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THE HISTORY OF GEORGE MORRIS
I was born at Hanley, Cheshire, England about two miles from the city ofCheshire on the 23rd of August 1816. I was the 
son of Joseph Morris orMorrey (he was called by both names) and Elizabeth Vernon. My father wasthe son of James 
Morris and Hannah Ledsom; my mother was the daughter ofGeorge Vernon and Rebecca Goban. My father had two 
sisters; the oldestwas called Nancy and was married to James Dutton and the youngest wascalled Kitty and was married 
to Thomas Davenport.

My mother had one brother named John Vernon; he was married, hadconsiderable of a family, and lived in 
Mancelsfield, Cheshire, England.She had one sister named Mary who was married to Robert Wild and lived 
atDukenfield. My father's sister, Nancy, lived at Beeston and Kitty livedat Perforten. My father lived in Burwardslay at 
the time of the earliestremembrance. These were all small country villages joining each other inCheshire, England. My 
father was a very strict Methodist and a classleader running down deep into error and inconsistency. I have heard 
himsay when describing the torments of the damned that you might take a catand pluck out one hair every thousand 
years, and when all the hairs weretaken off the cat that their torment had only just begun. He said that wewere born in 
sin and shaped in iniquity, and that there were infants inhell not a span long.

To impress it strongly on my mind that sabbath-breaking was wrong, hesaid that there was a poor old man once who 
had nothing to make a firewith, and he went out on Sunday to pick up some sticks. As he was comingback with a bundle 
upon his back the Lord caught him up into the moonwith the sticks on his back to make an example of him that 
everybodymight see. Then he pointed out the figures on the moon to me and saidthat he had been there more than a 
thousand years to punish him forbreaking the Sabbath and always would be kept there to the end of theworld; he said if 
people would only believe they could be saved, but ifnot they would be damned forever.

My parents were very poor, and there were six children of us. My motherhad had one by a former marriage--his name 
was James Silverthorn. I wasthe oldest of my father's family, four boys and two girls. My brothers'names were William, 
Joseph and Matthew. My sisters were Mercy Ann; whowas married to Allen Wilkinson and died while crossing the 
plains to cometo Salt Lake and was buried at Deer Creek, aged 32, leaving four childrennamed John, Fanny, Marry Ann 
and Sarah; and Fanny who died when abouteight years old. My father was a foreman shoemaker, and his earnings 
werevery small, in consequence of which he was unable to send me to school.

When I was a small boy, I was very fond of books. I saved every copperthat I could get hold of and spent it in buying 
little books until I hadacquired enough to make quite a thick little book and sewed them alltogether in one and kept one 
book for many years. I prized it very highlyand by that means more than any other learned to read. I would go toschool 
a week or two, occasionally, but there was nearly always somethingthat I could do by which I could earn a few coppers. 
The commons wascovered with low green bushes which produced a blackberry something likea black currant but they 
grew only one in a place, not like currants.They lasted nearly all through the summer and sold readily in the market,so 
my mother and her children were kept busy picking them all the seasonwhile they lasted. During harvest time we were 
kept busy gleaning and inthe fall digging potatoes for the farmers, so that I was kept so busynearly all the time that I had 
no chance to go to school.

When I got to be about seven years of age I was put out among the farmersto work. The first thing they set me to do was 
to go around the wheatfields to scare the sparrows off the grain, they being very destructivefor two or three weeks 
before harvest. I was armed with a pair ofclappers made of three small oak boards. The center one had a handle toit 
which I had to keep rattling all day long from early morning untilsundown hollering and throwing rocks at them all the 
time for which I gotmy victuals. Sometimes I was employed herding the cows in the pasture; atother times I drove the 
horses for the plowmen, two or four in a string,one before the other, by word of mouth and the aid of a long switch of 
awhip. So particular were the farmers about plowing straight furrows thatif the hind horse did not step every time with 
one foot in the furrow andthe other on the land, very likely I would be struck between my shoulderswith a great clod and 
have the breath almost knocked out of me, for thepoor boy was always held responsible for every crook that there was 
in afurrow. I got unmercifully beaten and kicked almost everyday. It was amiracle that they did not beat and kick the life 
clean out of me.

It would get so muddy turning at the ends and raining so often that myfeet would stick in the mud so that I was unable to 
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liberate them, andthe horses would come tearing round through it and step onto my foot andgo over me to come near 
killing me very often. As I had to stumblethrough the clods around from six o'clock in the morning until six in 
theevening, I would get so tired that I would scarcely be able to get homeat night. After passing through this kind of an 
ordeal for several years,my father thought that it would be better to teach me the shoemakingbusiness; but when I came 
to be closely confined and having to lean overmy stomach all the time, it was harder on me than the bad usage I hadbeen 
receiving. I had to leave it and go back to the farmers again, and Icommenced to hire by the year with them.

I worked for one and another of them until I was about 15 years of age. Ithen engaged as ostler and waterer at a small 
country inn and tended agarden and a race horse. An incident occurred while I was living therewhich I will now relate. I 
was then in my 15th year and had come to theconclusion to take a decided stand against the tyranny, oppression 
andabuse which I had to endure so far in my life and to defend myselfagainst all who might attempt to impose upon me 
in the future be theyhigh or low, rich or poor, Jew or Gentile.

Near the end year an incident occurred which tested me as to whether Ihad the necessary grit to carry out my 
determination. It is the custom inthat country for the farmers to pay their rent twice a year, and on suchoccasions a free 
dinner is given by the landlord at some public house.The steward of the estate attends to receiving the rent, and 
theygenerally have what is called a jolly time--that is, they eat and drinkall they can. At this particular time, they had 
nearly all got throughwith that and gone home, but among the few who were left were a greatsteward and the village 
school master. These two very importantpersonages were large, fat, big-bellied men, so it took longer for themto satisfy 
their stomaches than it did the rest. At about midnight theybegan to tell about going home, so the steward called for his 
horse, andI brought him out immediately and placed him to the steps in front whereit was very convenient for him to get 
on. I waited there for some time.Finally he came staggering along to the front door. The school masterfollowed trying to 
persuade him to go back and take another glass, soafter staggering around awhile they concluded to go back and have 
anothertalk and another glass.

The night was a cold one, and since they had been standing there a goodwhile and I was feeling pretty cold, I spoke very 
politely to him andsaid, Mr. Spencer, shall I put your horse into the stable again until youwant him, if you please, for I 
am very cold?" He made me no answer, buthe stepped forward on the platform and struck me a fearful blow betweenthe 
eyes over the horse's [back], as I was holding the horse for him toget on, which caused the blood to fly in all directions. 
He then went offto get another glass as unconcerned as if nothing had happened, but hehad raised my dander to a pretty 
high pitch, and the first thing I didwas to let his horse go and give him a kick in the belly to start himoff. I then went to 
the pump and pumped water on my head for half an hourbefore I could get the blood stopped.

I then went into the house and watched for a good opportunity to pay himback in his own coin. Presently he got up on 
his feet with his facetowards me, and while he was talking to the school master I bounded frommy seat like a tiger and 
planted him a well-directed blow with all mymight right between his eyes about the same place as he had struck me. 
Itsent him reeling head long right for an open doorway that led down into acellar, and he was only prevented from going 
down by the landlord'sdaughter who was standing by the door. Then as I had settled with him Iwalked out the front door 
passing by his servant man who was standing inthe doorway at the time and had seen his master strike me and had 
caughtthe horse when I turned him loose and had also seen me strike his master.I ran for the barn and got up into the 
hayloft and burrowed down into thehay as deep as I could get. It started a great excitement in the house,and they ran in 
all directions in pursuit of me. But when they asked hisservant which way I had gone, he put them on the wrong track 
saying I hadgone up Stritten lane like lightning when I had gone directly the otherway.

After searching in all directions for an hour, the landlord brought a manby the name of Thomas Hedge, who had been 
assisting me that day, into thebarn with a lantern to search the hayloft for me. He sent him up into theloft while he stood 
down in the barn directing him to pull the hay up andlook in this corner and that corner and swearing that he woulll me 
fordisgracing his house if he could find me. He said that Mr. Spencer shouldkill me like a damned dog for what I had 
done to him for I was not fit tolive another hour. Thomas passed back and forth over me and looked inevery other place 
but where I was. He had seen the affair all through,and he told me afterwards that he could have caught me and held me 
veryeasy if he had wanted to, but he said that he wasn't going to see meabused by the old tyrant anymore. His servant 
told me afterwards that hecould have found me in a minute if he had wanted to, but that his masterwas a damned old 
tyrant or he never would have struck a poor boy such afearful blow in the face as he had done me.
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A day or two after the occurrence he came down on purpose to tell me tokeep out of the way for he had heard his master 
say that he was going tosend word to Mr. Harrison to secure me and he would come down on acertain day and horse-
whip me to within an inch of my life. He said thatif he heard anymore about it he would come and let me know, for he 
didnot want me to fall into their hands because they would be sure to killme like a dog among them.

The next day or morning after it happened I crawled out of the hay ingood season and done up my chores in good order. 
The servant girl calledme into breakfast, and while I was eating the old boss came down from hisbedroom. He did not 
take time to put on his shoes before he came to whereI was, and in a terrible rage, he cursed and swore until he foamed 
at themouth. He made terrible threats about what he would do but was afraid totackle me, so I sat there with one eye on 
my breakfast and the other onhim until I had eaten what I wanted to. I then got up from the table andstood before him. I 
said, "Mr. Harrison, if you will, just pay me whatyou owe me, that will be all that I will ask of you for. I have 
beentreated like a dog long enough." This enraged him beyond bounds, and Ithought sure that he would jump onto me. I 
had expected it from the firstand had made my plans how to defend myself. I would run head against hisbelly and catch 
him by the thighs and dump him with his head on the floorhard enough to quiet him down, for he was a low-set, big-
bellied, littleman as thick as he was long. It would have been just as easy to set himhead downwards as any other way.

Several days passed and I heard no more about the horsewhipping. But Ikept a close watch on everybody lest someone 
should attempt to bind me.It would not have been a very easy job for most ordinary men toundertake, for I was about as 
strong as a small lion. I was low instature but of well-developed muscle and scarcely knew my strength.Several more 
days passed and he did not come, when early one morning theservant appeared. He had come to tell me that there was 
now no danger ofme being horsewhipped for he had heard his master talk about the matterto some gentlemen last night. 
He had said that he had done wrong instriking me, that I had served him right, but he hated it so damned badto be struck 
by a little sassy devil of a boy that he had thought ofhorsewhipping me. He now thought that he should give it up. So the 
thingblew over without my receiving any further abuse, but it was a long timebefore he heard the last of it. The 
gentlemen at their hunting supperswould rig him terribly about it, and the Squire would tell him that if hedid not behave 
himself he would send for Harrison's boy and he shouldgive him another drubbing, but it made me lots of friends. It 
spread allr the country and everybody I met would want to know what I had beenlicking old Tom Spencer for. They 
would say that it served him right, butthey did not know how I durst undertake to do it. They would say that Iwas a 
gritty, little devil or I wouldn't.

After that all the tavern keepers around the country wanted to hire mefor the next year and were willing to almost 
double my wages to what Ihad been getting. Old Mr. Harrison got mad about it and said he had thefirst claim on me, 
and they ought to wait and see whether he wanted mefirst. Ed, the whiperin, came down the hall to hire me; he said he 
wantedme in his stables to help him to take care of his hunting horses. He hadfive in number for his own use (he was a 
breakneck rider), and he said Iwas just the kind of a fellow he wanted. He would give me more wages thanany of the 
others, and he would see that nobody abused me there.

Squire Leech kept two packs of hounds one for hunting foxes and the otherfor hares. They had two hunts a week during 
the hunting season. Fiftyhounds were a pack, and there was a huntsman whose place was at the headto keep the dogs in 
the scent. The whiperins place was behind the does tokeep them together. When one dog got the scent the whole pack 
kept up thehowl and followed the fox across the country through fields of grain,over walls, hedges or ditches or through 
rivers. All the Nobility, asthey were called, wore red coats, white breeches, and top boots. Richmerchants and others 
could go in the hunt, but they were not allowed towear red coats.

