Sharing/Singing Time

The children will sit on the floor on blankets.  I will have a bag

with 3 different cards in it  (one for a song, one for a fact, and one

for a story).   A child will draw a card.  For songs we will face the

front and sing, for facts, I will have passed them out to teachers who

will read them and then everyone repeats them back.  For the stories,

someone else will tell them at the back of the room- using visuals

aids for each story.

SONGS

1. Pioneer Children Sang As They Walked (214) word cards, walk around

fire-pantomime actions

2. The Handcart Song (220) picture handcart  company, 3,193 people

came this way.  Each handcart carried 100 lbs., they were faster than

covered wagons, pioneer wrote chorus, modern lady added first 2 lines.

3. Put Your Shoulder to the Wheel (Hymns 252) demonstrate, march

4. Covered Wagons (221) roll arms, picture

5. Come, Come Ye Saints (Hymns 30) (tape)

6. Follow The Prophet (Brigham Young) (110) word cards

7. The Oxcart (219) picture, split into 3 parts, first sings first

sentence etc-all sing end

8. I Will Be Valiant (162)

Brigham was a prophet, conquered many fears.

He was the great man who led the pioneers.

When he saw the valley, though it was no race,

He received a vision, said "this is the place."

FACTS

1. Brigham Young Had 56 children.

2. Brigham Young was baptized when he was 30 years old.

3. Brigham became the prophet after Joseph Smith was martyred

4. Brigham's family was too poor to afford a hat for him so he learned

to braid his own.

5. Brigham is most famous for saying "This is the Right Place" when

the pioneers entered the SL valley.

6. Brigham only attended school for 11 days!

7. While on a mission to England, he and his companion baptized

7000-8000 people.

STORIES

BRIGHAM YOUNG JR.'S FAITH IN HIS FATHER

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

In April the first company in the spring of 1848 left Winter Quarters, led by Pres. Brigham Young, who had returned to bring the rest of his own family back to the retreat in the Valley. Brigham [Young Jr.], who was then a boy of twelve, was made driver of two yoke of oxen. He was quite equal to the oxen and to the occasion. He was faithful to his trust. One of his father's wives [Eliza B. Young] sat on the seat, while the boy trudged by his oxen, cracking his whip and piping a song to beguile the weariness of the way.

When the company halted at Sweetwater, women were tired, men were discouraged. Day after day passed, and the discontent of the party grew with every passing hour. Among any other people, there would have been mutiny and sharp turn backward to the shelter of civilization. Always alert to the pressure of influences about him, President Young felt the resistance that manifested itself in silence rather than in words. One afternoon at three o'clock he hitched up his coach and with the terse statement that he was "going to the Valley; if anybody wants to follow, the road is open," the President put the whip to his horses

and gave not a glance behind. Like a flash, the boy flung the yoke upon his oxen, hitched them to his wagon, picked up his whip and drove as rapidly as he could after the coach rolling away to the west. This instance illustrates, as perhaps no other could, the keynote of this boy's after life. The determination which filled his whole soul and which stiffened the youthful lips into the iron line across his

face so much like his father's, was expressed in the words which he uttered to his father's wife who hastily took her seat in the wagon: "Father's started; I'm not going to lose sight of his wagon wheels while daylight lasts." Fun may bubble, play may be fascinating, but when "father starts or leads the way," there will his son Brigham follow -- even to the very courts of heaven.

Away flew the coach and one carriage and away clumsily followed the double yoke of oxen not too far behind. The storm whistled and raged, and the stiff fingers of the boy could scarcely hold the whip. But on he ran beside his oxen, urging them on with word and lash. Evening came early, and aided by the gloomy clouds overhead, the whole country was enveloped in pitchy darkness. The road would loom up in the gloom as if the little swale ahead were a precipice hundreds of feet to the bottom. Even that much light was soon absorbed in night and the storm, and the whip was lost from the half-frozen hands of the little driver

as he stumbled over a stump. His body was thinly clad; he wore only a pair of jeans pants, no shoes or stockings, a thin, calico shirt, with a bit of a cape made by his mother from a coat tail, and the cape was worse than useless as it was blown constantly about his ears and head. Clinging on to the bow, the boy ran beside the clumsy beasts, knowing not where he was going or what would be the end. But "father was ahead," and the boy's heart leaned upon "father" and upon the God of

his father! The hours came and went in that fearful drive. Upon the seat in mute

despair sat Eliza B., tossed from side to side with the dreadful jolts and lurches of the wagon. She knew that speech or cry were useless and only God could protect them or bring them into safety. A light! 'Tis a camp fire! And the faithful oxen moved heavily into camp. They had traveled about eighteen miles since three o'clock and now it was just midnight!

