
RESULT OF THE DELEGATION TO CONGRESS, ETC. 333

lucky enough to escape, and by escaping

the narrow chance of a hundred thou-

sand deaths, have been enabled to travel

to some peaceable land where they ex-

pect to enjoy themselves. But I must say,

from the little observation I had of them,

they were a sickly crowd; and when they

had an opportunity, they vomited freely,

and by that process would be able, prob-

ably, to keep along until they got down to

the Missouri River.

But we understand they are not

agreed. A part of the party would relate

their narrow escape, their hair's breadth

deliverance, and the other part would

pronounce it all a lie—not a word of truth

in it. One end of the party would contra-

dict what the other end of it would af-

firm. If I ever desired anything on the

earth with all my heart, since I came to

these Valleys, it was that the Lord would

gather out of our midst all those that of-

fend. Every time I met a party, I felt like

shouting "Glory, hallelujah." The work I

saw was going on, and I felt to rejoice.

I did not go to Washington putting my

trust in man, neither do I come home

putting my trust in man. The Almighty

God is at the helm; He rules His peo-

ple, He governs and controls all men,

and He can restrain the wicked at His

pleasure; but let me tell you, if the de-

signs of the spirit of the devil that reigns

in the hearts of the wicked against us,

prompting them to our destruction, could

be executed, we would be exterminated

from the face of the earth; but God lim-

its their power, and as long as they can-

not gratify their whole desires, just so

long they may rage and foam; but if

you put any trust whatever in man, if

you rely on the arm of man to protect

you, you will be disappointed. What pro-

tection have we ever had from the day

we commenced to preach the Gospel to

the present day? We expect nothing but

the arm of the Almighty to protect His

people; let us, therefore, put our trust in

Him, and just let the devil howl.

I had a little serious conversation

with Captain Smith at Fort Kearney.

The very gentlemanly commander of

that fort, Major Wharton, had nearly lost

his eyesight, principally by watching for

the hostile Cheyenne Indians through

the spyglass, and Captain Smith was

acting commander. I enquired what was

the condition of the dragoons stationed

there? He replied, they had about fifty

horses but their hoofs had come off. How

many have you that can do efficient ser-

vice, if called upon? He said they had

about ten or twelve in good condition, but

fresh horses were expected.

The company of handcart Elders

were an astonishment to everybody that

saw them. The traders on the road say

that mules are nowhere by the side of

them. I never saw such a pretty sight

in my life. We had a meeting with them

on Horseshoe Creek, and a better set of

men I never saw, and men that were old

when I was a boy were as active as boys,

rolling on with their handcarts, singing

and rejoicing.

Perhaps, when I get some other op-

portunity, I may feel free, without in-

truding on the time of others, to speak

more particularly on the things that per-

tained to mymission. May the Lord bless

us, and enable us to live righteously

and soberly, and rise with the Star of

the Morning, and enjoy eternal glory, is

my prayer, in the name of Jesus Christ.

Amen.