Well, I had just entered into my 16th year and I had merged suddenly froma poor, friendless, obscure boy to be quite a 
notable character. A wideopening had been made for me to enter into high life, but being a sober,thoughtful boy and 
religiously inclined, I thought it would lead me in adirection that I did not want to go; so I declined to hire with any 
ofthem for the next year. I had never spent a single sixpence for liquorduring the past year, although I had lived at a 
tavern; while the youngman that lived there the previous year had spent all his wages so that hehad nothing to draw at 
the end of the year.

When my year was up and Christmas came, I left that part of the countryand tried shoemaking again for the third time; 
but as had been the casebefore, the close confinement and sitting did not agree with me. Afterenduring it as long as I 
could, I got up, left it, and struck off about5O miles to a busy little manufacturing town called Duckenfield which isnear 
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Ashton and about eight miles from Manchester. There I got work froma rich cotton manufacturer as assistant gardner. I 
had gainedconsiderable experience at it during the year I lived at the tavern, andI had charge of a fancy show garden 
while there.

From that I went to a steam boiler manufacturer, but that was moredestructive to my health and happiness than anything 
I had ever donebefore. It was there that I lost my hearing; through the continualclatter and stunning blows of the big 
sledge hammers upon the ironplates, I became so deaf that I could hear nothing only as people wouldholler in my ears. I 
also met with a sad accident while at the businessby getting the thumb of my right hand caught in some machineryich 
crushedit bone and all as flat as a copper coin. This disabled me from doinganything for three months. The prospect of 
my ever being able to hearagain was very doubtful, so I had to quit that business. Sometime after Ihad left the business 
my hearing began to return to me very slowly, but Inever more than partially recovered it. So to a certain extent I 
hadbecome an old man before I was 20 years of age being both deaf andcrippled.

I next went to work in the coal mines. Here also I continued to be veryunfortunate and came very near losing my life a 
number of times; at onetime I got my ankle split, at another time I got my right knee badlycrushed, and at another time I 
had come down out of the drift where I wasworking to get a wedge and had no sooner gotten far enough away to 
escapewith my life when down came the roof like a clap of thunder.

But the worst accident that I met with in the mines occurred some timeafter this. While I was sitting upon a low rock 
cleaning out the spout ofan oil can, a long slip of a rock fell out of the roof of the mine aboutfive feet and a foot square 
catching me right across my shoulders anddoubled my face and feet together and broke in two pieces, one slid overmy 
head and the other down my back tearing the hair off my head and theskin off my back in a fearful manner and to all 
appearances had crushedthe life out of my body. There were several men there who lifted me upand said that my back 
was broken.

When I began to come to I saw the glimmer of three candles like a flashand then all would be dark again; my sight 
continued to come and go inthis way for some time before I began to realize my condition. Then Ibegan to try to 
ascertain whether my back was broken or not by drawing upmy legs and then stretching them out again. I soon realized 
that it wasnot broken and felt very thankful indeed. They put me into a coal wagonand one of the men took me to the 
shaft. The distance to the shaft waseight hundred yards and the distance from the bottom to the surface wasthree 
hundred yards perpendicular. In about two weeks I had so farrecovered as to be able to walk about a little, but it has 
troubled memore or less all through my life. For many years I was hardly able to getthrough a whole year without being 
laid up a spell with my back, and Ithink that by this time that I was about ready to join the ranks of theold men.

I left the coal mine and went to making shoes again (4th) this time on myown hook. I was about 21 years of age and had 
always been religiouslyinclined, and a great lover of books. I had kept myself pretty clear frommost of the vices to 
which youth is subject, and had lived a pretty goodmoral life. I never acquired the habit of drinking liquor, smoke 
orchewing tobacco nor taking snuff. I spent my leisure time in reading andstudy; I never learned how to play cards, dice 
or dominoes; I neverengaged in gambling or betting in my life. I had in some degree thecharge of my mother's family 
for a year or two, she having moved where Iwas since my father was absent nearly all the time. About this time 
mymother was taken sick and in about two weeks after, she died. It was inOctober 1839. She was aged 45 years; she 
was interned in the burialground at the Provedence Chapel, Dukenfie1d, Cheshire, England. My fatherthen came to live 
there and took charge of the familself.

On the 6th of January, 1840, I married Jane Higginbotham, an orphan girlabout 19 years of age; she had a baby on 
January 23rd, 1841, and diedApril 17, aged 20 years and 3 months. She was interred by the side of mymother. We had 
been married in Parrish Church at Ashton, Cheshire,England. The baby was a girl and was named Jane after her mother. 
Shedied October 9th, 1841, and was interred with her mother. Thesebereavements caused me to feel sorrowful, to reflect 
much about religion,to read the scriptures, and to pray for light that I might understand theprinciples of salvation. I had 
always been earnestly engaged seekingafter the truth; I had made a practice of attending as many of themeetings of the 
different sects and parties as I could get to, ofidentifying myself with several of them, and of enjoying myself prettywell 
for a short time with each of them but I could not rest satisfiedlong with any of them. I learned in a very short time 
about all theyprofessed to know about religion and it came far short of satisfying me.I had visited all the sects and 
parties around the country within reachand had concluded to stand aloof from them all for I considered that theywere all 
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lacking the true principles of religion. After that I wouldfrequently meet some of the ministers of the different sects to 
which Ibelonged who would claim me as a member of their church saying that theyhad converted me, to which I would 
reply that there was where the troublewas; that if the Lord had converted me I should have stayed converted.They would 
call me a backslider and labor with me to bring me back intothe fold again. I told them that I could not feel as they said 
they felt.I could not enjoy religion as they said they enjoyed it; I could not jumpand clap my hands and shout "Glory, 
Hallelujah, Amen," as they did; Icould not say "He is coming just now," "We have got Him just now." I saidthat it 
looked to me more like they were crazy than religious. They wouldthen try to scare me with hell fire, damnation, the 
bottomless pit andever-enduring torment and then wind up by praying that the Lord wouldshake me over the pit of hell 
and show me my awful condition before itwas too late. But I had become such a hardened sinner that all theirpowerful 
reasoning had no effect at all upon me for I did not think thatI was half as bad as they said I was.

I had never allotted myself to get into the habit of swearing or usingbad language, stealing or fighting; I never had 
anything to do withlitigation; I was very conscientious in all my dealings and strict inkeeping my promises. I will 
mention a little incident which will verifythis fact.

I was coming from the market one Saturday night, and there was an old manon the side of the road selling some books. 
There was one that I wanted,but I lacked a halfpenny of having enough to pay for it. "Well you cantake it," said the old 
man. "You are an honest boy; you will pay mesometime." "Well," I said, "if you will allow me to take it, I will payyou 
the halfpenny next Saturday night." When Saturday night came I walkedtwo miles expressly to take the halfpenny to 
him, having no otherbusiness to call me that way. When I handed it to him he said, "Oh I knewyou were an honest boy. 
I would not be afraid to trust you with asovereign, and the Lord will bless you all your life."

About six months before I was married, my half-brother James Silverthornmarried my wife's older sister. They had two 
children. The younger wascalled Martha and the older called Elizabeth. Their mother's name wasMercy, and she was the 
daughter of Matthew and Nancy Higginbotham. Theyhad two uncles; Matthew and James. About this time my brother 
Joseph gotseverely burned in the coal mines by an explosion of fire damp. It was inthe year 1840, and he was visionary 
and flighty in his mind ever after. Ihad come to the time when I first heard the sound of the everlastinggospel. It was in 
the month of March, 1841. Some of the Elders had justmade their appearance in the small town where I lived and 
calledDukenfield and Cheshire England. The way it came to me was as follows. Iwas sitting in my shop making shoes. 
The door was open, and some littlechildren stopped before the door to play. My attention was arrested byhearing them 
talking about people they called "dippers." They said thatthey dipped people over head in water and talked gibberish in 
theirmeetings, and the children tried to imitate speaking in tongues. I askedthem where they held their meetings, and 
they said, in an old room uptown and pointed it out to me. So I made them visit the next week.

I heard something at the first meeting that suited me better thananything that I had ever heard from any of the sectarians. 
I was not veryhasty in joining the church; I took time to investigate the principles ofthe Gospel pretty thoroughly, 
attended all the meetings that I could getto, borrowed a Book of Mormon from one of the Elders, and 
commencedreading it very earnestly and prayerfully. I had not read far before thespirit of the Lord bore testimony to me 
that it was the truth of heaven.I continued reading until I had read it through and got testimony aftertestimony 
concerning the truth of the work and divine authenticity of theBook of Mormon and concerning a Prophet, Seer and 
Revelator having beenraised up in those last days with all the power, authority and Priesthoodnecessary to build up the 
church of Christ upon the earth. I receivedtestimony that the Elders preached the truth from heaven, that theorganization 
of the church was according to the mind and will of heaven,and concerning the gifts of the Spirit and the gathering.

Before I was baptized I walked eight miles to attend a fast meeting heldby the Saints in the carpenters hall in 
Manchester, fasted, and at fouro'clock in the afternoon they had what they called a tea party. But therewas no tea there; 
they had hot water with plenty of good cream and sugarand plenty of something good to eat. I partook with them as 
though I hadbeen one of them, and felt in my heart that it was the richest feast inmy life, and the best company that I had 
ever enjoyed. The gift oftongues, the interpretation of tongues, and the spirit of prophesy waspoured out richly upon the 
Saints and they sang the sweet songs of Zion.Such a heavenly influence rested down upon the assembly that it was 
invery deed a rich foretaste of heaven.

For about a week before I was baptized I took a way one Sunday afternoonup by a beautiful riverside into a retired place 
for the purpose ofmeditation and reflecting undisturbed upon than of salvation which hadoccupied my mind very 
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forcibly for some time. I prayed to my HeavenlyFather in secret and confessed my sins. I had one of the most 
refreshingseasons that I ever experienced in my life, for my soul was truly humblebefore the Lord. My sins were made 
manifest to my mind; my ignorance andmy imperfections were shown to me, and I felt my weakness so keenly thatI 
wept again and again over my condition. As I lay prostrate on theground I poured out my soul in prayer before my 
Heavenly Father in thename of Jesus Christ confessing my sins and asking forgiveness from theLord. I covenanted with 
the Lord that I would forsake all my sins andbegin from that very hour to lead a new life and serve him the remainderof 
my life to the best of my abilities if I could but obtain his HolySpirit to assist me for I felt that I could not do it in my 
own strength.He heard my prayers and poured out his Holy Spirit upon me mightily whichcaused me to weep for joy 
and rejoice that the Lord had been so mercifuland good unto me all through my checkered life. My heart was made 
aslight as a feather that very hour for a change had taken place whichcaused me to feel like I was in a new world; the 
rippling in the riverwas like sweet music in my ear, and the birds sang sweeter than I hadever heard them before. I 
looked forward with joy to the time when Ishould be baptized and enter in through the door into the kingdom of God,for 
I had seen it and had a foretaste of its joys, which to me weresweeter than honey from the honeycomb.

I have now nearly got through with the history of my early life; I willmention one or two more little incidents before I 
commence with mybaptism. There was a firmness and decision of character accompanied methrough my youthful days 
that was really exhibited by the young men of myacquaintance. When I lived at that tavern during my 15th year I 
neverspent as much of my wages as would buy one pint of ale while the otheryoung men spent all their wages in drink. 
Another circumstance was thatwhen I worked with the boiler makers and coal miners, they had a customof paying us 
our wages on a Saturday night at some public house wherethey had to spend some for the good of the house. I would 
pay my share ofthe money but would not drink. Then I would leave saying that I had someimportant business to attend 
to [for I could not endure their obscenelanguage and ribald songs, their cursing, tobacco fumes--I could notendure it.] 
When I could avoid it, of course, they would curse and abuseme and tell me that I thought myself too good for their 
company; but thatdid not make me like them any better.