Such were the struggles and trials that marked those pioneer journeys across the trackless prairies. Nine hundred miles had the boy driven, from the Missouri river to Fort Bridger. Arrived there, they were met by men and teams from the Valley.

No heart was lighter, when the tiny spot of green in the center of the dreary Great Salt Lake valley was revealed to the travelers at the top of the Big Mountain, then later at the mouth of Emigration Canyon, than was that of the twelve-year-old Brigham. The removal of the clouds of danger which had so long filled the skies of their every retreat gave more than one heart such relief that the opposite extreme was reached and gaiety became abandon, while peace was the vehicle in

which rode thoughtless, careless sport. (Susa Young Gates, in Nibley, _Faith Promoting Stories_, pp. 143-5. See also Andrew Jenson, _LDS Biographical Encyclopedia_, 1:121) -----------------------------------------------------------------

BRIGHAM YOUNG'S KINDNESS TO A BOY

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

As told by B. F. Grant, son of Jedediah M. Grant

My father died when I was only a few weeks old. Mother made moccasins out of deer skins, and sold them to stores at a very small margin of revenue to her. She did housework for different families when it was obtainable. When I was two years old, mother married outside the Mormon Church. As she was going to Denver, Colorado, to live, Grandmother persuaded her to leave me in her care. Grandmother was a cripple. It was difficult for her to care for a little boy, and so

after a time, she game me to Beason Lewis, who lived in Richmond, Cache Valley. I remained with his family until I was between eleven and twelve years old. About this time mines were discovered in Montana, and trains passed through Utah buying flour, butter, eggs, etc., to be carried to the Montana mines. One of these trains stopped at the Lewis place to make repairs to their wagons. I made

arrangements to run away from home and go with this train to Montana. I remained there until I was fourteen. The terminus of the Union Pacific was located at Corinne, where the freight from Montana was delivered. I met one of the freighters, who, learning that I was a son of Jedediah M. Grant, invited me to go back to Utah with him. I returned to Salt Lake City when I was between fourteen and fifteen years of age. I went to work in a coal and wood yard.

I had been in Salt Lake only a short time when in some way President [Brigham] Young learned where I was and what I was doing. President Young's son Feramorz and my brother, Heber, at the request of President Young, searched me out and informed me that President Young wanted to see me.

The next day I called on him at his office, and he happened to be alone. I told him who I was, and he did not merely reach out his hand to shake mine, but he arose from his chair and gave me a father's handshake. In so doing he discovered that the callouses on my hands were hard and thick, and he remarked, "My boy, what kind of work are you doing?" I replied, "I am unloading coal and chopping wood."

He then resumed his seat and continued his inquiry regarding my past life and what I had been doing. He remarked, "Isn't it pretty heavy work, shoveling coal and chopping wood, for a boy of your age?" I replied, "No, sir, I have been used to hard work all my life." He answered, "Wouldn't you like to have something easier than your present work, for instance, a position in a store?"

I replied, " I haven't got sense enough to work in a store."He said, "What do you mean by that?"  I replied, "I can neither read, nor write."

I discovered this good and great man's heart was touched by this remark. I saw a tear rolling down his cheek, and he took his handkerchief and wiped them off and said, "My boy, come and live with me; I will give you a home; I will clothe you; I will send you to school; and you can work during the vacation for me."

I accepted his kind offer. He became a father to me. He furnished a home; he clothed me and provided an opportunity for me to attend school; and he gave me five dollars a week for spending money, which was a very princely allowance in those days of hardship and toil. His own sons would laughingly tell me they thought I was their father's pet.

