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pigs do. Do they know how to treat fine

furniture? No, they do not; but they will

waste, waste—their clothing, their car-

pets and their furniture. I hear them

say sometimes, "Why, I have had this

three years, or five years." If my grand-

mother could have got an article such

as you wear, she would have kept it for

her daughters from generation to gener-

ation, and it would have been good. But

now, our young women waste, waste.

This is finding fault, and I wish I

could hurt your feelings enough to make

you think of it when you get home. If I

could make you a little mad, when you

get home if you see a pretty good piece

of carpet, thrown out of doors you will

go, perhaps, and shake it and lay it up,

thinking that it may be serviceable to

somebody or other; and if you cannot do

anything else with it, give it to somebody

who has not a bed to lie upon, to put un-

der them to help to make a bed.

If we could see such a society orga-

nized as I have mentioned, you would

see none of this waste. You would see

a people all attending to their business,

having the most improved machinery for

making cloth, and doing every kind of

housework, farming, all mechanical op-

erations, in our factories, dairies, or-

chards and vineyards; and possessing

every comfort and convenience of life. A

society like this would never have to buy

anything; they would make and raise all

they would eat, drink and wear, and al-

ways have something to sell and bring

money, to help to increase their comfort

and independence.

"Well, but," one would say, "I

shall never have the privilege of

riding again in a carriage in my

life." Oh what a pity! Did you

ever ride in one when you had your

own way? No, you never thought of such

a thing. Thousands and thousands of

Latter-day Saints never expect to own a

carriage or to ride in one. Would we ride

in carriages? Yes, we would; we would

have them suitable for the community,

and give them their proper exercise; and

if I were with you, I would be willing to

give others just as much as I have my-

self. And if we have sick, would they

want a carriage to ride in? Yes, and they

would have it too, we would have nice

ones to carry out the sick, aged and in-

firm, and give them exercise, and give

them a good place to sleep in, good food

to eat, good company to be with them

and take care of them.

Would not this be hard? Yes, I should

hope so. If I had the privilege and the

power, I would not introduce a system for

my brethren and myself to live under un-

less it would try our faith. I do not want

to live without having my faith and pa-

tience tried. They are pretty well tried.

I do not know how many there are who

would endure what I endure with regard

to faith and patience, and then be perse-

vering in the midst of it all. But I would

not form a society, nor ask an individ-

ual to go to heaven by breaking all the

bones in his body, and putting him in a

silver basket, and then, hitching him to

a kite, send him up there. I would not do

it if I had the power, for if his bones were

not broken he would jump out of the bas-

ket, that is the idea. I see a great many

who profess to be Latter-day Saints, who

would not be contented in heaven unless

their feelings undergo a great change,

and if they were there and you wanted

to keep them there, you would have to

break their backs, or they would get out.

But we want to see nothing of this in this

little society.