There was one more thing which happened when I was a very small boy whichI feel very delicate about mentioning. My 
father was an inveterate smokeraccording to his means and circumstances; he was out of tobacco and therewas no bread 
in the house for the children's breakfast nor flour to makeany and but one penny to buy anything with. A controversy 
arose betweenmy mother and him whether the penny should go to buy tobacco or bread;but, of course, father being the 
strongest party, it had to go fortobacco. It seemed as though my mother's heart would break with grief,and it made such 
an impression upon my little mind that I vowed that Iwould never use tobacco while I lived. I have kept my vow 
inviolate tothis day.

Now e got through with my history up to the time of my baptism. At thetime I had that joyful season in that retired place 
on the riverside, Imade up my mind to be baptized the following Sabbath morning. The weekthat intervened seemed like 
an age almost; I felt so much afraid lestsomething might intervene to prevent it. But when Sunday morning arrivedI 
arose at a very early hour, it was about four o'clock and called uponthe Elder that I had selected to baptize me. We 
resorted to the placewhere I had spent the previous Sunday afternoon, and he baptized me. Hisname was John Albiston, 
Jr. In my ignorance and simplicity I requestedhim to baptize me a second time, considering that once was 
hardlysufficient in my case, but the Elder said that it was all sufficient andto do anything more would be doing beyond 
the order of heaven and wouldnot be acceptable.

So I was satisfied, and oh! it was a season of joy and rejoicing such asseldom falls to the lot of poor fallen humanity 
while traveling throughthis wilderness of sin and sorrow. It was about the dawn of day on abeautiful midsummers 
morning; the scenery was enchanting, the birds hadcommenced to sing their sweetest morning songs and all creation 
seemed torejoice with me for it was a very important crisis in my life crippled asit was with the circumstances of the 
greatest moment to me. It was thetime when I was born a child of God and entered in through the door intoHis Kingdom 
and put off the old man with all his deeds. I put on the newman, Jesus Christ, and it was the time when I stepped 
forward to becomethe pioneer of my father's family for I was the first one to receive theprinciples of the gospel. The 
date of my baptism was June 28, 1841 in thesuburbs of Staily Bridge, Lankanshire, England.

On the 5th of September, 1841, I was ordained to the Aaronic priesthoodand preached the gospel some little in the small 
branches around. Ibaptized six persons, but the principles of the gathering had begun to bepreached, and I caught the 
spirit of it. From that time forth I neverparted with a sixpence necessarily until I had accumulated sufficientmeans to 
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emigrate to Nauvoo.

On the 1st of February 1842, I started from Bukenfield on my way forLiverpool, and one of my brothers named William 
and my sister Mary Annaccompanied me on my way until we came to a river and went down to thewater. I baptized 
them, and they returned home. I went on my wayrejoicing. [page 19 missing] place as I had described and returned 
quitedisappointed and told me that I had deceived her and she was quite vexedat me and I asked her if she thought that I 
was that kind of a man to lieto her like that and I told her that she had not found the right placeand described it to her 
again and the next day she actually fixed herselfup again and went in search of it a second time but returned with 
thesame results. Then they suspected that my mind was out of balance and herhusband and her quizzed me so close that 
they detected me and strange asit may appear they had never mistrusted me before, in all the strangestories that I had 
been telling them. And thus it was that the strugglebetween life and death had been going on within me and death had 
wellnigh gained the victory and the lady had called in some of neighboringsisters to come and stay with her one night to 
see me die. And they weretalking about me and expressing regret that a young man like me should betaken away in the 
prime of life not thinking that I could hear anythingthey said when a gleam of consciousness came over me and I spoke 
to themand said that they must not talk about me dying for I was not going todie.

That same night when Sister Smith was fixing me as comfortable as shecould in bed and tucking the clothes around me, 
I said to her, "SisterSmith, cover up Jane," and she said, "What do you mean George?" and thenturning towards the 
other sisters she said, "He is rambling in his head,he is thinking of his dead wife, he is nearly gone. He cannot live 
tillmorning." I spoke to her again and said, "Cover Jane up same as you haveme. She is lying in bed on the other side of 
me there." She said, "Thereis nobody but you in bed, you feel very sick don't you, do you wantanything else?" Then she 
left me, I was just about to pop through theveil and the spirit of my dead wife was hovering over me, I saw herexplain as 
I ever did in my life and talked to her and said, "Jane, howis it that you are permitted to visit me?" And she said, 
"Because youhave been baptized for me in the temple." On the 23rd of August 1843 Imarried my second wife at 
Nauvoo, Hancock County, Illinois. She was thedaughter of James Newberry and Mary Smith. She was aged twenty 
years,four months, and 10 days and I was 26 years old on the day we weremarried.

In the fall of 1843 I had a very narrow escape from being drowned in theMississippi River. I had been up to Burlington 
Island and with threeothers went to get a raft of firewood and we were trying to land it atNauvoo. We had swung the 
hind end as near to shore as we could get it andthinking that the water was shallow I jumped in to carry a rope to 
shorebut in place of being shallow it proved to be over ten feet deep where Ijumped in and a perpendicular rock there 
and being a very windy day thewaves dashed on the shore and then fell back again with a great forcedriving me further 
into the water, after struggling for my life for ashort time to get to shore found I could not make it and having let go 
ofthe rope in the struggle I turned and made for the raft again thinkingthat by the aid of the waves I might be able to 
gain it but having on aheavy blanket coat and big boots they soon leaded with water. And notknowing how to swim I 
went down like a lump of lead striking upon thebottom on my feet and not having lost my presence of mind I had closed 
mymouth and kept water out of me and remembered the rope.

It was a heavy cable about fifty feet long and I remembered the directionthe raft was in when I went down, so I raised 
my hands up and groped forthe rope stepping one way and then the other on the bottom of the riverin the direction that I 
thought the rope would be in and miraculously asit may appear, I caught the rope when it was within two feet of the 
endand commenced hauling it in hand over hand until I began to think thatthere was something wrong, it seemed too 
long, when I popped up withgreat force about four feet behind the logs, if I had struck them with myhead it would 
surely have killed me. I crawled out onto the raft andstretched myself out perfectly exhausted and the raft floated down 
theriver a mile before we landed it. Now, how I came to catch that rope inmy hand and how I was able to hold my 
breath as long as I did I cannotaccount for unless my guardian angel who has chover me was there todirect me in such a 
manner.

In the summer of 1844 I made brick in William Law's brickyard whileengaged at work on the 28th of June word came 
into the yard that Josephand Hyrum had been murdered the day before in Carthage jail by a mob andtheir dead bodies 
would be brought into the city that afternoon. Aprocession was formed on Malluland Street to receive them and escort 
themthrough the city to the Mansion House, Joseph's residence. Many thousandsof people assembled and such a time of 
mourning I never witnessed,neither before nor since. Some express their sorrow by weeping and someby praying for 
vengeance on their murderers and some could neither shedtears nor speak and a good many wanted to go and take 
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vengeance on theirenemies and murderers by laying Carthage in ashes but through theinfluence of Parley P. Pratt, 
Willard Richards and other influentialbrethren the people were calmed down and the corpses were taken to theMansion 
House to be prepared for the Saints and friends to take a lastsad view of these they loved so well. On the 29th, not less 
than tenthousand people assembled at the Mansion House to view the remains of themartyred Prophet and Patriarch for 
the last time and a heart renderingscene it was, I was one among the crowd who went to see him.

My first daughter Lavine by name was born about one month after Josephwas killed. In the winter of 1844, I had 
another narrow escape from beingdrowned in the same river. I had been over into Toway digging a well andhad finished 
it about noon and started to come home and when we got tothe river it was dark. The river was frozen over so as to bear 
teams uphauling wood and they had made a track on the ice but the sun had beenpretty warm that day and had melted 
some snow so that the water hadflowed over the track and obscured it so that it was not plain and therebeing no moon 
we lost our way while crossing and having no object tosteer by we had to guess at it and the man that was with me was 
prettybadly scared. I had to go before him some distance before he wouldventure to follow me, so I came to a place 
where the ice was tender andnot knowing what way to take to get off of it I thought it would be thebest way to step 
lightly and go quick so I stepped off in a light springygait and had not gone more than a rod when I plunged head long 
into anairhole, one of those places that remain open in all large rivers and donot freeze in the winter. The place was 
about a rod wide and a rod andhalf long down stream.

I had a long barrelled shot gun in my right hand at the time which I heldonto. I was always remarkable for presence of 
mind in danger so I closedmy mouth and kept the water out of me and although I had no knowledge ofswimming as 
natural instinct led me I soon found myself in the bestposition possible for catching on the ice when the current carried 
medown to it. I was floating as near the surface of the water as the weightof the shot gun held up out of the water in my 
right hand would permitme. When I struck on the ice with the gun butt it broke, in an instant Istruck again and it broke 
but the fourth time it didn't break and I wasenabled to raise my head out of the water and take in a breath and restfor a 
moment. I then raised my left hand and examined the thickness ofthe ice, the thin edge had broken off until it was nearly 
two inchesthick but that was not sufficient for me to attempt to get out, so Iplaced the gun as far over on the ice as I 
could and raised my other armout and g upon the edge of the ice by my arm holes, the current rippingby me and pinning 
me up against the under surface of the ice as close asit was possible for me to be.

I then looked around for the man that was with me and saw him standingabout four rods distant from me struck 
perfectly motionless like astatue. I called to him, he was my brother-in-law, and he said, "George,are you there?"

"Yes," I said, "There is hope yet; go down about three rods below me,"for I could see then where the ice was strong as 
my face lay flat on theice and, "run to the shore as fast as you possibly can and see if you canfind a rail or a long pole 
and hurry back with it and I will try to hangon till you come back," so he flew off like a cloud and was gone what 
Ithought to be about twenty minutes, whether that was correct or not Icannot say but it seemed to be an awful long time. 
Presently I heard hisvoice calling to me and I answered it and he kept calling and I answeringuntil he got to me with a 
long round pole on his shoulder and he said,"I've got a pole; where will thou have it George?" so I directed him togo 
two or three rods below me and lay the pole toward me bearing hisweight on it about six feet from the end until I could 
reach it in thesame position, he done so and I reached over and placed my hands upon itand with a superhuman spring 
which any human being could not make withoutdivine aid I landed right out of the water upon the weak ice, as light asa 
feather and I pushed and he pulled bearing our weight upon the pole asmuch as we could until we got on the safe ice, for 
we had to go somedistance before we reached it, our weight causing the weak ice to sway sothat the water flowed over it 
several inches deep.

O, dear it makes me hold my breath while I am writing it but we got on tosafe ice and made our way off it as soon as we 
could. Now if there wasanything in the other case that made a great miracle of it, there is notin this one.

I had over two miles to walk before I got home and a bitter cold frostynight it was and the pain, a torture that I endured 
from the cold cannotbe described, my clothes froze stiff upon my body and every step I tookhad to break the ice to do it; 
crack, crack was the sound I made everystep and it seemed that every joint of my body was being torn but by mainforce. 
My shoulders wanted to drop out of their sockets and I had to holdon the collar of my coat to prevent my arms from 
falling out. My bodyseemed to be entirely separated into two parts at my loins and it waswith the greatest difficulty 
imaginable that I could make any use of mylegs but by the assistance of my brother-in-law I succeeded in gettinghome, 
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after a tremendous struggle. My wife made up a good hot fire andplenty of good hot pepper tea and I went off to bed 
and she piled all theclothing there was in the house onto me and I fell asleep and thawed outand my joints got back into 
their places and the pain left me.

When I woke up I was not much worse for wear. Now, how anything moremarvelous could happen to a human being 
and yet he be able to survive it,I am at a loss to imagine, I have never heard nor read of a parallel caseto it in all my life. 
I forgot to mention one point in its proper place:when I sent my brother-in-law in seh of a pole, the pole he brought 
layready for him to pick up, the first thing that he saw when he set foot onthe land. I have not desire to take any credit to 
myself for my ownsmartness in extracting myself from those difficulties but feel to giveGod the glory and the honor of 
my salvation and acknowledge his hand inall things, Amen.

