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A man may go to bed half-worried to

death, tired and dream about something

that will never take place. Last night, for

instance, I dreamt I was making glass

houses out of blocks of glass two feet

square. Now, I don't know that the Lord

was in that. Yet I have had dreams of a

very different character. When I was a

boy eleven years old, I had a very inter-

esting dream, part of which was fulfilled

to the very letter. In this dream I saw

a great gulf, a place where all the world

had to enter at death, before doing which

they had to drop their worldly goods. I

saw an aged man with a beaver hat and

a broadcloth suit. The man looked very

sorrowful. I saw him come with some-

thing on his back, which he had to drop

among the general pile before he could

enter the gulf I was then but a boy. A few

years after this my father and mother re-

moved to Farmington, and there I saw

that man. I knew him the moment I

saw him. His name was Chauncy Dem-

ing. In a few years afterwards he was

taken sick and died. I attended his fu-

neral. He was what you may call a miser,

worth hundreds of thousands of dollars.

When the coffin was being lowered into

the grave my dream came to me, and

that night his son-in-law found one hun-

dred thousand dollars in a cellar belong-

ing to the old man. I name this merely

to show that in this dream I had man-

ifested to me certain things that were

true. I think of all the inhabitants of the

world having to leave their goods when

they come to the grave. After this scene

had passed before me I was placed in a

great temple. It was called the kingdom

of God. The first man who came to me

was Uncle Ozem Woodruff and his wife I

helped into the temple. In process of

time, after embracing the Gospel, and

while on my first mission to Tennessee,

I told Brother Patten of my dream, who

told me that in a few years I would meet

that man and baptize him. That was

fulfilled to the very letter, for I after-

wards baptized my uncle and his wife

and some of the children; also my own fa-

ther and stepmother and stepsister, and

a Methodist priest or class leader—in

fact I baptized everybody in my father's

house. I merely mention this to show

that dreams sometimes do come to pass

in life.

Then, again, there are visions. Paul,

you know, on one occasion was caught up

to the third heaven and saw things that

were not lawful to utter. He did not know

whether he was in the body or out of the

body. That was a vision. When Joseph

Smith, however, was visited by Moroni

and the Apostles, it was not particularly

a vision which he had; he talked with

them face to face.

Now, I will refer to a thing that took

place with me in Tennessee. I was in

Tennessee in the year 1835, and while

at the house of Abraham O. Smoot, I

received a letter from Brothers Joseph

Smith and Oliver Cowdery, requesting

me to stay there, and stating that I

would lose no blessing by doing so. Of

course, I was satisfied. I went into a

little room and sat down upon a small

sofa. I was all by myself and the room

was dark; and while I rejoiced in this

letter and the promise made to me, I

became wrapped in vision. I was like

Paul; I did not know whether I was in

the body or out of the body. A person-

age appeared to me and showed me the

great scenes that should take place in

the last days. One scene after another