Soon after I went to live with President Young, I was given a team and was doing general work on his farm and performing other duties incident to pioneer life. Many a time I have passed him on the road with a load of gravel, sand or other materials, and I don't remember an instance in my life that this great man, if he saw me, ever failed to recognize me by waving his hand. I cannot help but think, where in the world could you find another man of his importance and busy life

who would condescend to recognize or speak of a boy such as I? (B. F. Grant, "Church Section", _Deseret News_, May 30, 1942, p. 4) ----------------------------------------------------------------- 

BRIGHAM YOUNG AND THE TEMPLE TOWER

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

The St. George Temple in southern Utah was the first temple to be

completed after the Saints moved to the west; the Salt Lake Temple was

a much larger and more involved project, and since the warmer southern

Utah weather allowed year-round work, construction proceeded more

rapidly. Brigham Young was eager to see the completion of the temple,

so he could assure that the ordinances were correctly established.

The site was dedicated and construction begun in 1871. By the

beginning of 1877, the temple was approaching completion. Brigham was

not in good health, suffering from rheumatism; and had spent the

winter in St. George, watching the construction. The Saints were so

eager to receive the temple blessings that sections of the new temple

were dedicated and put to use as they were completed, starting with

the baptismal area in January.

However, Brigham expressed displeasure about one aspect of the new

temple. He felt the tower of the temple was too short for the

building, that it should be higher and more dignified. But the people

declined to make the change at that late date, and worked to finish

the construction with the tower staying as it was.

The temple was completed and the dedication took place in April 1877,

in connection with a general conference which was held in St. George.

Brigham soon left and returned to Salt Lake City, where he passed away

in August of that same year.

In October 1878, a severe thunder storm passed through St. George, and

the temple was struck by lightning. The tower and dome were almost

completely destroyed by the strike; miraculously, the damage from

lightning and subsequent fire did not spread to the roof and the rest

of the building.

After the damage was assessed, it was decided that the tower needed to

be rebuilt. This time, it was made higher, giving the temple "a more

majestic appearance." Not a few of the people remembered Brigham's

objection to the earlier design of the temple, and commented that even

though Brigham didn't get his way during his life, he managed to have

the change occur from beyond the grave!

(See "Brigham Got His Way," _Color Country Spectrum_, April 13, 1977;

quoted in DeMille, _The St. George Temple, First 100 Years_, pp.

87-88. Also Black and Porter, _Lion of the Lord_ and Arrington,

_Brigham Young, American Moses_)

-----------------------------------------------------------------

BRIGHAM YOUNG'S HELP FOR POOR IMMIGRANTS

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

My aunt told me a story as she lay in a hospital bed. She had

pioneered in Idaho, as one of the last generation who moved out to the

frontiers to build what Leonard Arrington has called the Great Basin

Kingdom in a process begun by Brigham Young, and she was telling me

why she loved "Brother Brigham."

"You know why it took many years to build that stone wall, the one you

can still see a part of east of the Beehive House? When the immigrants

would come in the wagon trains, many of them didn't have a thing. They

had used up all they had, just to get here from England or the East.

Sometimes there were a few who didn't even have a place to go for a

home or work. So Brigham would hire them to work for him. It was

usually some worthwhile, needed job on his farms and orchards, but if

those were all taken he would say, 'See the pile of rocks in that

corner; I need it over in this corner.' Whatever the job he gave them,

he would pay them enough to live on but not as much as the work was

paying elsewhere. So they were anxious to leave and start their own

farm or shop or hire out to others in the colonies. The next year

others would come in and he would say, if there was nothing else, 'See

the pile of rocks in this corner; I need it over in that corner.' And

that is why it took so long to build that little wall. They thought

they were smart to earn what they could and get out of the employ of

such a hard man, but he was the smart one. He never gave charity, but

he helped many make their new lives."

Then, with her face livened by her special form of calm assurance and

her thin, strong fingers gesturing, she added, "He didn't tell them

what he was doing but he just did it; he made them feel worth

something down in here."

(Eugene England, "Brigham's Gospel Kingdom", _BYU Studies_, 18:3:328)

-----------------------------------------------------------------

FLOUR MIRACULOUSLY PROVIDED

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

Many of the pioneer settlers had experiences that convinced them that

the Lord was not only aware of their trials, but was blessing and

sustaining them. The Davis Family is a good example. Stanley Davis

lost his wife during the 1852 crossing of the plains; she was buried

near the Platte River, leaving the father with three daughters and a

son. They made their new home in Salt Lake City.