One would think that when our enemies had succeeded in taking the livesof the prophet and patriarch that they would 
have been satisfied for atime at least, but no they continued to clamor for blood and we wereharrassed continually and 
threatened with having our homes laid in ashesand the rest of our leaders slain, hence we were under the necessity 
ofkeeping strong guards on duty day and night. Those were times to trymen's souls. I have been on guard night after 
night with my brethren onthe prairies between Nauvoo and Carthage to prevent the mob from comingin unaware and 
setting fire to the city and murdering more of ourfriends. I have lain in the [Nauvoo] temple night after night upon 
thehard wooden benches with my rifle by my side expecting an attack everyminute, I have laid in my bed with my 
clothes on and my gun leaningagainst my pillow where I could lay my hand upon it at any hour of thenight and jumped 
from my bed at all hours of the night at the sound ofthe big drum and the ringing of the temple bell which was a signal 
for usto gather; and I have been armed and equipped and at the place ofrendezvous inside of five minutes. I can say 
further that I believe thatI have lived as poor and worked as hard at the same time as any other manand can say from 
experience at that time that the thoughts of the thingwas always worse than the thing itself, and I suppose it is the case 
withdeath, for a dying person never weeps.

About a month after Joseph's death Sidney Rigdon set up his claim asguardian of the Church, saying that [the church] 
was not of age to dobusiness for itself being only about fourteen years old and as he wasnext in authority to Joseph, it 
was his duty to act as guardian until thechurch was twenty-one.

On the 5th of August of 1844 a special meeting was appointed for thechurch to come together to hear what he had to say 
on the subject. He didnot occupy the stand where Brigham and some of the rest of the Twelvewere but he stood in a 
wagon with some of his supporters in another partof the congregation, and occupied the time in the forenoon and 
ordinarilywas very eloquent and pleasing speaker but at that time he made a veryfeeble effort. In the afternoon President 
Young replied to what had beensaid and when he arose to speak I was sitting holding down my headreflecting upon 
what had been said by Rigdon when I was startled byhearing Joseph's voice. He had a way of clearing his throat before 
hebegan to speak by a peculiar effort of his own, like Ah Hem, but it had adifferent sound from him to anyone else. I 
raised my head suddenly andthe first thing I saw was Joseph as plain as I ever saw him in my life.He was dressed in 
light linen suit with a light leghorn hat such as heused to wear in the warm weather and the first words he said were, 
"Righthere in [is] the authority to lead this church," at the same timestriking his hand on his bosom and went on to utter 
several sentences inJoseph's voice as clear and distinct as I ever heard Joseph speak and hisgestures and appearance 
were perfect. This was testimony sufficient forme where the authority rested.

On the 8th of October, 1844 at the reorganization of the seventies wasorganized in the 12th Quorum, Hyrum Daytin Sr., 
President.

In the month of October 1844, I put me up a nice little brick house, 16by 22 feet on a lot that I owned, about a quarter of 
a mile northeast ofthe [Nauvoo] temple. I had also another lot situated upon Young Street,about one mile east of the 
[Nauvoo] temple.

The mob continued organizing and gathering apostates into their ranks andthreatening to exterminate the Mormons and 
on the 10th of September,1845, they set fire to Morley's settlement and Green Plain, burned allthe houses, barns and 
shops in the settlements and drove the sheriff ofHancock County from his home and tried to kill him, when Porter 
Rockwell,in defending him, killed a man by the name of Worrell who was a leader inthe mob and took active part in 
killing the Prophet and Patriarch. Thepersecution continued to rage and people left the small settlements andwent to 
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Nauvoo for protection and business was paralyzed. We were kept onguard nearly all the time and many poor men were 
entirely destitute ofanything to eat at times. I was among that number when inquiry was madeovernight who was in that 
condition and next morning there would beseveral fat cattle to butcher and deal out. The early part of the summerof I 
engaged to dig a well for Father Bent on his farm, a short distancenorth east of the city, and while I was engaged in 
doing it he sold thefarm to a mobocrat by the name of Flinn.

Arrangements were made that I should go on and finish it and Flinn was topay me for doing all the work, so I continued 
on and when I had gone downabout 40 feet I struck water and came out to speak to the man about it,who was plowing in 
the field a short distance off. I asked him for someof the pay when he got mad and began to curse and swear. There was 
apronged root of a young tree which he had plowed up lying on the groundnearby so he ran and grabbed it by a prong 
and made for me with it. Idodged out of his way, when he sent it whizzing at my head. I ducked downand it missed me; 
then he put his fingers into his mouth and whistledthree times. Then three or four men came running across the field 
towardsus so I thought it best to be getting away from there. I took to my heelsin good earnest and ran down by the well 
and took my brother-in-law whowas helping me and we made for the woods which were not far off. We gotinto the 
thick brush and thought ourselves pretty fortunate to get awaywith our lives after having dug the well for nothing.

Later in the summer the mob took Phineas Young, and his son Brigham,prisoners while returning from the McQueen's 
Mill with a load of flourpassing through the town of Peatusac. They appropriated the team andflour to themselves and 
dragged them back and forth through the woodsfrom county to county so that their friends could not find them. 
So,William Anderson, who was afterwards killed, together with his sonAugustus in the Nauvoo battle, was appointed a 
deputy sheriff to raise aposse of 50 men to go in search of them. I was one of the number; wetraveled through the night 
and got into Pontusac about daybreak in themorning. He was almost scared to death and gave us all the informationthat 
he was in possession of. He said that there was a large cany of menin the brush just out of town. They were well armed 
and intended to havea fight, so we scoured the brush on both sides of the road and presentlycame upon them. Many of 
them had their rifles cocked and were in the actof taking aim, they were led by the notorious Frank and Chauncey 
Higbeewho had taken such an active part in bringing about the murder of Josephand Hyrum.

The guard said that the mob numbered three hundred men, so when we camenear enough to them to be heard, Captain 
Anderson called his men aroundhim and spoke to the mob in a loud voice and said, "O, yes we know youare there, and 
we know how many you number. If there were five times asmany there we should not be afraid of you. There are only 
50 of us herebut there are five hundred a little way back. We have the authority andhold the powers to search the town 
for our brethren. If any one of yousnaps a cap we will lay your town in ashes. We command you in the name ofSheriff 
Backenstos whose servants we are, to come out of the bushes andlay down your arms," so they came out but were 
unwilling to give up theirarms. Captain Anderson said to his men, "Now my men each of you disarmhis man."

It fell to my lot to disarm the notorious Chauncey Higbee. He wasunwilling to give up his rifle, so I caught hold of his 
hands as thoughhis arms were no more than straws. We disarmed all of them and took sevenof the leading men 
prisoners; two were the Higbee's (they were sons ofElias Higbee who was one of the [Nauvoo] temple committee) we 
searchedthe town of our brethren but could not find them.

We then started on our way back, taking those prisoners with us. We leftword in the town that if anything happened to 
our friends they need notexpect to see the faces of their friends again alive. In three or fourdays after that our brethren 
were set at liberty and came home. Whetherthe team and flour were ever returned I cannot say but I think not. Ashort 
time after that occurrence five of us were going up the Mississippito get a raft of firewood from Burlington Island and 
when passing throughthe town of Oquake; we were rowing the skiff up the river and three werewalking on shore. One 
of us called into a store on the river side to buysome matches. There were three or four mobocrats sitting in the store, 
atthe time, one of them said to us, "You are some of them damned Mormonsain't you? We will make it hot for you when 
you go down again on yourraft."

When we were leaving the store and going down the bank to the river oneof them stepped into the door and fired a shot 
after us, which mowed thebrush down close to our right hands as we were going down a narrow path,one after the other 
close together. When we went down again we keptpretty well over the other side of the river and went down in the 
night.
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In September 1845 the authorities of the Church made a proposition to themob that if they would cease their 
persecutions and assist the people indisposing of their property they would leave the state of Illinois thefollowing 
spring. In October a delegation of leading men were sent infrom Carthage to confer with the authorities of the Church 
about theMormons leaving. It was agreed to that the mob should cease to molest usand assist us in disposing ofproperty.

On the 5th of October the first meeting was held in the [nauvoo] templeand it was crowded very full and the floor 
settled and caused quite apanic and several broke the glass and jumped out at the windows. It wasexpected that the floor 
would settle a little but people were notapprised of it. October 6th, General Conference was held in the [Nauvoo]temple, 
there had been none for three years. William Smith, the Prophet'sbrother, was cut off from the church. He had made 
great threats that hewould expose the Twelve and their awful doings and said that there wasnobody that durst undertake 
to cut him off the church. He was a boastful,bullying individual. Then President Young stepped forward to present 
hiscase before the people; he said that William Smith had made a great manythreats about what he would do, but if he 
undertook to treat them as hehad his brother Joseph, he would find out that he had got the wrong manto deal with for 
once. He further said that he carried a little toothpickaround with him for his own protection, at the same time drawing a 
long,thin dagger out of a walking cane and presenting it before thecongregation, and said it would not be healthy for any 
man to lay violenthands on him--if they did he would run that through them, so help himGod, if he had power.

I will now say a few words about how the mob carried out their part ofthe treaty in helping us to dispose of our property. 
O my soul, whattrash they brought along to offer to us for our comfortable homes, goodbrick homes and excellent 
farms. It seemed as though they had scoured thecountry for hundreds of miles around for all the old balky, 
swaybacked,hipshot, blind eyed, ringbones, and spavined things which they calledhorses. All the worthless breechy, 
halt, lame and blind old oxen and allbroken horned, three-legged, one-footed kicking old cows that could suitthemselves 
into the bargain. Wagons they would bring along composed of anold wheel poked up here and another there, one of one 
size, and anotherof another size with broken clinch pins. Axle trees pinned together withwooden pins and wooden clinch 
pins to hold on the wheels. Old shot gunsand rifles with neither lock, stock nor barrel. I mean things that wereperfectly 
useless, which from their standpoint, considered suitableequipment for us to travel in the wilderness with. Therefore 
they thoughtthat we would be very eager to trade away our homes to them for suchthings.

This may be thought by some to be an exaggeration, but I will try todescribe an outfit that was offered to me. Two men 
owned it inpartnership; they said they wanted to buy city property with it. Theyrepresented it as being a very good team. 
The near horse was the worstlooking thing that I ever saw in my life. His back was curved downwardsnearly to a half 
circle. It was blind in one eye and both knees werelame. The other one had one stiff hind leg with the hip running up to 
asharp point way above the other, with some kind of white looking eyes. Icould not tell whether he could see at all or 
not and both so poor theycould hardly walk.

The wagon was composed of four old wheels of different sizes. One axlehad been broken off about one-third of its 
length. One end had been madefor it with an axe and pinned on with wooden pins. Wooden clinch pins tohold on two of 
the wheels, an old scooner had been placed upon them. Idscarcely see over the top when I got in to see them move 
around. They didnot believe in moving much. They went along a few rods one way but whenthey undertook to turn 
them around to go back, they turned about halfaround and that was as far as they would go. No amount of 
persuadingcould get them to go any further. I concluded that they would hardly suitme and got out and left them. Now, 
strange and incredulous as it may seemthat is as true a picture as could have been drawn of that outfit.

As will readily be perceived we were not much benefited by the treatythat the mob made with us. There had to be 
something else done to helpfit us out for traveling through the wilderness to the promised land.There was a general 
cooperative wagon shop established and almosteverybody turned into wagon makers. The way the wagons were made 
throughthe winter of 1845 and 1846 was as follows.

Some went to the woods to cut the timber, others hauled it to thetemporary shop, which was erected of boards with 
boiler furnaces andovens to season the timber. Some were engaged in splitting and sawing thetimber. Others were 
testing and boiling the brine and other processes todestroy the sap out of the green timber. Others were engaged in 
hewing,shaving and dressing the timbers. All those who could handle tools wereset to mortising, fitting up and putting 
wagons together. In manyinstances wagons were set up in from three to four weeks from the timethe timber was 
growing in the woods. A great many wagons were build inthis manner, and they done good service in crossing the 
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plains. I haveforgotten the number, but they ran up into the hundreds. I had one andcrossed the plains with it, and used it 
several years after I got intothe valley.

The fury of the mob continued unabated. They continued to persecute theSaints, one man was killed at Green Plains and 
another one was poisonedin Carthage. The people living in small settlements around Nauvoo whobelonged to the church 
flocked into the city for protection. One hundredand thirty wagons with teams were sent to bring in the burned 
outfamilies and what grain they could get from Green Plains. President Younghad to hide away a good deal to escape 
being arrested by the mobofficials.

