot investigation being held in Washing
ton, District of Columbia it seems strange that no testimony 
was taken from these men, but, was not their presence there a 
testimony? This little group of five or six who left Lamoni 
February 5, 1906, President Smith, whose wife accompanied 
him, my father, Heman C. Smith, Edmund L. Kelley, and the 
dauntless old-time foe of ancient Utah, Edmund C. Briggs, and 
with them in Washington was Elder Frank M. Sheehy. As 
they met and mingled with the legislatOrs of the Nation, was 
it not a testimony that they had no fear in proclaiming them
selves, distinctly and rigidly in opposition to the advancement 
of Western errors and its hierarchy? 

How fast the sands of the hourglass run! When the day 
goes near its twilight, when the winds of storm and tide are 
still, when the fierceness of the sun is spent and the glory of 
the western· sky is already tinting the eastern hills, looking 
backward to the eastern hills, the hills of youth, so came time 
to my father. He sat by the sitting room table whereon lay 
his books and paper, and looked through the east window 
:flanked with mother's plants to the hills and Graceland's red 
walls. Sometimes his mind felt a weight, just a l:lttle undefined, 
unsettled feeling in his patriarchial work and one day he was 
favored with an experience that for ever allayed this tendency. 
He said of it: 

While sitting at my fireside one evening the past winter, 
meditating upon the work of God and· my part in it, the ob
jection I had heard to thepatriarchal order and its work came 
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into my mind, and I was puzzled for a moment how to meet it. 
I was aware that evangelists wer:e spoken of as officers set in 
the church, in the New Testament order, but where was there 
any evidence in the Book of Mormon of such an order, or any
thing that would lead us to infer that there were patriarchs in 
Book of Mormon times? 

This was the objection made, and I was at a loss to know 
how to meet it, for I could not remember reading in my Book 
of Mormon anything that I could use in the defense of my work 
as a patriarch. 

While I was thus deep in thought upon the matter, the voice 
of the Spirit said, "R~ad your Book of Mormon:" I looked 
around as if to see who had spoken, but did not take up the 
book, for I had the book at my elbow upon the table; but my 
thoughts turned upon my past reading of the book, and I could 
not remember any reading that I could make use ofyet, when 
again the voice said, "Read your Book of Mormon." I took 
up the book and opened it at the Second Book of Nephi, first 
chapter, and read Lehi's blessing of his sons. I read Jacob's but 
the thought came to me, "That is too general for my use," and 
laid the book down and turned away, when 1again, more peremp
tory than before, the voice said, "Read your Book of Mormon." 
I took up the book again and it opened at the second chapter of 
the Second Book of Nephi, and I read Joseph's blessing under 
the hands of his father, Lehi. 

I closed the book and said to myself, "I can not use that, for 
· Lehi was not a patriarch," when quick as a :flash came the 
voice of the Spirit, "Lehi was both prophet and patriarch." I 
then reread and was strongly impressed to copy the blessing 
and offer it for publication, and now I ask a careful reading 
of what to me is the patriarchal blessing of Joseph, son of 
Lehi. From this testimony of the Spirit, I am comforted in 
my work, and if the same satisfaction comes to those who read 
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it that came to me, the objection mentioned above will melt 
away and disappear like the mists before the rising sun. 

The yearly meeting of the family of Joseph Smith the Mar
tyr was always keenly appreciated by him and when the com
plete organization was effected, he felt great satisfaction, hop
ing that it would be a perpetual occurrence. The presidency 
of the organization was vested in the two sons of the Martyr 
but it was not long that these two held the office. Truly "like 
bands of gold, the race to hold are the ties of family." The 
life beyond had been of much consideration and sacred specu
lation to father. This is evidenced by his diary. They are 
thickly set with quotations and words now almost too dim to 
clearly decipher, touching on the life beyond this. Soon after 
his death, l received from different sources, quotations remem
bered or taken at the time of his delivering them, in moments 
of exaltation in prayer or sermon or blessing. One of these 
I can not forego the delight of reproducing, 

"What matter it to you and to me whether we sleep in the 
tomb, if, when the trump shall sound, and the graves shall be 
opened, we are among those that shall come forth at the sound 
of the trump, to meet the Lord at his coming? Why, some
t1mes I have been carried away so in thought upon the possi
bilities of the enjoyment that will be in the heart at the com
ing of my Lord and Savior, that I have almost heard the 
tramp, tramp, tramp of the coming host, when the sound of 
the trump shall be. I have seen, in my thoughts, the flashing 
of light from the east, as it showed the presence of the coming 
of the Lord, as it passed o'er hill and vale, and through the 
world. I have seen in thought the people arising and going 
forth to meet the Savior when he shall come to reign as King 
of kings and Lord of lords." 