The next year, the family's store of flour had almost become exhausted

with little prospect of new supplies. One day, as the family ate a

simple meal of boiled vegetables, a knock came on the door. It was a

woman they did not know, a convert recently arrived from England. She

tearfully explained that her son was dying of dysentery and begged

them to give her a quart of flour. She had been told that a mixture of

flour, water, and red pepper would help bring a cure, and was willing

to give them her last dollar to pay for the flour.

Stanley Davis said to one of his daughters, "Emily, go upstairs and

fill this cup with flour for the sister." Little Emily's face fell as

she replied, "But Father, you said that we could have lumpy-dick from

the flour that is left and the sack is almost empty now." (Lumpy-dick

was a kind of pudding made by adding white flour to boiling water

until it reached the consistency of mush, then adding milk and sugar.)

The father promised, "You'll get your lumpy-dick. Didn't Brother

Brigham Young himself say that if we would share with the in-coming

Saints, our flour sacks would never be empty?" So the woman was sent

on her way with not just flour, but also a large pan of vegetables

from the family garden.

A few days later, Stanley Davis returned home from working in the

fields, and told little Emily to go up and get some flour to make

lumpy-dick for supper. She left, but soon came running back down the

stairs crying, "Father, I'm afraid to go near the sack. There's a wolf

or something hiding in it. It stands up now and when I filled that

quart cup it was laying in wrinkles on the floor."

The family went upstairs to find that the sack was now full of fine,

white flour, the source of which they never knew. They bore witness to

the realization of "Brother Brigham's promise."

(See _Our Pioneer Heritage_, Vol. 7, p.563-4)

-----------------------------------------------------------------

JEDEDIAH M. GRANT LOSES A DAUGHTER AND A WIFE

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

Jedediah M. Grant was born in New York in 1816, and joined the Church

when he was 17. He became one of the first seven presidents of the

Seventies at age 29. He was a powerful speaker and was well known for

his missionary endeavors. He married Caroline Vandyke in 1844; their

daughter Caroline (called Caddie) was born in Nauvoo. The family

started west with the early pioneers in February 1846. A second

daughter, Margaret, was born in Winter Quarters in May 1847.

On June 19, 1847, the Grant family started for Salt Lake. Jedediah was

appointed captain of a hundred wagons. However, they soon encountered

great sadness. Little Margaret, only 4 months old, contracted cholera.

Susan Noble, another member of that company, recorded her experience

upon awakening after a stormy night:

"One quick glance and I read part of the sorrow the night had left

behind. Over on the side of a rolling clay hill about a stone's throw

away, and half surrounded by people, principally women, was a new

little mound... as I waited, I thought of that cold burial, and I knew

there had been no material for a box of any sort -- oh, it was

terrible!" (Gene A. Sessions, _Mormon Thunder_ (U of Illinois 1982),

p. 63)

Caroline bore the sorrow and tried to go on, but her own body was

weakened from the same disease that had taken her daughter. As the

company neared Echo Canyon three weeks after Margaret's death,

Caroline was stricken by Rocky Mountain Fever. A Sunday was spent in

fasting and prayer, but that evening, Caroline Grant called for her

husband:

"Sister Grant looked at us knowingly, then as she contentedly closed

her eyes again and seemed to be sinking, I heard her whisper to

Jedediah, 'All is well! All is well! Please take me to the valley --

Jeddy. Get Margaret -- bring her -- to me!' Brother Grant answered

tenderly and meaningly as he sobbed with sorrow, 'Yes, yes, Caroline.

I'll do my best. I'll do my best." (Ibid.)

The men of the company dismantled a wagon box and made a casket for

Caroline. Jedediah drove day and night and covered the remaining 75

miles to Salt Lake in 3 days and 2 nights. Caroline was buried, and

then Jedediah returned immediately to make sure his "hundred" were

provided for. Then he proceeded east again with Joseph Bates Noble to

fulfill the second half of his promise to his dying wife, retrieving

the body of their daughter Margaret. Noble remembered a camp they

spent together at Bear River:

"As we sat there alone at night by our little campfire in the very

heart of the Rockies, after meditating in silence for some time,

Brother Jedediah turned and requested, 'Brother Bates, let's have a

hymn or so.' After a number had been sung, Jedediah said, 'Now sing

"God moves in a mysterious way his wonders to perform."' As we

finished:

"Blind unbelief is sure to err, And scan his works in vain: God is his

own interpreter And he will make it plain.