I was working on the [Nauvoo] temple at the time they arrested WilliamMiller and thought they had got him. They were 
both in the upper rooms ofthe [Nauvoo] temple at the time when an officer appeared at the door withpapers to serve on 
Brigham Young, with authority to arrest him and takehim to Carthage. Someone told President Young they had put two 
officersat the door waiting to arrest him. When he spoke to Brother Miller hesaid, "Brother William, put on my cloak 
and go down to the door and seewhat they want." Brother Miller done so and when the door was opened theyarrested 
him and took him to Carthage feeling sure that they had gotPresident Young.

They never found out their mistake until they had reached Carthage andtook him into a tavern. The news began to 
spread that they had gotBrigham Young, and they kept him in a room to show him to the mobbers whowould keep 
flocking into look at him, when an old man who was acquaintedwith him went in to take a look at him and said, 
"Gentlemen, if youthinat he is Brigham Young you are most damnably mistaken. I know BrighamYoung too well to be 
fooled in any such way as that." They then asked himwhat his name was; he said, "My name is William Miller, you 
might havefound that out sooner if you had been smart." Of course while this wasgoing on President Young was looking 
after his part of the businesspretty sharply. The officers were badly sold and poor William was left totake care of 
himself.

It was in December 1845 when this occurred. I continued to work steadilyon the [Nauvoo] temple for the last six or 
seven months before the workceased on it altogether. The last work I done was Peter [Ofine] andmyself laid the flight of 
stone steps in the front of the [Nauvoo]temple.

An incident has just occurred to my mind which had a little fun in it. Ithink it was in the latter part of July, a special 
meeting of theBrethren was called, a political meeting of some kind I think, withreference perhaps to making an appeal 
to the President of the UnitedStates and the Governors of several states in regard to our presentcondition and treatment 
which we had received from the states of Missouriand Illinois. It was held in a hollow a little southeast of the temple; 
avery bad person, a doctor somebody, I have forgotten, Dr. Charles (JohnF.) was there in attendance for the purpose of 
taking notes andobservations to bring nore trouble upon us if possible. When the meetingwas dismissed, a company of 
young fellows gathered around him, with astick in one hand and a knife in the other and struck up a lively tune 
bywhistling, beating time by whittling the sticks and slashing out theknives as near to him as they could without 
touching him.

If there was ever a more thoroughly scared man I saw one there. He lookedon every side with a terrible anxious and 
uneasy look for a chance tobreak away. They were so very close around him and had such awful lookingknives, 
everything from a common jack knife up through all the differentgrades of butcher knives to the largest kind of a 
carving knife, so hewas obliged to wait until they got through with him. I did not join thecrowd, but I enoyed the fun as 
much as any of them. When he got away hewent and made complaints to President Young and other authorities andsaid 
it was perfectly outrageous that a gentlemen and a stranger shouldbe treated in such manner as that in a free country. 
The president saidin reply that he supposed that the boys considered themselves to beliving in a free country. And that 
there was no law that he knew ofagainist whistling or whittling. That he sympathized with him very muchin his troubles, 
his cause was just but he could do nothing for him. Thiswas meant as an offset to the reply that President Polk made 
whenappealed to by the Saints in Missouri trouble. President Young couldenjoy a good joke as well as any man and so 
could the rest of theBrethren.

On June 3, 1845 the Legislature of Illinois repealed the city charter ofNauvoo and at the conference its name was 
changed to the City of Joseph.Another item occured to my mind which I should before I the forepart ofthe same month 
in which Joseph was murdered. The first number of a papercalled the Nauvooo Expositer was published. A paper of the 
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Salt LakeTribune stated, Joseph said that Nauvoo was not large enough to hold himand that office at the same time; that 
he would rather die tave thatpaper go on. He being mayor of the city called the City Council togetherto deliberate on the 
paper and they unanimously declared it a nuisanceand passed an ordinance to abate it. Three days later the City 
Marshallwith the police broke up the press and threw it out and scattered thetype all over the ground about the office. 
That caused a great commotionin camp and all hell was stirred up and Warsaw Signal, or Stinkall moreproperly 
speaking, howled and the apostates and mobocrats joined theirforces together and said that if that could not reach him, 
powder andball should.

So on the 27th of the same month the secret combination was permitted tocarry out the hellish purpose. The Warsaw 
Stinkall seemed to be the paperto give the signal when to strike the fatal blow, that sealed the doom ofthe state of 
Illinois. It seems also that wherever the headquarters ofthe Kingdom of God is established over the earth, there the head 
ofBeelzebub is established also, for that paper was a true representativeof the dark legions of Sheol and its editor was a 
true representative ofhis father Balial. So it is today with the Salt Lake Tribune and itswhiskey scribblers.

The last three years of the history of the Church in Nauvoo, namely 1844was the crowning point of the power of the 
apostasy and mobocracy and theshedding of innocent blood, they murdered Joseph and Hyrum, WilliamAnderson and 
his son Augustus, and a number of others. Joseph's twocounselors, Sidney Rigdon, and William Lab apostatized, three 
of theTwelve; William Smith, John E. Page and Lyman Wight. John C. Bennett,mayor of the city and Mayor General of 
the Nauvoo Legion; also WilliamMarks, President of the Nauvoo stake of the Church. Alpheus Cutler, oneof the 
[Nauvoo] temple committee, Francis Higbee and Chauncey S. Higbee,sons of Elias Higbee. Wilson Law, Dr. Robert 
Foster and brother Charles,all leading men and men of influence apostatized and a great many otherswho only hung on 
by a very slender thread fell off afterwards. James J.Strange set himself up as a Prophet, Seer and Revelator to lead 
thechurch to the Devil if they would follow him.

It seemed to be a pretty hard struggle at that time for the church tokeep life in it. So the woman had to flee into the 
wilderness with themanchild where a place was prepared for her where she could be nourishedfor a time, times, and half 
a time and there was given her two wings of agreat eagle, that she might get out of the dragon. The serpent cast outof his 
mouth water as a flood. After the women that he might cause her tobe carried away by the flood which the dragon cast 
out of his mouth. Thedragon was wroth with the woman and went to make war with the remnant ofher seed which kept 
the commandments of God and had the testimony ofJesus Christ. This is what John the Revelator said about it 2800 
yearsago. Who can say that it does not apply unto us in our life.

Certainly the church had to flee into the wilderness and take thepriesthood with her and the earth helped her to escape 
from the dragon ofapostasy and mobocracy to a place of safety by placing a distance of overa thousand miles between 
us and our enemies. This also fulfilled aprophesy uttered by Joseph Smith about three months before he was killed.That 
is five years the Saints would be out of the power of their oldenemies. Whether apostle of the world, John, specifthe 
time that thewoman should be nourished in the place that was prepared for her beforethe dragon should make war on the 
remnant of her seed, I do not know.There were some Saints who did keep the commandments of God and had 
thetestimony of Jesus Christ. I do know that we had good peace for over 33years before the Edmond's Law was passed.

I will now go back and relate an incident that came under my observationon the evening of 18th of June, nine days 
before Joseph was killed. TheLegion had been called out to parade and Marshall Law had been proclaimedby the 
mayor; Joseph had addressed the Legion that day. This was the lastpublic address that he ever gave. After they were 
dismissed they seemedinclined to linger and gather in groups to discuss about the signs of thetimes and the doings of the 
mob. There were probably about 50 of us inthe group. I was standing on the outside and looking westward when I sawa 
man on horseback cantering along on the banks of the river going northabout 3/4 of a mile from where we stood. I 
called the attention of someof the brethren to him, saying, "That looks like Joseph, and it is verymuch like the gait of his 
horse that he calls Joe Dunkin. Can it bepossible that he is riding out alone at this late hour when his enemiesall around 
are thirsting for his blood?"

About that time he halted, being about due west of us, and turned hishorses head towards us and cantered right up to us. 
When within about tworods of us he reigned up his horse, and stood back in the stirrups and inthe most cheerful manner 
spoke to us and said, "Good evening my boys, Icall you my boys because you are my boys in the gospel. The wolves are 
onmy track and I don't know that they will hunt me down this time. Theyhave got another writ out for me and they want 
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to drag me to Carthage.Will you let me go?" We all in one voice cried, "No." He then repeatedagain, "Will you let your 
General go?" Then all in one voice rang outstill louder, "No." He then said, "I knew you would not, God bless you 
myboys. Good night."

Then he reigned up his horse and stood in his stir-ups again for a minuteor so and the horse danced and capered in 
beautiful style as though hewas very proud of his noble rider. He then turned and cantered awaytowards home. While 
the horse was dancing and capering I was looking veryearnestly into Joseph's face and I beheld a halo of glory 
surrounding hiscountenance like the dazzling rays of the sun. Whether anyone else sawthis or not I cannot say. I have 
never seen anything about it in print orever heard anyone speak of it since. He made some very important remarksthat 
day while addressing the Legion, but my memory has failed to retainmany of them. A few of his sentiments however, I 
have retained.

At one time he straightened himself up in a very erect and bold positionand drew his sword out of its scabbard and 
presenting it before him said,"The sword is unsheathed and shall never return to its sheath again untilall those who reject 
the truth and fight against the kingdom of God areswept from the face of the earth by sword, famine and by pestilence 
andthe judgments of the almighty--which he will pour out from time to timeuntil the earth is cleansed from wickedness 
and made fit to be inheritedby the Saints later."

Joseph having been warned of the Lord to flee to the west to save hislife, him and his brother Hyrum and Willard 
Richards and his trustedservant Porter Rockwell crossed the Mississippi River late in theevening, but his wife Emma 
and others threw themselves into war of hismaking his escape by sending a couple of faint-hearted individuals toupbraid 
him of being like a shepherd fleeing from his sheep in the hourof danger. Joseph could not stand to be upbraided of 
cowardice and turnedaround to them saying, "Do you want blood; if you do you shall have it.If my life is of no value to 
you it is not of much value to me," turnedand went back with them the next day. Thus like his Royal Master beforehim, 
had willingly laid by his life for his sheep. President Young, whilemaking some remarks about it on [one] occasion in 
the old Tabernacle inSalt Lake City said that, "It was Glory and Honor to him but misery toher and to them who were 
the means of bringing it about."

I have heard it asserted that on one occasion Joseph remarked to some ofthe brethren that he expected to ride that 
favorite horse of his, that heset so much store of, in eternity. That would be pretty strong doctrinefor the sectarian world.

In February 1846 while I was working on the [Nauvoo] temple, myself andwife received our first endowments. About 
this time my wife's sisterHarriet, who was several years younger than her, came to me privately andasked if I was 
willing to take her along with us to Salt Lake and make awife of her when we got there. I asked if she was willing and 
she said,"Well she did not know, but that she would as soon have me for a husbandas anybody that she knew." So with 
that understanding she came andcommenced to live with us and started with us while we resided in Nauvooand started 
with us when we started to out West.

I will leave off here and take it up again in its proper place. Icontinued to work on the [Nauvoo] temple for several 
months longer, but Ihave forgotten the day when work ceased on it. On the 29th of April, 1845I received the following 
certificate, the original of which is pasted inmy scrap book:

"This may certify that George Morris is entitled to the privilege of thebaptismal font, having paid his property and labor 
tithing in full toApril 12th, 1846, City of Joseph, April 29th, 1846. William Clayton,recorder by James Whitehead, 
Clerk.

Soon after this the [Nauvoo] temple hands were called together by OrsonHyde, to see if they would be willing to 
consecrate 2/3 of the that wasowing to them if he could succeed in raising enough money to pay them thebalance, which 
we all readily consented to do. He, with the assistance ofothers, succeeded in raising the money and paid us accordingly. 
Ireceived three gold sovereigns which made me feel like I was pretty richas I had never before, all put together received 
to the amount of fivedollars in cash for my labor in the four years and four months I hadlived in Nauvoo.

