
Nauvoo, Ill. The Mormons were the own-
ers of that city, and the smiling country 
around. And those who had stopped their 
ploughs, who had silenced their hammers, 
their axes, their shuttles, and their work-
shop wheels; those who had put out their 
fires, who had eaten their food, spoiled 
their orchards, and trampled under foot 
their thousands of acres of unharvested 
bread; these were the keepers of their 
dwellings, the carousers in their Temple, 
whose drunken riot insulted the ears of the 
dying.

“I think it was as I turned from the 
wretched night watch of which I have 
spoken, that I first listened to the sounds 
of revel of a party of the guard within the 
city. Above the distant hum of the voices 
of many, occasionally rose distinct the loud 
oath-tainted exclamation, and the falsely 
intonated scrap of vulgar song; but lest 
this requiem should go unheeded, every 
now and then, when their boisterous or-
gies strove to attain a sort of ecstatic cli-
max, a cruel spirit of insulting frolic carried 
some of them up into the high belfry of the 
Temple steeple, and there, with the wicked 
childishness of inebriates, they whooped, 
and shrieked, and beat the drum that I had 
seen, and rang in charivaric unison their 
loud-tongued steamboat bell.

“They were, all told, not more than six 
hundred and forty persons who were thus 
lying on the river flats. But the Mormons 
in Nauvoo and its dependencies had been 
numbered the year before at over twenty 
thousand. Where were they? They had last 
been seen carrying in mournful train their 
sick and wounded, halt and blind, to dis-
appear behind the western horizon, pursu-
ing the phantom of another home. Hardly 
anything else was known of them; and 
people asked with curiosity, ‘What had 
been their fate—what their fortunes?’”

october 9th
The rear of the camp of the Saints 

that were driven out of Nauvoo, as we 
left them last evening lying on the banks 
of the Mississippi—a very uncomfortable 
and distressing situation—were frequently 
annoyed by the firing of cannon from the 
opposite side of the river, many of the shot 
landing in the river, but occasionally some 
would pass over into the camp. One of 
them, picked up in the camp, was sent as a 
present to the Governor of Iowa.

The Rev. Thomas S. Brockman, leader 
of the mob who expelled the Saints from 
Nauvoo, said when he entered the city, that 
he considered he had gained a tremendous 
triumph; but there is no language sufficient 
to describe the ignominy and disgrace that 
must attach, in all time to come, to him 
and his associates, in the accomplishment 
of so brutal a work on an innocent and un-
offending people on account of their reli-
gious opinions.

The settlements of Iowa on the west 
side of the Mississippi River were scatter-
ing, extending back about seventy miles. 
We passed through these settlements on 
our journey westward, that is, President 
Young and the party that left Nauvoo in 
the winter. We diverged a little from the 
regular route in order to be in the vicin-
ity of the settlements of Missouri. Our 
brethren scattered wherever there was an 
opportunity to take jobs from the people, 
making rails, building log houses, and do-
ing a variety of work, by which they ob-
tained grain for their animals and bread-
stuff for themselves. We were enabled to 
do this while moving slowly. In fact, the 
spring rains soon rendered the ground so 
muddy that it was impossible to travel 
but a very short distance at a time. Soon 
after, when the grass grew, this divergence 
from the road southerly was discontinued,
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