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the greater portion of the way; we thus
worked the path through, and arrived here
on the day we now commemorate.

This is a hasty glance of history. To enter
into details would introduce matters that
would unnecessarily harrow up the minds
of many. Suffice it to say, like the pilgrim
fathers who first landed upon Plymouth
Rock, we are here pilgrims, and exiles from
liberty; and instead of being driven into the
wilderness to perish, as our enemies had de-
signed, we find ourselves in the middle of
the floor, or on the top of the heap. Right
in the country that scientific men and other
travelers had declared worthless, we are be-
coming rich in the comforts and blessings
of life, we are now rocking in the cradle of
liberty, in which we are daily growing; and
I challenge the Union to produce a parallel
of this day’s Celebration.

I say to my young friends, be firm to ex-
tend the principles of freedom and liberty
to this country, and never suffer the hand
of oppression to invade it.

In the history of our persecutions there
have arisen a great many anecdotes; but
one will perhaps serve to illustrate the
condition in which I wish to see every
man that raises in these mountains the
hand of oppression upon the innocent. I
wish to see such men rigged out with the
same honors and comforts as was the hon-
orable Samuel C. Owen, Commander-in-
Chief of the Jackson County mob. He,
with eleven men, was engaged at a mass
meeting, to raise a mob to drive the Saints
from Clay County. This was in the year
1834, in the month of June. They had
made speeches, and done everything to
raise the indignation of the people against
the Saints. In the evening, himself, James
Campbell, and nine others, commenced
to cross the Missouri River on their
way home again; and the Lord, or some
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accident, knocked a hole in the bottom
of the boat. When they discovered it, says
Commander Owen to the company on the
ferry boat, “We must strip to the bone, or
we shall all perish.” Mr. Campbell replied,
“I will go to hell before I will land na-
ked.” He had his choice, and went to the
bottom. Owen stripped himself of every
article of clothing, and commenced float-
ing down the river. After making several
attempts he finally landed on the Jackson
side of the river, after a swim of about
fourteen miles. He rested some time, being
perfectly exhausted, and then started into
the nettles, which grow very thick and to
a great height, in the Missouri bottoms,
and which was his only possible chance in
making from the river to the settlements.
He had to walk four miles through the
nettles, which took him the remainder of
the night, and when he got through the
nettles, he came to a road, and saw a young
lady approaching on horseback, who was
the belle of Jackson County. In this miser-
able condition he laid himself behind a log,
so that she could not see him. When she
arrived opposite the log, he says, “Madam,
I am Samuel C. Owen, the Commander-
in-Chief of the mob against the Mormons;
I wish you to send some men from the next
house with clothing, for I am naked.” The
lady in her philanthropy dismounted, and
left him a light shawl and a certain unmen-
tionable undergarment, and passed on. So
His Excellency Samuel C. Owen, who was
afterwards killed in Mexico by foolishly ex-
posing himself, contrary to orders, took up
his line of march for the town, in the shawl
and petticoat uniform, after his expedition
against the “Mormons.”

My young friends, have the goodness to
use every man so, who comes into your coun-
try to mob and oppress the innocent; and
LADIES, DON’T LEND HIM ANY CLOTHING.
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