The question t be asked then how did I live? I received flour, cornmeal,bacon, firewood, lumber, brick and now and then 
a little molasses. I gota little sugar a few times from Charles Allen for digging and tending hisgardening nights and 
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mornings after working all day on the brickyard. Ibought my clothes all from England with me that I wore during that 
timewith the exception of a few articles which my father sent me afterwards.I got married and had to start housekeeping 
under such circumstances;well how did I manage to do that? I had bought a bed and some beddingwith me from 
England for my accommodation while crossing the sea. I alsoaccommodated two other young men with me and I 
brought some dishes that Ihad while housekeeping in England. With a couple of quilts that my wifehad managed to fix 
up a bed so to get along pretty well in that regard, Ihad money enough left to buy five hundred feet of lumber and I got 
theprivilege to lean a shanty against the house that Brother WilliamAnderson lived in, who was afterwards killed by the 
mob.

I was not able to get shingles to cover it with so I had to cover it withboards, and the roof being rather flat and the 
boards being pretty. Whenit rained it was a little worse than being out of doors. We got alongpretty well with that 
rolling the bed up in as small a compass as wecould and putting it in as dry a place as we could find and 
throwingsomething over it to keep it dry.

After a while we to be a little richer and we built a nice little brickhouse and we did not have to roll the bed up then to 
keep it dry. We wereable to appreciate the difference between the two ways by experience, butwe had no sooner began 
to appreciate the difference between the oldshanty and our nice little brick house than we were compelled by the mobto 
dispose of it for anything that we could get for it. When an old Dutchwidow lady came along and said, "I have 80 
dollars for dat plaze." Isaid, "You can have it notwithstanding that it had cost me between threeand one hundred 
dollars." She paid me the money and I took it and gaveforty dollars of it for a Nauvoo made wagon. The other forty to 
theNauvoo comnittee, Almond T. Babbit, Dad Fullmen and Joseph L. Haywood whohad been appointed by the Twelve 
to dispose of Nauvoo property, for alarge yoke of oxen and on the 12th day of crossed the Mississippi Riveron my way 
west.

Harriet, my wife's sister started with us but having nothing in my wagonprovided for our use while traveling I had to 
work for my outfit after westarted. So I drove out about 12 miles west from the river into IowaCounty and stopped in a 
neighborhood where two of my wife's brotherslived, Abraham and James were their names. We stopped our wagon 
there aday or two and I went to hunt for work and ride arrangements to sink awell. I also engaged an old cabin that had 
been used as a stable situatedabout a mile distant from where they lived and fixed it up so that wecould live in it. I sunk 
three wells in succession and had got what Ithought for an outfit and was rejoicing over the prospect of being ablein a 
few days to resume our journey but while I was engaged in finishingthe well, at the top of the third well I was taken 
violently sick. Inconsequence of overanxiety of mind and governing myself, at that hardhealthy business. The result was 
that I lay sick with the fever and aguefor four months and five days.

Ser I was taken sick, my wife was confined with our second daughter. Wenamed her Julia Ann. My wife did not do very 
well after her confinement.She was afflicted with the jaundice bad, when she began to get betterfrom that, inflammatory 
residue settled in her knee and she was scarcelyable to walk at all. Soon after a very large abscess broke out under 
herarm pit which deprived her of the use of her right arm for some time. Iwas almost helpless myself, I have seen many 
people with the ague but Inever saw anyone as badly affected with it as I was. I would shake to theextent that the old 
cabin would shake too and the dishes on the shelfwould rattle and I would turn black in the face and came near 
tosuffocating often for want of breath. While in this condition one of mywife's sisters, who was married and living some 
distance away came tovisit her brothers. Together they came down to see us and she and herbrothers bantered and 
tantalized Harriet so much about being my spiritualwife and calling her Mrs. Morris that she left us before we were able 
towait on ourselves and went away with her sister. I had my oxen running ona piece of prairie land in front of the cabin 
tied head to foot so thatthey might not run away and where we could see then and keep watch onthem.

Soon after I was taken sick I had one of them stolen and in a short timeafter the other strayed away. I never heard 
anything of them again so Iwas left without a team and during my sickness my outfit that I had madewas nearly used up. 
When I began to recover a little my anxiety was suchthat I went to work again before I was able. The man that owned 
the cabinthat was not willimg that we should live in it any longer. We had livedin the old stable about seven months so 
we moved away early in the springof 1847, into another old cabin which was a little more comfortable thanthe stable we 
had led. It was more comely and set alone in the woods agreat way from any other house and away from home all the 
time and mywife, alas alone with her two little children. I learned that there was afoul plot brewing in the hearts of 
several wretches to play a foul gameupon us, and that it was not safe for my wife to be there alone.
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We moved again some distance from that place into another miserablelittle hut. It stood near another house where there 
was a family livingby the name of Doty, who had been we felt a little more secure from beingassaulted by any of the 
base wretches that infested the country, forthere were a great many apostates and some mobbers all through theCounty. 
The place we had moved to this time was a very bad place forwater and by digging a hole about ft. deep in the head of a 
hollow in thewoods. Nearby I found a little seep of water that furnished us with justabout enough for house use. In 
consequence of the dryness of the air itfailed and there was no water that we could get nearer than a mile awayand that 
was a stagnant hole out on the prairie and that had to be gottenby making a sled out of a forked limb of a bee and 
placing a barrel uponit and hauling it with oxen. When we had a barrel it had to be strainedto take the wigglers out of it 
and then before we could use it. As Istated before, through the anxiety I had to make an outfit and yetstarted again on 
my journey west.

After that I commenced to work again before I was able, but by main forceand power I kept up until I had dug several 
more wells and began tosomething more around us towards an outfit, when I was taken down sickagain and sick again 
for three more months. I spoke of the difficultieswe had to get water and I had no team of my own to haul it with, so 
wehad to be beholden to somebody to haul us several barrels. There were twofamilies living a short distance away on 
each side of us, one of themhauled us two, and the other, one barrel each. When it rained my wifewould set out every 
dish we had in the house under the eaves of the oldcabin to catch every drop of water she could, if it could be 
calledwater, for it was more like mud, thick with the dust and soot that lodgeson the old clapboards. We were thankful 
for it and strained, boiled andused it but it tasted rather strong after all. I remember we got into avery tight pinch at one 
time for water. We were actually suffering forit; when I had to crawl out of the cabin and hand upon the fence wait fora 
wagon that we heard coming at a distance and beg the driver to haul mea barrel of water from the hole on the prairie. I 
could not speak loudenough for him to hear, so I waved my hat and he stopped and came to seewhat I wanted. I told 
him, but he didn't want to for a while, saying hewas going to market to Keotul, and he was in a big hurry and that 
waterwas so far away that he could not possibly spare time to go. I pleadedwith him so hard and he saw how helpless I 
was so he took his team andgot it for us. O, how thankful I was for it. It has just occurred to mymind that it was done so 
on two occasions, another stranger got somewater for us. May the Lord bless those two men, for what they did for usin a 
time of need.

My wife was three weeks at one time and could not wash a single thing forwant of water. In the meantime, Harriet my 
wife's sister, that startedwith us from Nauvoo and was with us part of the time through our firstspell of sickness got 
married and did not live very happy and died soonafter. May the Lord bless her for the rod she did for us in the time 
ofour great sickness, into Eternity for her.

When I began to recover so as to be able to get around a little, we movedaway from that place into another old cabin 
that had neither fireplace,chimney nor windows in it. It belonged to an old lady, she said I couldfix it so that we could 
live in it I could have it, and might give herwhat I had a mind for the use of. I built a fireplace, chimney and made 
awindow in it, we got along better in it than we had in either of theothers. The old lady, whose name was Philips, was 
quite reasonable, shesaid that she did not want to poison anybody because they were Mormons.She had two sons, young 
men in their teens, they had a good deal ofkindness in their nature. When we got fixed I continued to sink wells. Imade a 
good deal of means and got two nice cows, a large yoke of oxen anda yoke of young steers. I dug the old lady a good 
well. She was greatlypleased with it for they were in a bad place for water too. I got cornand cornfodder for my cattle 
through the winter, store pan and otherthings that we wanted from her. Both she and were very kind to us andthey would 
have liked to had us stay there.

While I was there I made a very daring experiment in digging a well. Itwas on what was called sand prairie about 12 
miles from Keokuk. The earthwas composed of fine red sand and nothing else as far down as ever anyonehad gone 
down and no one had ever succeeded in getting a well. I engagedto dig a well. I dug about six feet down, which was as 
far as I could gowithout it falling in. I then got some plank and made a circle the sizwanted the hole to be and as wide as 
the thickness of the wall had to beand put it in the bottom of the hole and commenced to build the wall uponit. When I 
had walled it up to the top I commenced digging out of thecenter inside of the wall. The weight of the wall would carry 
it down andforce the sand to the settle as fast as I could dig it out. Every tide ithad settled about two feet down. I loud 
wall it up on the top again andin that I down fully 40 feet and got water. It would be a very dangerousundertaking for 
anyone to try, and would not work in anything but clearsand. The spring of 1848 had now opened and I had set the 1st 
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of to makeanother great effort to get by after the church. I had made two verygreat efforts before, and failed through 
sickness and this time also theprospects looked very dark. My wife had been confined with her thirddaughter and the 
second one in the wilderness of Iowa, about two weeksbefore the time set for leaving. I did not get along very well and I 
hadbeen sick with fever and ague myself at different times through thewinter and was not feeling half well at that time.

We waited one week after the time set. I had gotten the old lady's fiveboys to help me yoke up the cows and the young 
steers and they had beenrunning with their yokes on all the time for over a week. My wife wasstill confined to her bed. I 
had put the things in the wagon the dayprevious intending to start next morning anyhow, but when morning cameshe 
was very sick indeed, being taken with a chill and a violent feverfollowed it. In all appearances we were to fail the third 
time. I wassorely tried and being weak in body and consequently weak in mind I wastempted to think that the Lord did 
not care anything about such a poor,worthless creature as I was, and that I was entirely beneath his noticeand gave way 
to making some very foolish expressions.

After I had given vent to my feelings and reflected a while. I went to mywife and asked her whether she thought we had 
better try to go or give itup all together. She said, "Do as you think best." A strong feeling cameover me at that juncture 
that made me feel as though I was as big as atwo story house. I said then, "We'll go if the Devil stands in the gap."I went 
over to the widow's house and I asked her if she would be so kindas to come and assist me in making a bed in the wagon 
for my wife. "Whyyou don't think of putting her in the wagon in the condition she is in doyou? It's like committing 
murder," she said, "She will not live many daysI tell you." "I
ll do it and trust in God," I said. She fired the bed andwith the assistance of one of her sons we lifted her into the wagon 
andmade her as comfortable as we could.

With the assistance of the two young men we got the cattle hitched up. Wetried the old cattle on first; the boys said the 
others would only be ahindrance. There was a little bluff to go up about a quarter of a milelong before we could get on 
the level road. Got so steep that the oldcattle could have hauled as much again of a load as I had alone if theyhad been 
disposed to. They refused to pull the wagon a yard; they wouldback and turn to the right or left or anything but move 
forward theywould not. The three of us were utterly unable to make them go by beatingthem or anything else that we 
could do. They were a large yoke of finelooking matches, black cattle as fat as butter. We then hitched theothers on 
before them and tried them that way but it seemed as thoughthey had all entered inoonspiracy not to go up that hill, or 
that theDevil did actually stand in that road before them to prevent them; forthey would get them started up a little way 
they would start and rushdown again with all their might and it was with the greatest difficultyimaginable that we 
prevented them from turning the wagon and rushing downthe hill helter skelter. By all three of meeting them square in 
theirfaces and beating them on their noses with all our might with toughhickory saplings which we were all well 
provided with.

How my wife stood the mental torture that she must have felt, besidesbeing so sick I cannot tell for she never screamed 
once as far, but weall stuck to it and at last we got up the top of the bluff, where therewas a cod long stretch of level 
road to travel. We stopped and rested ashort time for we were all tired out. We had a terrible battle but we hadwon it. I 
thanked the boys for they were well entitled to all that Icould do in that way at least, we shook hands and they returned 
home. TheLord reward them for their kindness to us and the valuable assistancethey and their mother lended us in our 
hour of great distress. I put thewhip to my team and did not spare it until I had got them about humbleenough to do just 
about as I wanted them and they made tracks prettyfast.