"Brother Grant sat with bowed head for some time, then he looked up

and, glowing with his former inspiration, which I had not seen upon

him for some time, declared in a firm voice which always characterized

his unwavering testimony, 'Bates, God has made it plain. The joy of

Paradise where my wife and baby are together, seems to be upon me

tonight. For some wise purpose they have been released from the earth

struggles into which you and I are plunged. They are many, many times

happier than we can possibly be here. This camping ground should be

the saddest of all sad places to me, but this night it seems to be

close under heaven.' As Jedediah spoke, there vibrated in my bosom a

feeling that comes only under the inspiration of heaven. Then we knelt

in prayer, Brother Grant being mouth. It seemed to me that no human

soul could have listened to his words and doubted that he talked to

his Father in heaven; doubted that the Gospel of Jesus Christ had been

restored and that Joseph Smith had been divinely chosen; doubted that

Caroline and Margaret were with their Heavenly Father in celestial

glory." (Ibid., pp. 68-69)

The two men continued their journey eastward, solemnly passing several

graves that had been dug up by wolves. When they reached the

Sweetwater site of their own encampment from several weeks previous,

Noble recalled:

"We now stepped forward, carrying box and shovels. A few paces from

the little grave we stopped hesitatingly, set down our things and

stood with eyes fixed before us. Neither tried to speak. An ugly hole

replaced the small mound; and so recently had the wolves departed that

every sign was fresh before us. I dared not raise my eyes to look at

Jedediah. From the way I felt, I could but guess his feelings. Like

statues of the wilderness we stood, grown to the spot, each fully

realizing that nothing more could be done. After several minutes of

silent tears, we quietly withdrew, carrying away again only that which

we had brought." (Ibid., p. 69)

Jedediah returned to Salt Lake and continued his faith and dedication

to the cause he believed in. He was ordained an apostle when he was 38

and sustained as 2nd counselor to Brigham Young on the same day. He

married again, and had a son named Heber Jeddy who must have profited

from his father's faith, as he eventually became an apostle and more.

But Jedediah died when he was only 40.

At his funeral, Heber C. Kimball related a vision Brother Grant had

shared with him the week before he died:

"He saw the righteous gathered together in the spirit world, and there

were no wicked spirits among them. He saw his wife; she was the first

person that came to him. He saw many that he knew, but did not have

conversation with any except his wife Caroline. She came to him, and

he said that she looked beautiful and had their little child, that

died on the Plains, in her arms, and said, '...Here is little

Margaret; you know that the wolves ate her up, but it did not hurt

her; here she is all right.'"

(See also Jenson, _LDS Biographical Encyclopedia_, 1:56; and _Our

Pioneer Heritage_, 20:196-199)

-----------------------------------------------------------------

Copyright 1998, David Kenison and LDS-Gems, dkenison@xmission.com
Distributed on the Internet via the LDS-Gems listserver; for more

information, see: http://www.xmission.com/~dkenison/lds/ch_hist/
COME, COME YE SAINTS - DEATH OF A PIONEER

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

[Elder Heber J. Grant shared this account of the a dedicated pioneer,

who endured in faith to the end:]

One night, as we were making camp, we noticed one of our brethren had

not arrived. A volunteer party was immediately organized to return and

see if anything had happened to him. Just as we were about to start,

we saw the missing brother coming in the distance. When he arrived, he

said he had been quite sick. So some of us unyoked his oxen and

attended to his part of the camp duties.

After supper, he sat down before the campfire on a large rock, and

sang in a very faint but plaintive and sweet voice, the hymn, "Come,

Come Ye Saints."

It was a rule of the camp that whenever anybody started this hymn all

the camp should join. But for some reason this evening nobody joined

him. He sang the hymn alone. When he had finished, I doubt if there

was a single dry eye in the camp.