The speech of President Smith at the mass meeting of elders 
at the conference of 1909 will never be forgotten by those pres-
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ent when he predicted that "the coming year will be one of 
increased activity, but that the pale reaper will invade our 
forces and carry away some that apparently we can ill afford 
to lose. 

"Our aged veterans have fought a good fight. They have 
helped to make the name of the church hono~able. They go to 
a bright reward. Let those who follow them fill up the ranks 
and press onward. We know not on whom the shadow of the 
sable wing may rest even now; but whether we are to die or 
to live may it be honorably and to the glory of God." 

It fell in the clear, clean-cut, bell-like tones of my uncle, that 
more than ever remind one of a bell rung with a steady hand. 
This time and ever since~ when his words revert to me, I think : 
"Twilight •and evening bell-and after that the dark." Ah, 
how many times I thought of it in the months after we laid 
away the armor of father's earthly warfare-after that last 
"Sunset and evening star, and one clear call" -that fell upon 
his waiting ears in the old home of his boyhood. That year of 
1909 was a memorable year, for many hearts that had beaten 
harmoniously with father's, in the circle of church friendship, 
ceased count and rested while the spirits put out to sea. The 
thing that moved my father deepest at that conference of 1909, 
(you see I haYe turned the hourglass again) was the call of 
Elbert A. Smith, 'his beloved nephew, to the council of the 
Presidency of the church. "The lad will make good," he said. 
"He has the spirit of the office." And with his characteristic 
swift movement, he swept the tears from his eyes and pushed 
back his hair. 

On Sunday, April 18, he made h,is last prayer in the con
ference of the church. Where so often his voice had pleaded 
or praised, it would henceforth be heard no more. 

Early in the summer, brother Arthur and family prepared 
to move to Colorado. · There were now three little sons in his 
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family, the youngest a few weeks old, had not yet been blessed 
and a few hours before their departure father placed his hands 
on the head of the blue-eyed babe and blessed him under the 
name of Alexander Martin, the names of the two grandfathers. 

The youngest daughter, Coral, was married now to Louis 
Horner, youngest son of Doctor James B. Horner of Lamoni, 
and a little son prattled in their home. While brother Joseph, 
living in Colorado, had a rosy-faced, blue-eyed, little daughter, 
with dark curls, who bore the most appropriate name of Jos
ephine Alexandria and a little son more fair, named Paul. 

The summer of 1909 was hot and dry and the heat was un
usually trying to father. The tilling of his garden, heretofore 
such a pleasure to him, was burdensome. Sometimes in the 
evening he sat on the lawn into the night trying to cool his 
heated body. Never had he suffered so intensely with the heat. 
Very early in the mornings, (his custom was early rising) he 
''did a turn" in his garden, fed the chickens, and Lady Grey, 
the family house cat, followed him to and fro about the place 
and even to the sidewalk as he took his usual trip to town, sure 
of his kindly interests and ministrations of food.· Always did 
the domestic animals receive kindly care from him. Lady 
Grey :vas growing old and so had extra care. 

If the roses bloomed or the leaves changed or the robins 
called for spring or geese flew south for winter it was a matter 
of interest to the father. Turning over the papers before me 
I find his schedule of reunions for the fall of 1909. Of course 
Nauvoo District was one, no excuse, small or great, counted 
against Nauvoo, but the heat was not less there. He urged 
mother to go, but it was impossible, she could not spend the 
money to go to Nauvoo, although she too had sometimes a sweet 
old longing for the place as it "used to be." Ah, how often the 
impossible happens! That day when father started from the 
big, cool, white house, under its shade of maple and pine trees, 
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he came back twice and kissed the little woman sitting by the 
open door, and she laughed at his sentimentality but watched 
him as he turned away down the sunny village street. 