I fell in with two other wagons who were going to the same place as Iwas, Council Bluffs, traveled together. One of 
them was a horse team andthe other was a team of very spry cattle and they traveled very fast. Ihad to hurry my cattle to 
keep up with them and my large cattle got veryfoot sore. While passing by a man plowing in a field with a very 
poorlooking pair of cattle by the side of mine I asked him, "How he wouldtrade with me for my big ones?" He asked me 
how I wanted to trade. Iasked him, "Ten dollars to boot." Mine to look at were worth about asmuch again as his were, 
but they were too heavy and too fat to travelfast. He said he would give no boot, but if I had a mind I might switchmine 
and bring them into the field and take his. I did so, although itlooked like a very uneven trade, yet the cattle I got from 
turn wereactually worth two pair such as mine for traveling and mine were a greatdeal more than his beef. We both got 
the best bargain in that trade.Suffice it to say we traveled three hundred miles in ten days, as soon aswe got on the road 
my wife began to get better and by the time we arrivedat Council Bluffs we had both got to be pretty rugged.
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I have something on my mind now that is nothing to my credit. I don'tknow whether I had better write it or not, I think I 
will though, it willnot hurt anyone. I think the two men that the wagons that we traveledwith were terribly addicted to 
swearing. The spirit took hold of me andnot having been used to it I made a very awkward business of it to besure. I 
could not fix my mouth so as to swear easy like they could. Theywould laugh at me and I would feel at myself that I 
could not do it anybetter when the fit was on me. I would hate and despise myself and thinkthat I would never do it 
again when the fit had gone off. Then I wouldget excited, it would take hold of me again and I almost scared my wifeout 
of her wits by doing it so awkward. She said my swearing sounded agreat deal worse than the other men's did and she 
would quit it if shewere me. I did not do it only when I got excited and when we hadseparated (from the men), I had 
almost left it; for of course, we allcalled ourselves Mormons. We did nclaim to be Latter-day Saints; hardly,we were 
only in the first stage and we had not become fully developedLatter-day Saints yet. We only professed to be Mormons 
and we were butvery poor specimens at that.

I thought that I had about overcome the spirit of swearing again, untilone day after we had traveled some distance on 
our way towards thevalley. Brother Lorenzo Snow was captain of the hundred, Job Stoker ofso, Thomas McLellin of the 
10, that I traveled with. We were crossing abad, miry creek and the captains were the first wagon that was the lastone in 
the line. The captain had made a little miscalculation and stoppedhis team a little too soon so that there was not room for 
me to drive outon the bank, so I was stopped down in the mire. The captain was standingon the bank to see us out when 
I ripped out a terrible oath at him fornot allowing me room to get out, it was a terrible oath to be sure. Inthat same award 
manner in which I had been to swear before, it was alllike a streak of fire and brimestone than anything else. I looked 
andthere sat Brother Snow in his buggy on the bank watching the teams cross,he gave me such a look and the captain 
that I had sworn at stood therelooking right at me but neither of them spoke a word to me. They didn'tneed to for the 
looks they had given me were quite sufficient. They leftme and passed on. When I had got out and cooled down I felt 
fearful meanbut they didn't hear anymore swearing from me.

I must now go back to Council Bluffs. When I started from there, I own, Idid not intend to go any further than there that 
season on account of nothaving the outfit that was required to cross the plains. We stayed therefive days with my wife's 
father who had got there a year previous, whilethere I learned that there was a great deal of sickness there and onaccount 
of having had so much sickness for the last two years. I had gota perfect dread of it. I began to think that if there was 
any possibilityof getting away in any of the large companies that were then beingorganized at Elk Horn River I would 
do it, outfit or no outfit. I myselfposted with regard to the progress they were making in organizing andparticularly with 
regard the time the companies were to start.

On the evening of the last day before they were to start a little aftersundown, when the organizations were all coveted 
and the outfits had allbeen examined, I rolled up along on the opposite side of the river therethe companies came and on 
arriving there. The first man I saw was a veryintimate friend named Henry Boyle. He came from the same branch of 
theChurch as I did and crossed the sea with me. As soon as he recognized mehe called out, "Hello George is that thee? 
Come on, we want thee in ourten. There is just room for one wagon in it. Come on and I will help theeto ferry over thy 
wagon. Turn thy cattle into the river and swim themover, that is the way we have all done. They have just finished 
goingthrough our wagons to see that we have all got the right outfit. I guessthat thou art all right by the looks of the 
wagon and team." The outsideappearance was pretty good. If the inside of my wagon had been examined Icould not 
have passed. I would certainly have been sent back for all Ihad to live on for 18 months at least, was three hundred 
pounds of flourand two bushels of parched corn, and there were five of us in the family.

After having traveled on the road a few days the Page [?] Company, onaccount of their poor circumstances, were put to 
travel first on the roadthat they might wild meat to help out their provisions. My realcircumstances having become 
known, I was put to travel with them. Havingtwo cows that were giving milk, we nearly lived on milk and wild t allthe 
time while crossing the plains. I scarcely ate as much as threefingers of bread per for nearly all the time while crossing 
the plainswhich took us from the 22 of May to the 20 of September 1848. Beingloaded light we traveled faster than the 
other companies. Frequently wehad to stop three or four days at a time while they came up, mostly atrivers and streams 
of water where we had to hunt fording places and getour wagons over and help the other companies to get theirs over 
quently,which was generaly a long, wet job. I think I forded the river twenty-twotimes.

When we got to Green Alver we had to stop there ten days to wait forPresident Young to come up as he wanted to go at 
the head of thecompanies into the valley. While waiting there I undertook to fixsomething to wear upon my feet. I had 
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become entirely barefoot havingstarted from Iowa with a half worn pair of boots on my feet and hadtraveled about 1300 
miles. I had protected my feet by winding strips ofbuffalo hide around the old boots to keep thee upon my feet. I also 
nademoccasins of raw buffalo skin but I could not nake them work for whenthey were dry they were so hard and so 
small that I could not wear themand when they got wet they were so big, so flopping that I could not keepthem on my 
feet. While we were waiting for President Young at GreenRiver, I went around the camp and begged some old boot tops 
and scraps ofharnesses. I made an awl out of a piece of wire and I happened to have aball of shoe thread with me, I took 
my axe and cut a limb of a cottonwoodtree and made a last out of it. I got some hard bletch of a wagon wheelsfor wax to 
wax my thread with and then sat down and closed the pieces ofboot tops together with seams running in all directions, 
for there wereno pieces large enough to make either a front or a back for a shoe. Ithen looked at my old boots to see if I 
could find anything in them thatI could make any use of. I had to take the inner soles to form afoundation for the new 
shoes for there was nothing else that I could dowith it. I then took a cottonwood stick and roasted it and sewed a roundor 
two of it and split it into pegs. Having got my aerial together I satdown to concoct a pair of shoes not according to any 
rule that I had everlearned before about shoemaking but strictly according to the rule of aRocky Mon circumstances. My 
stock was composed of little narrow stripscorners of harness leather mixed in with pieces of odd boot tops for 
soleleather and filled full of pegs to hold them together. That's the way thefirst pair of shoes were made that I ever wore 
in the valleys of themountains and they lasted me nearly a year before I could get any more.

I landed in Great Salt Lake Valley on the 20 of September 1848, about onethousand wagons arrived in the valley that 
year. Three days after Iarrived in the valley I laid off my wagon bed and left my family andthings in it, in the fort, and I 
went into still Creek Canyon, cut andhaul logs to make lumber. Brother Archibald Gardner, one of the pioneers,had put 
up a little saw mill just below the mouth of the canyon. I workedat it three weeks, which was as long as my cattle were 
able to stand it.I got 1800 feet of boards for my part after the sewing was paid for. Isucceeded in geg a quarter of what 
was called beef. I do not know what itwould be called now, it was an ox that had helped to haul a wagon acrossthe 
plains that summer. We were very thankful for it helped out ourscanty supply. I paid for it with a part of the lumber and 
the rest ofthe lumber I kept to use in putting up a little home which I built veryearly in the spring of 1849.

I had made the adobies and hauled them on to the ground the fallprevious, it was the third little adobe house built upon a 
city lot.After the city began to be laid out I had about a thimble full of appleseeds which I had picked out of a few dried 
apples before, I startedWest. I put them into the ground as early as I could for the frost. Abouta dozen of them came up, 
but the crickets kept eating them off but Isaved half a dozen of them by keeping them encircled with papers. One ofthem 
bore two or three apples and the third year from the seed which werethe first apples raised in Great Salt Lake Valley.

On the 5th of February 1849 the mercury was 33 degrees below zero. JudgePhelps said that it would have been colder if 
the thermometer had beenlonger. I thought that was quite cold enough for we were sleeping in awagon bed under a 
single ducking cover at the time with three littlechildren in it. We obtained our city lots at first by drawing tickets outof 
a box containing the numbers of the lot on them; mine was lot five, onblock one of the first lot of Salt Lake City, and 
contained one acre anda quarter. I also drew an acre lot in the same way upon which I sowed myfirst wheat in the fall of 
. I took great pains in putting it in butthere never came up a spear from it. This was very strange because it washalf a 
bushel of very choice wheat which I brought with me from CouncilBluffs, entrusted to my care by my wife's father who 
expected to come outhimself and get some seed from it. When he came the ground was afterwardsplanted to corn and 
produced a very heavy crop, but was cut off by thefrost while it was in the milk and produced no corn.

By the blessings of the Lord I raised a little crop that summer. Thepioneers had sown wheat the summer before on 
ground where my city lothappened to be and they had succeeded in saving it from the crickets andwhile being 
harvested, it had shelled out a little. In the spring Idiscovered some scattering bunches coming up and I took great pains 
tosave every spear of it, watering, weeding and doing everything I could tomake it grow. It stooled out and spread 
wonderfully and produced twelvebushels of the finest wheat that I ever saw, which might be considered agreat miracle 
under the circumstances. At all events it was a greatGodsend to me at that time for although we had rationed all the 
timesince we arrived in the valley on the smallest allowance possible to keepbody and spirit together, we had run 
entirely out of bread stuff sixweeks before I gathered that little best.

Along that six weeks it became known that we were entirely out of breadone and another of the brethren and sisters 
would bring us a little outof their little now and them. Together with thistle roots and segos whichI dug and berries 
which we got off the Indians we fared much better.After we had become entirely out of them we had during the time we 
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hadbeen rationed on so little. During this great pinch, one of the brethrenby the name of John Gray, who had co in with 
a pretty good outfit, cameto me and said, "Brother Morris, I have heard that you have got no breadfor your family to eat, 
it's too bad. I wonder if I have anything thatwould get you a little. I have a little sugar, I will let you have alittle of it if 
you think you can get bread stuff with it." I said, "Thatif it could be got for anything I thought it could be for sugar."

He brought me nine pounds and his wife sent two or three yards of calicothinking that might help a little. I had some 
hickory that I had broughtwith me to make a couple of shirts, which I was needing very bad myselfat the time. I took 
these and went around among the pioneers who hadraised a little corn that summer and I got a few quarts from one, half 
apeck from another a peck from another and so on. After spending two dayspeddling I actually made a raise of two 
bushels of soft corn that hadbeen nipped by the frost, the season not being long enough at that timefor corn to ripen. I 
took and got it crushed at a little corn crackingmill that Brother Ball had set up in the mouth of North Mill 
CreekCanyon. When I had got it home into my little house, that I had just gotmy family 6 into, out of my wagon, I felt 
the richest and most thankfulman that I ever been in my life. I was fully prepared to appreciate thefact that the Lord was 
blessing me in a marvelous manner by opening theway whereby I had been able to obtain corn meal after having lived 
foreight or nine months on very small rations.

I was prepared to appreciate my little house and home after having livedin a wagon bed all through one long cold winter 
under a single cover,with three little children which were very troublesome on account of thecold. My wife had the 
privilege to do her cooking in a room that hersister had in the fort but we had to sleep in our . For the space ofnearly 
three years we had been what might properly be termed strangersand pilgrims on the earth without abiding place. The 
first public worksthat was started in Salt Lake City was the Council House which now laysin ruins; work was started on 
it in February 1849. I did some work on it,laying rock.

