
neath the prairie sod. When this call was
made upon us, to put to the test our loy-
alty, we had traveled from Nauvoo and
were resting in the western part of Pot-
tawattamie County, Iowa. Had we boots
and shoes to our feet? No. A few had, but
the majority of the people had not. Had
our wives clothing to last them five years?
No. Had our children clothing to last them
that length of time? No. The great major-
ity of the people had not clothing nor
shoes to make them comfortable a single
day. We were obliged to leave our property
behind us, with the lame and blind and
feeble who were pounced upon while we
were absent to find them a safe abiding
place.

This is the outside pressure. It forced us
from Ohio to Missouri, from Missouri to
Illinois, and from Illinois into the wilder-
ness. We were accused of disloyalty, alien-
ation, and apostasy from the Constitution
of our country. We were accused of being
secessionists. I am, so help me God, and
ever expect to be a secessionist from their
wickedness, unrighteousness, dishonesty,
and unhallowed principles in a religious
point of view; but am I or this people se-
cessionists with regard to the glorious Con-
stitution of our country? No. Were we se-
cessionists when we so promptly responded
to the call of the General Government,
when we were houseless and friendless on
the wild prairies of Pottawattamie? I think
not. We there told the brethren to enlist,
and they obeyed without a murmur.

With regard to our going into the
wilderness, and our there being called
upon to turn out five hundred able-bodied
men to go to Mexico, we had then seen
every religious and political right trampled
under foot by mobocrats; there were 
none left to defend our rights; we were
driven from every right which freemen

ought to possess. In forming that battalion
of five hundred men, brother Kimball and
myself rode day and night, until we had
raised the full number of men the Govern-
ment called for. Captain Allen said to me,
using his own words, “I have fallen in love
with your people. I love them as I never
loved a people before.” He was a friend to
the uttermost. When he had marched that
Mormon battalion as far as Fort Leaven-
worth, he was thrown upon a sick bed
where I then believed, and do now, he was
nursed, taken care of, and doctored to the
silent tomb, and the battalion went on
with God for their Friend.

That battalion took up their line of
march from Fort Leavenworth by way of
Santa Fe, and over a desert and dreary
route, and planted themselves in the lower
part of California, to the joy of all the offi-
cers and men that were loyal. At the time
of their arrival, General Kearney was in a
straitened position, and Colonel P. St.
George Cooke promptly marched the bat-
talion to his relief, and said to him, “We
have the boys here now that can put all
things right.” The boys in that battalion
performed their duty faithfully. I never
think of that little company of men without
the next thoughts being, “God bless them
forever and forever.” All this we did to prove
to the Government that we were loyal. Pre-
vious to this, when we left Nauvoo, we
knew that they were going to call upon us,
and we were prepared for it in our faith and
in our feelings. I knew then as well as I do
now that the Government would call for a
battalion of men out of that part of Israel,
to test our loyalty to the Government.
Thomas H. Benton, if I have been rightly
informed, obtained the requisition to call
for that battalion, and, in case of noncom-
pliance with that requisition, to call on the
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