The next morning we noticed that he was not yoking up his cattle. We

went to his wagon and found that he had died during the night. We dug

a shallow grave, and after we had covered his body with the earth we

rolled the large stone to the head of the grave to mark it, the stone

on which he had been sitting the night before when he sang:

"And should we die before our journey's through,

Happy day! All is well!

We then are free from toil and sorrow too;

With the just we shall dwell.

But if our lives are spared again

To see the Saints their rest obtain,

O how we'll make this chorus swell--

All is well! All is well!"

- Heber J Grant quoting Oscar Winters, _Gospel Standards_, 277-278

-----------------------------------------------------------------

Copyright 1998, David Kenison and LDS-Gems, dkenison@xmission.com
Distributed on the Internet via the LDS-Gems listserver; for more

THE GROVES FAMILY, CROSSING THE PLAINS

(Compiled and written by David Kenison, Orem, Utah,

dkenison@xmission.com)

Today's story is a personal one, from my own ancestry. Patience Sibyl

Groves was born in Nauvoo in 1841, daughter of Elisha and Lucy Groves.

She is my great-great-grandmother; this story comes from our family

history and other sources.

Sibyl was the third child born to Elisha and Lucy, and grew up in

Nauvoo. She had memories of watching the Temple being built. On one

occasion, she was suffering from chills and fever and was taken to the

temple to be baptized; she was healed almost instantly.

A fourth child died when the family left Nauvoo for Council Bluffs in

1844 following the martyrdom. That winter was a cold and hungry one,

and they lacked even the comforts they had worked so hard for in their

Nauvoo home. Somehow they survived, and moved on to Winter Quarters.

When the Mormon Battalion was formed, Lucy's brother joined the group

and left his two small children to her care. She also bore a child

less than a week before leaving Winter Quarters, so cared for six

small children during the journey.

The Groves family was part of a large company led by Brigham Young

which left Winter Quarters on May 24, 1847. They were warned that no

wagon should stop during each day's journey, as that would cause a

break in the train and expose them to Indian attacks. With a newborn

child, Lucy needed to rest in the wagon frequently. On one occasion,

on they day they crossed the Horn river, Lucy was thrown from the

wagon by a sudden jerk and was run over by the wagon wheels. The front

wheels passed over her chest and shoulder, breaking three ribs; and

the rear wheel broke her right leg just above the ankle. A "Dr.

Sprague" who was with the company set the ankle as well as he could.

Brigham Young was greatly concerned about the accident, and gave Lucy

a blessing promising that she would arrive in Salt Lake in good

condition.

The wagon train continued, and Lucy tried to endure and take care of

her family. Her baby was less than a month old; the other children,

including 7-year-old Sibyl, had to walk the rest of the way to Utah. A

13-year-old daughter was a great help in cooking, washing, and caring

for the other children.

However, a subsequent accident re-broke the leg. The pain was

unbearable - the jarring of the oxcart was more than Lucy could bear,

and finally Elisha pulled the wagon off to the side and stopped,

allowing the rest of the train to continue. President Young noticed

and stopped the company, returning to see if he could help. Lucy

begged him to go on without them, but Brigham reportedly said, "Sister

Groves, do you think that even for a moment I would consider going on

without you and leaving you here to the mercy of the Indians or

whatever might happen? No. We will camp right here until we get you

fixed more comfortably and I will promise you in the name of the Lord

that you will go on to the Salt Lake Valley and live many useful years

after you get there."

President Young arranged a bed by sawing off the posts of a poster

bed, which he then suspended from the wagon bows by small ropes. This

suspended bed, which could swing freely like a hammock, helped to ease

the jarring of the wagon.

Sibyl often commented later on President Young's kindness during the

journey. He would often ride by the side of the wagon and encourage

Lucy and her family. Sibyl always remembered him not only as a great

leader, but as a considerate and kind man.

The Groves family went on to settle in southern Utah. Elisha and Lucy

died and were buried in Kanarra, a settlement between Cedar City and

St. George. Sibyl married my great-great-grandfather, John Rees

Davies, and bore three children before he died. She then married

Llewellyn Harris and had six more children. Sibyl bore much of the

responsibility of raising the family while her husband served

missions. Later, after her second husband died, she also raised some

of her own grandchildren, and was known as a wise and kind woman. She

died in 1923 at the age of 81 and was buried in Talmage in the Uinta

Basin of eastern Utah.