In this same month Wards were organized with the following named men forBishops: Peter McCue, First Ward; John 
Lowry, Second Ward; ChristopherWilliams, Third Ward; Benjamin Brown, Fourth Ward; Thomas Winters, FifthWard; 
William Hickenlooper, Sixth Wards; William G. Perkins, SeventhWard; Addison Everett, Eighth Ward; Seth Taft, 
Ninth Ward; DavidPettigrew, Tenth Ward; John Lytle, Eleventh Ward; Benjamin Covey, TwelfthWard; Edward Hunter, 
Thirteenth Ward; John Murdock, Fourteenth Ward;Nathaniel V. Jones, Fifteenth Ward; Shadrach Roundy, Sixteenth 
Ward;Joseph L. Heywood, Seventeenth Ward; Newel K. Whitney, Eighteenth Ward;James Hendrix, Nineteenth Ward. I 
have been a member of the SeventeenthWard from its first organization. I am about the only male member leftthat has 
resided in it from its organization. Bishop Kickenlooper is theonly Bishop of the first organization living and in fact, I 
might saythat we have become almost entirely a new community with but very few ofthe first settlers left. I have 
become a stranger in my own ward althoughI am the oldest member in it. I know but few of the ward members and 
veryfew seems to know me.

We had succeeded in running a temporary fence around the ward and itwasmisfortune to live where a pair of bars were 
erected on the maintraveled road from the north. I have sometimes thought that one of themost prominent traits of 
character that this people has got is to leavegates or doors open after them when they pass through them. They seem 
tothink that it belongs to someone else to shut them after them. With barsit is still worse for it takes more labor and time 
to attend properly tothem than it does to gates or doors. It is very poor policy to leave thestable door open until the horse 
is stolen before you shut it. There isan old saying which is a true one, put up the bars and keep the Devilout, but I think 
that we miss it a good deal by leaving the bars down andletting the Devil in.

I used to think so when I lived by those public bars that I spoke of.Nearly everybody seemed to think that it was their 
business to let themdown and leave them down and mine to put them up and not only that, theythought that they had a 
right to travel cater-cornered across my lotafter it was planted, because it was a little block. When I wouldremonstrate 
with them about crossing my garden, they would say whose roadused to go along here? My patience got sorely tried 
sometimes and it wasa good thing that I had quit my swearing for there was a chance to dosome pretty tall swearing 
there at the time. I came very near it oncewhen one of the Bishops came along on horseback and through the end ofthe 
bars down as he sat on his horse and left them and deliberatelystarted right across my planted garden. I ran after him and 
caught thehorse by the bit when about in the middle of it and told him in a ratherrough kind of way that if he did not 
turn right around and go back Iwould knock him off his horse right there, so he went back.

Another time four or five official brethren went through in a doubleseated and left the bars down and passed on, I 
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caught the horses by thetail and held them while I gave them a pretty poked lecture, with severalpretty sharp points 
sticking out of it. I asked them what kind of anexample they were setting, whether it was in accordance with 
theirpreaching. I told them that I received nothing for tending the bars dayand night and that I thought it was a little as 
they could do put them upwhen they went through them. One of them got down and shut them up.

I suppose that I have to be charitable and let them down as easy as I canand say that we are all good brothers but a little 
courtesy. It took agood deal of charity to cover the case, when they passed through allhours of the night and left them 
down, and cattle around all watching toget in and all our crops were inside the fence upon our city lots. When Iwent to 
bed I could not sleep but would lay harkening for the bars todrop. Frequently I would have to get up several times in a 
night to putthem up. There is a good deal said about the patience of Job, but thereis nothing said about him who was 
living by the side of a pair of[public] bars as I did. I think he was pretty patient (Job) with thosefriends of his, who 
upbraided him so much while in the midst of hisdistress with having brought his troubles upon himself through his 
ownwickedness by robbing the widow and the fatherless when the Lord himselfhad born testimony to Satan that his 
servant Job was a perfect uprightman.

After I had tended those [public] bars until my patience had becexhaustedI began to study on some plan to get relief. I 
thought that if I couldbuild a fence around my own lot that would do it but I had no team, theyhad died in the winter. I 
concluded to make a team of myself so I took abuffalo robe and quilt and some grub in a sack and a little light chainand 
went up into the canyon and cut poles and bound the chain around sixto eight at a time and then put it over my shoulder 
and the down themountain. I half a mile on the snow to where a wagon could get to them. Iworked at it until I had got 
enough to fence my lot all around, then Ihired a team and hauled them home. I fenced my lot all around to myselfand 
the satisfaction I felt in having it enclosed from continualdepredation and of being able to sleep undisturbed in the night 
more thancompensated me for all the hard labor it had cost me.

In the year of we had not only the black crickets to contend with thathad destroyed a large portion of wheat the pioneers 
had put in the yearprevious but the grasshoppers made their appearance in large farmsthreatening to destroy all our 
crops at this time. The people turned outin large numbers to fight them in every way they could think of anddestroyed 
immense quantities of them. The Lord sent the gulls in largeflocks to our assistance, they would light down upon the 
ground where theinsects were the most numerous and pick them up until they had filledtheir craws with them and then 
they would vomit them out again. The gullswould go on filling and emptying continually for hours at a time 
untilpassing over the ground where they had been working; one would counthundreds of those piles which they had 
vomited up as large as a man'sfist. These piles were composed of the legs, wings of the insects everyfew of the living 
ones left. So with what the Lord had done for us withthe gulls and what we done ourselves by His help, we were able to 
saveenough to prevent anyone from starving. The mountaineers who had lived inthe mountains for many years said they 
had never seen the birds beforethe Mormons came here.

Another great drawback that we had to meet with was that there was frostin every month of the year, except July. James 
Bridger, an oldmountaineer, told President Young when coming here that he would give onethousand dollars for the 
first ear of corn that was raised in Salt LakeValley, as no rain fell in the valley during the summer and the chance 
ofbeing able to sustain ourselves seemed unlikely. Some men got discouragedand took their families to California. The 
time was now drawing near forthe fulfillment of a prophecy delivered by Brother Heber C. Kimball, ashort time before 
the church left Nauvoo which was to the effect that allthose who proved faithful and true and stuck to the old ship Zion 
wouldbe richer and better off in less than five years than ever they were intheir lives before, which was brought about in 
the following manner.

The Mormon Battalion chat had been demanded by the United StatesGovernment, from a traveling company of afflicted 
people who had beendriven out from their homes and property to seek a home in the wildernessamong the savages, to 
go and fight their battles with Mexico weredischarged on the frontiers without any provisions being made for them 
toreturn to their families which they had left upon the plains. Thebrethren had to get work in California to make money 
to enable them toreturn and while digging a mill race for a man by the name of John A.Sutter, they discovered gold. 
This soocame down in the Eastern States andset the whole country in a blaze of excitement.

Before I go any further I will mention a more recent prophecy uttered byBrother Kimball; he said, we would be able to 
buy goods in Salt LakeValley cheaper than they were sold in New York in less than two years.And that we would have 
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plenty of money to buy them with too. As soon ashe had uttered it he, he felt scared almost out of his wits to think 
thathe had predicted such an unlikely thing as that. Brother George A. Smithwho was sitting right by him spoke to him 
and said, "There, Brother youhave bat your boiler this time sure." This was in the spring of at ameeting held in the old 
fort. But he had not, although he thought he had,the 16th of June, about three months afterwards the gold diggers began 
tomake their appearance at the mouth of Immigration Canyon and continuedcoming by thousands through the summer. 
Men in the East who were alreadywell off spared no expense in fitting themselves out with splendid teaand wagons, 
well-fitted with everything that was good, and rushed theseas fast as they could, thinking that if they could only get 
there firstthey could be able to their fortunes in a few weeks.

The result was that their cattle became foot sore and jaded and unable totravel as fast as they wanted to go. By the time 
they reached Salt Lakethey had become perfectly frantic with excitement and were very eager totrade off their footsore 
cattle for fresh ones, offering in someinstances two or three yoke for one fresh one, horses and mules with packsaddles 
were eagerly sought after, one would often fetch fabulous prices.I cannot better illustrate this matter than by taking my 
own case andgiving some of the details of my own.

I never was one to trade and took a lot of banter to get me into a tradeanyhow. I had a small yoke of three year-old steers 
that had strayed awayfrom me in the fall and I had supposed them to be dead, they had made outto live through the 
winter and when spring opened and grass began to growthey had picked up and got into pretty good order. I incidently 
cameacross one of them when not expecting it and thinking that perhaps theother might be living too I commenced 
jaunting the range over and foundthe other one. When I had gotten them together in the yoke and waspassing by a camp 
of gold diggers when I was hailed by one of themsaying, "Hello mister, will you trade them cattle?" "No," I said, 
"Theyare all the team I have got and I want to go into the canyon today andget some firewood." "But I will give you a 
great deal better for them,only they are a little footsore and not able to travel as fast as we wantto go." He pointed to a 
fine large yoke of oxen in order only they walkedpretty lame. He said, "What do you say about trading your little ones 
forthem? I said that I could not get any wood with them and I had to havesome right away. "Well," he said, "there is an 
old ox over there, hismate died on the plains, what do you say about trading your little onesfor those three big ones?"

I still hesitated and stood mum when he said, "Come, what do you say?" Ireplied, I want a little money. "Well," he said, 
"you must think a greatdeal of your little oxen but they are the kind we want and we must havethem. I will give you 
three oxen and ten dollars for them." So I let himhave them and on examination Iund that there was nothing the matter 
withthe ones I got only being foot sore. I took them down into the mirebottoms and let them run three or four days in the 
mud and it drew thesoreness out of their feet. No one could tell from their looks that theyhad sed the plains that season. I 
took the ten dollars and went down tothe camp and laid it in for things which we were bad in need of and got alarge 
quantity of stuff for it, among which was a good coat and pair ofboots for myself, some flour, bacon and groceries 
which started us toliving again quite comfortable.

In the course of a week or so I went down into the bottoms to get theoxen, intending to work them a little and while 
passing another camp notfar from the place where the first one was. They began to banter me for atrade without asking 
me a single question about whether they had crossedthe plains that year or not the cattle looked so well and walked off 
sospry and lively that they did not even suspect that they had. I tradedwith them and the result was two yoke of oxen 
and fifteen dollars in cashfor them. I got a splendid wagon which the owner said cost him 110dollars, have it gotten 
expressly to cross the plains with for the old oxthat I got in the trade.

I will not attempt to give the details any further but suffice it to saythat at the end of the season I had five yoke of oxen 
and a splendidwagon and cows. I also had clothing, boots, shoes, breadstuff andgroceries sufficient to make us more 
comfortable than we had ever beenbefore. We lacked for nothing that was necessary to make us ascomfortable as we 
could desire besides having some luxuries to enjoy.Thus being an eyewitness, I am able to testify of the literal 
fulfillmentnot only of the prophecy of Joseph Smith's, uttered just before hisassassination that in less than five years the 
Saints would be out of thepower of their enemies whether apostated or of the world. And also theprediction by Heber C. 
Kimball, just before the church left Nauvoo; hesaid that all those who remained faithful and true and stuck to the oldship 
Zion would in less five years be richer and better off than theyever was in their lives before.

Also another one uttered more recently at a meeting in the old fort inSalt Lake City when he [Heber C. Kimball] 
prophesied that in less thantwo years we would be able to buy goods in Salt Lake cheaper than theywere sold in New 
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York, when Brother George A. Smith told him he hadbusted his boiler. But I have been eyewitness and a partaker of 
theblessings spoken and know that they were true predictions and fulfilledto the very letter. I further testify that the God 
of Israel brought thisall about and that His hand was made visible and manifest in a miraculousmanner in behalf of his 
poor afflicted people who were robbed andpersecuted and driven outside of the confines of civilization by the 
goodChristian people of the United States. We were willing to come away andsacrifice our homes and put our trust in 
God and cast our lot among thesavages and live in the wilderness because we were too obliged.
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