
doing any of these things. Yes, I am doing
all I possibly can, realizing, as I most as-
suredly do, that hard times are coming
upon this nation. I calculate to have my
garments of fine wool next fall. I am aware
that some of you have got it into your
heads that wool won’t do to make into gar-
ments. Will those of you who entertain
that idea have the kindness to look at the
condition the Savior was in at the time of
his crucifixion. We read that when they
had crucified him “They parted his gar-
ments, casting lots upon them, what every
man should take.” The Savior’s under gar-
ment was knitted, and Joseph Smith always
wore that kind, and therefore I think we
have no occasion to be ashamed of home-
made garments. Wool is designed especially
for winter use. In regard to the cotton
goods, I will here say, you can go into the
cotton district of our Territory and take
your wheat and flour and exchange any
quantity with the brethren who reside
there. They have gone into cotton raising
there on an extensive scale, and I can truly
say that of all the good feelings and influ-
ences I ever felt that I never felt better than
I did while visiting the Saints in Washing-
ton county. It is a country where the Devil
cannot get a foothold. He delights in rob-
bing, killing and destroying the righteous
man and all who will not submit to the in-
fluence that comes from the lower regions.
Why do we take a course to leave our wives
and children comparatively destitute of the
comforts of life? We have the privilege of
becoming an independent people, and
there is no necessity of living poor.

If the Latter-day Saints in the city of
Provo and in all other cities and towns of
this Territory would put up good, substan-
tial fences around their gardens and fields,
then our sisters could go into the gardens

and supply their tables with fruit of every
desirable kind and all in the season thereof,
and this would be a blessing to all. But as
it is now, the trees are planted and eaten
down year after year by the cattle, and thus
the men’s labor is lost and the trees de-
stroyed. In Salt Lake City there are a few
who have been waked up to diligence, and
the result is that they have got a nice vari-
ety of apricots, peaches, plums, apples,
strawberries, currants, gooseberries, and
some have got cherries and pears. Now I
want to see you do these things here that
you may make yourselves happy and com-
fortable, and also that you may place your-
selves in a situation that our Father and
God can send his angels to visit and to
bless you. Don’t you think that angels
would like to see a garden around your
houses if they were to come and visit you?
Who are angels? They are sanctified men
who once lived upon this earth and held
the Priesthood just as we do now, and who
are co-workers with us. Were there angels
along with us on our southern trip? Yes,
and I felt as if every hair of my head was
filled and quickened with the lifegiving
power of God.  That power was upon
brother Brigham, and we were filled with
it.

Whenever this people are improving in
good works, then is the time that we feel
the goodly and heavenly influence. I never
felt it more in my life than when I was on
that journey; I never before experienced
that freedom of speech that accompanied
me on that mission. Every man, in fact,
who went with us on that southern trip felt
to praise God for the blessings that rested
upon us all.

We traveled eight hundred and fifty miles
in thirty days, and President Young and my-
self preached fifty times each. When we
would get through a day’s journey it seemed
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