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the most beautiful of God's creation,

spreading out in valley or plain, and

which perhaps is now laid desolate, and

drenched in human blood.

I was elsewhere when this valley was

settled. How was it? Behold, when

they arrived here, all they had to sub-

sist upon, until they raised it from the

soil, was in their wagons. There were

no crops to come to; there was nothing

provided to cheer them at the end of

their long and toilsome journey; and the

skeletons of cattle might be seen walk-

ing to and fro, without anything provided

to feed them upon through a long win-

ter. And then, when they had plowed

up the soil, and sowed seed in the earth,

and the fields began to show an evidence

of a future supply, the crickets came in

millions from the mountains, and nearly

devoured all that grew; everything that

germinated in the shape of food for man

was eaten by the insects.

But before they had completed the

work of destruction, the hand of Prov-

idence prepared agents, and sent them

to destroy the destroyer; a circumstance

that was rare, one that was never

known to exist before, and never since

to any extent—behold, the gulls came

in swarms, and as clouds and eat up

the crickets, and checked them in their

destructive career; and there was just

enough saved to feed the hungry with a

scanty morsel.

There are many before me this morn-

ing who can no doubt remember well

when their meal bags were perfectly

empty, with only a distant prospect of

their being replenished; and when a

cow was slaughtered, rare as it was,

they eat everything; even the hide was

boiled, dressed, and eaten, and every-

thing else, external and internal, that

possibly could be eaten was eaten; there

was nothing lost.

One man said to me, "I labored

hard under the pangs of hunger to

put up a little adobie cabin and pre-

pare to live, and at the same time my

wife and children, pale with want, were

ranging the hills and benches to find

thistles and roots to eat, which we boiled

in the milk of the remaining cows the

wolves had not eaten."

Those who have come here since the

Valleys have become a little fattened,

think it hard if they cannot get what

they want, and immediately enjoy a ful-

ness with those who have borne the bur-

den and heat of the day. They think it

hard if they have to pass through a close

place, and have to struggle a little to ob-

tain the comforts of life. But look back

to the early settlements of this place,

when nothing but destruction stared its

inhabitants in the face, what surety had

they from the savage that was in their

doors and in their tents? Here was the

hostile and bloodthirsty savage, prowl-

ing around, and the early settlers knew

not what hour he might pounce upon

them; they were out of doors; they had

not a house to live in, or to form a de-

fense, much less a fort to protect them,

until they were able to throw up some-

thing of a temporary character to shield

them from the attacks of the wild man of

the mountains.

This is a little of the early history

of this settlement. We have prospered;

we have had accessions to our num-

bers; to be sure we have had trouble

and difficulty with the savages in vari-

ous ways, but in the midst of it all we

have arisen from the germ, and the tree

has grown up, and begins to shoot forth

its branches.

It is not the inhabitants of the little

settlement in Salt Lake Valley alone that

are now embraced within the walls of

this Tabernacle; but three hundredmiles

to the south, and two hundred miles

to the north, large settlements have

sprung up. In the midst of these circum-

stances, the hand of God has been with

us as a people, and prospered our labors