The sands in the hourglass are almost run out and the glory 
on the sunset of his day has faded into twilight! I will turn 
the glass no more, for on Wednesday, August 11, I went hurry
ing to his side through the night. Standing on the platform 
of the train that summer morning of August 12, 1909, I looked 
down into the troubled, face of my mother's brother, John 
Kendall, and felt that there was great need for anxiety. Still 
and breathless the river seemed to wait, and the sands of .the 
shore were hot and shining in the morning sun as I hurried 
up the bank and around the corner where once stood the old 
store, and, was soon climbing the old utairs that my earliest 
footsteps had known. Bending to kiss the dear face, how 
gladly he greeted me, but looked past for-. "You want 
mother?" I inquired, and he nodded, the blue eyes full of 
tears. The time for speech had passed. Reader, do you know 
the exquisite agony of such a discovery? Promising to get 
mother was easy, but all that terrible day he watched eage:rly 
for her face, and once Uncle John asked: "Have you heard 
from Lizzie?" and at the sound of her name a gl.ad light leaped 
into the eyes. The sun went down; not a bit of air stirred; the 
summer winds that should have come drifting over the river, 
were still, and sleep had fallen on the father of our home. It 
was the little moment of repose before the long flight of the 
spirit. He awakened. The twilight stars were coming, but 
the room was darkened to keep it cooler. Before the lamps 
could be lighted, we turned him a little. I put my face down 
by his and he nestled his close in a movement like an affec
tionate caress-and the last sands slipped quickly out. The 
glass stands unturned, although this is not all. Once that day 
when I was in the hall, he had called with a sudden, vigorous, 
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vibrant tone, "My daughter!" and clung to my hand and kissed 
my face. Nauvoo is a place in which the wayfarer feels 
stranded indeed at such a time. Faithful to the last was his 
secretary, William Dexter, and Elder Mark Siegfried and wife. 
The auto of Lester Haas was at command all the time possible, 
but he was now en route to Elder George P. Lambert's ten 
miles ~away, for the elder to come and administer. My uncle's 
family consisted of himself, daughter, 1and little granddalfgh
ter. Neighbors were few on the old "flat" and there was no 
~leg'raph office in the town. To the telephone office on the 
hill went the two young friends, Siegfried and Dexter, with 
telegrams we had written, a mile's walk in the hot nighttime. 
They could not get through with their work and turned about 
and came back to the river, and securing a rowboat, crossed 
to Montrose, another mile or more, where they sent out the 
messages in various ways. In the meantime Elder Lambert 
had arrived with Lester Haas and some old-time-neighbors 
and friends. What 'a blessed thing it is to have friends in such 
an hour! 

I knew that somewhere on the road en route to Burling
ton was my mother. Slowly the night wore on, the house
hold sounds were stilled. Not a sound soothed the ear. I 
went down into the old garden where my father had rompted 
in childhood, I paused at the well whose waters were sweet to 
him to the last. The stars lay untwinkling against the sky; 
the hot, sandy soil steamed in the night air; not a leaf moved. 
Then far away, I heard the sweet, faint song of the river 
gleaming in the starlight; across the street in the old burying 
ground slept the only ones of his kindred in the old town. I 
slipped back into the dim old parlor and leaned against a chair. 
In this room my father and mother were married forty-eight 
years before. In the room above l1ay the silent form of that 
father alone. Even then Elder Lambert passed softly up to the 
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room and down again, then I heard his voice and that of an 
old friend, George Dachroth, out in the swing. Silence fell, 
the constant drip, drip of the melting ice in the room above 
was almost companionable to me but when a piece slipped past 
its fellows, I found myself starting for his side, who was not 
there. In the morning we crossed the river and met mother. 
Sweet and smiling she came down the steps, in her hand was 
a wilted little bouquet of garden blossoms sent by some of the 
children to grandpa and she carried also some fruit she had 
selected from the home place for the sick man. "Ah !" she 
cried, "I know Alex is better or you would not both be here." 
Dear little mother-yes, he w1as resting. 

That afternoon we gathered on the lawn to the south of the 
old mansion, a few of his old neighbors and church people. 
Darkly in our midst was the casket of him. Brokenly they 
sang and Elder Lambert prayed. Years before, when this 
praying man was a boy, my father had baptized him in the 
dear old Mississippi and often had they ministered together. 
Now the hour of one was gone by and the little group hung on 
the comforting, heart-soothing words of that prayer long af
terwards. It is in my heart to-day. 

Glaude L., brother Fred's oldest boy, a young high school 
lad, and my youngest sister had accompanied mother to Nau
voo. Not another man of the family was in Lamoni. Brother 
Fred and Cousin Fred were both at inaccessible points in the 
West, Joseph and Arthur in Colorado, Elbert A. in the East, 
Heman C. on 1a sudden and unexpected trip into Illinois, of 
which I was not· acquainted, nor he with the sad occurrence 
in Nauvoo, and our son in Independence, then editor of the 
Ensign. Some of our dispatches did not reach destination 
until relatives had read the notice in morning papers, and 
some of them not at all. 

Just as the sun was setting, flooding the river with bright 

265 www.LatterDayTruth.org



22 JOURNAL OF HISTORY 

beams of pink and crimson, the ferryboat with the funeral 
party crossed to the Iowa side of the river bearing the body 
of my father over the beloved waters for the last time. More 
than seventy years before he had crossed it for the first time, 
nestling close in his mother's arms, as heartsick and desolate 
she had crossed on the ice coming from Missouri. Strange are 
the ways of fate. 

