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brother Miller to be me, and proceed ac-

cordingly," which they did.

Just as brother Miller was enter-

ing the carriage, the Marshal stepped

up to him, and, placing his hand upon

his shoulder, said, "You are my pris-

oner." Brother William entered the car-

riage and said to the Marshal, "I am

going to the Mansion House, won't you

ride with me?" They both went to the

Mansion House. There were my sons

Joseph A., Brigham, Jun., and brother

Heber C. Kimball's boys, and others who

were looking on, and all seemed at once

to understand and partake of the joke.

They followed the carriage to the Man-

sion House and gathered around brother

Miller, with tears in their eyes, say-

ing, "Father, or President Young, where

are you going?" Brother Miller looked

at them kindly, but made no reply; and

the Marshal really thought he had got

"Brother Brigham."

Lawyer Edmonds, who was then stay-

ing at the Mansion House, appreciating

the joke, volunteered to brother Miller

to go to Carthage with him and see him

safe through. When they arrived within

two or three miles of Carthage, the Mar-

shal with his posse stopped. They arose

in their carriages, buggies and wagons,

and, like a tribe of Indians going into

battle, or as if they were a pack of

demons, yelling and shouting, they ex-

claimed, "We've got him! We've got

him! We've got him!" When they reached

Carthage the Marshal took the supposed

Brigham into an upper room of the ho-

tel, and placed a guard over him, at the

same time telling those around that he

had got him. Brother Miller remained

in the room until they bid him come

to supper. While there, parties came

in, one after the other, and asked for

Brigham. Brother Miller was pointed

out to them. So it continued, un-

til an apostate Mormon, by the name

of Thatcher, who had lived in Nauvoo,

came in, sat down and asked the land-

lord where Brigham Young was. The

landlord, pointing across the table to

brother Miller, said, "That is Mr. Young."

Thatcher replied, "Where? I can't see

anyone that looks like Brigham." The

landlord told him it was that fat, fleshy

man eating. "Oh, hell!" exclaimed

Thatcher, "that's not Brigham; that is

William Miller, one of my old neigh-

bors." Upon hearing this the landlord

went, and, tapping the Sheriff on the

shoulder, took him a few steps to one

side, and said, "You have made a mis-

take, that is not Brigham Young; it is

WilliamMiller, of Nauvoo." The Marshal,

very much astonished, exclaimed, "Good

heavens! And he passed for Brigham."

He then took brother Miller into a room,

and, turning to him, said, "What in hell

is the reason you did not tell me your

name?" BrotherMiller replied, "You have

not asked me my name." "Well," said

the Sheriff, with another oath, "What

is your name?" "My name," he replied,

"is William Miller." Said the Marshal, "I

thought your name was Brigham Young.

Do you say this for a fact?" "Certainly

I do," said brother Miller. "Then," said

the Marshal, "why did you not tell me

this before?" "I was under no obligations

to tell you," replied brother Miller, "as

you did not ask me." Then the Mar-

shal, in a rage, walked out of the room,

followed by brother Miller, who walked

off in company with Lawyer Edmonds,

Sheriff Barkenstos, and others, who took

him across lots to a place of safety; and

this is the real pith of the story of "Bo-

gus" Brigham, as far as I can recollect.