The next afternoon the family g1athered in the cool, shady 
house under the maples in Lamoni and looked on the sleeping 
face. His children all there but two, Mrs. Wright in Australia 
and Fred A. in Oregon. On the night train came the President 
of the church, the only one left of my father's family, and 
again the families gtathered about the body that lay like a 
much-prized garment, long worn,· now laid aside for better 
and worthier clothing. Into the upturned face Uncle Joseph 
looked a little time, then said, "A truer man never lived." A 
simple tribute, yet what greatness is comprehended in those 
few words! The next day, August 15, we bore him into the 
Brick Church where Joseph R. Lambert, a fellow patriarch and 
a man honored and trusted by him for his integrity of heart 
and conscientious principles, with this man in charge and 
Bishop Edmund L. Kelley to offer prayer, Elder Joseph Luff 
delivered the funeral discourse to a cro\vded house, the choir 
rendering hymns composed by his .brothers Joseph and David. 
At the grave, sweet voices siang the hymn sung so often by 
himself, on the plains far from home, in distant lands or while 
rocking his children to sleep in his own home, "Home, home, 
shineth before us." 

In contemplating the days of his life and the scenes of his 
death, his courageous and unflinching spirit stands out, clearly 
marked against the background of the past. He had desired 
to go quickly and with vigor of mind and body unwasted. On 
the Sunday preceding his death, he had preached ,a, vigorous, 
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ringing sermon, the last of four given by him at the reunion 
at Montrose. Clear-voiced, clear-eyed, clear-headed and thor
oughly alive, he met the reaper and passed quickly into the 
heavenly fields of activity, in a country where vision is wider 
and understanding deeper than it is here. 

Many of the branches of the church held memorial services 
for father. One of these I here mention, the one held at Inde
pendence, Missouri. Brother Fred was at this time in his own 
home at Lamoni and received notice of the proposed meeting. 
Patriarch Joseph R. Lambert was the ·speaker. He and my 
father had known each other in boyhood and been closely asso
ciated in church work when they occupied in the apostolic 
quorum. Fred A. attended this meeting, choosing a quiet place 
in the gallery rather than occupy in the prominent place des
ignated by those who discovered him there. Upon Fred fell 
the patri_archal mantle as predicted by father some time pre
vious to my husband, Heman C. Smith. Of this he says: "A 
short time before the death of our deceased patriarch, Alex
ander H. Smith, I was in company with him when another 
individual suggested that Frederick A. Smith would occupy 
a certain position not necessary to mention. Alexander H~ 
Smith seemed a little disturbed over it. When he and I were 
alone he said: 'That is not Fred's calling; Fred is my succes
sor in the patriarchal office, and if you are present after my 
decease when this matter comes up, I want you to so state 
for me.'" 

Two years later I saw my mother's little figure moving about 
among the garden plants. Approaching her, I knew she would 
say, "See how this has grown since Alex planted it on that 
day.'' She knows when he planted them. Most of them were 
planted in springtime. For her the spring morning and sum
mer evening spent with him come back in bloom and blossom 
in their garden, June, 1911. 
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This is the golden wedding day, 
Oh, happy binls, keep still, 

She walks the garden path alone, 
He sleeps in green Rose Hill. 

In the dear old mansion that June time 
Just fifty years to-day 

Hand touching hand, the pledge was made, 
When all the world seemed gay. 

There last they met, one summer day, 
But one lay cold and still; 

She walks the old paths all alone, 
He sleeps in sweet Rose Hill. 

The golden wedding day they planned 
Has come-be kind-keep still; 

She walks with dreams of other days, 
He sleeps in dear Rose Hill. 

ROSE HILL CEMETERY. 

It may seem strange to some that I remember with such 
pleasure and pride his rows of growing things and the gar
dener perspiring and jovial, but is it not a great heart and the 
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hand of an artist that can so work with natu"re as to produce 
harmonious effects? To me the spirit of father seems as real 
as when here ; acting in his office and calling in that other 
world with the same impulsive, dignified en~rgy as he worked 
in this. The land may be fair but it does not change the entity 
that we loved. Often there comes to me 'a quotation marked in 
some of his books that seemed to sing to my soul when he died. 
"Let not him that putteth on his armor boast himself, as he 
that putteth it off." -1 Kings 20: 11. 

With sight and sound delighting still, 
Speech glad and strong, 

And vibrant thrill 
In voice, that lifted midst the throng 

To sing, to pray, to speak and say 
This is love's straight and blessed way, 
'Twas thus, dear heart, you went away; 
That summer day, that summer day. 

And thus we ,think for aye of you 
With ringing voice and eyes of blue, 
With step unfaltering, form upright 
And mind kept rich with blessed light. 
Remembering this we feel full glad, 
For aU the blessing that we had 
To walk beside you to the end; 
To know you, fatherr, champion, friend. 
To leave the armor made of clay 
And mount the angel-guided way, 

Was sad, ah, me! 
But not for thee
No, not for thee. 

(The end.) 
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