(Sources: Arrington, _Brigham Young, American Moses_, pp. 157-8;

Thomas Bullock Journals 1843-49, MS 1385:1-5, LDS Archives; family

records, Groves family history compiled by Sibyl Harris Mendenhall

(daughter of Sibyl Groves))

-----------------------------------------------------------------

Chasty Olsen Listens to the Spirit

Chasty Olsen was tending some children who were playing in a dry

riverbed near their home in Castle Dale, Utah.  Suddenly she heard a

voice that called her by name and directed her to get the children out

of the riverbed and up on the bank. It was a clear day and there was

no sign of rain.  She saw no reason to heed the voice and continued to

play. The voice spoke to her again, urgently.  This time she heeded

the warning.  Quickly gathering the children, she made a run for the

bank.  Just as they reached it, an enormous wall of water, originating

with a cloudburst in the mountains many miles away, swept down the

canyon and roared across where the children had played.  Except for

this impelling revelation, she and the children would have been lost.

The Miracle of the Quails

The early members of the church were driven from Nauvoo, Illinios, by

angry mobs.  Many were too sick to travel or too poor to buy supplies.

One group of pioneers was camped near the bank of the Mississippi

River.  In the midst of their greatest distress for want of food, the

Lord sent a miracle.  For several miles up and down the river huge

numbers of quails fell into the camp. The flocks were so exhausted,

evidently from a long flight, that the women and children and even the

sick, since they came tumbling into the tents or bowers, could take

them up with their hands. Thousands were so caught, and the sick and

the destitute were fed upon daintiest food. Comp. History of the

Church (3:134-136)

Arthur Parker

"Brother Parker's little boy, age six, was lost, and the father went

back to hunt him." (LeRoy R. Hafen and Ann W. Hafen, _Handcarts to

Zion_, Pioneers Ed. Glendale, California, The Arthur H. Clark Co.,

1960, p. 61.)

The boy, Arthur, was next youngest of four children of Robert and Ann

Parker. Three days earlier the company had hurriedly made camp in the

face of a sudden thunderstorm. It was then the boy was missed. The

parents had thought him to be playing along the way with the other

children.

Someone remembered earlier in the day, when they had stopped, that

they had seen the little boy settle down to rest under the shade of

some brush.

Now most of you have little children and you know how quickly a tired

little six-year-old could fall asleep on a sultry summer day and how

soundly he could sleep, so that even the noise of the camp moving on

might not awaken him.

For two days the company remained, and all of the men searched for

him. Then on July 2, with no alternative, the company was ordered

west.

Robert Parker, as the diary records, went back alone to search once

more for his little son. As he was leaving camp, his wife pinned a

bright shawl about his shoulders with words such as these:

"If you find him dead, wrap him in the shawl to bury him. If you find

him alive, you could use this as a flag to signal us."

She, with the other little children, took the handcart and struggled

along with the company.

Out on the trail each night Ann Parker kept watch. At sundown on July

5, as they were watching, they saw a figure approaching from the east!

Then, in the rays of the setting sun, she saw the glimmer of the

bright red shawl.

One of the diaries records: "Ann Parker fell in a pitiful heap upon

the sand, and that night, for the first time in six nights, she

slept."

COURAGE IN SAVING PRINTER'S PAGES FROM A MOB

[W. W. Phelps was working to print the Book of Commandments, a

precursor to our Doctrine and Covenants, in Independence, Missouri,

when a mob put an end to the effort:]

By July 20, 1833, the first five signatures, comprising 160 pages of

the Book of Commandments, had been printed. That afternoon a large

body of Missourians swarmed into the Star office, throwing the press

and type out of an upper story window before pulling down the

building. Close by, Mary Elizabeth Rollins and her sister Caroline

watched the destruction; and in a heroic moment the two girls rescued

some of the Book of Commandments sheets. Years later Mary Rollins

described the incident:

"When the mob was tearing down the printing office, a two story

building, driving Brother Phelps' family out of the lower part of the

house, they (the mob) brought out some large sheets of paper, saying,

"Here are the Mormon commandments." My sister, 12 years old (I was

then 14) and myself were in a corner of a fence watching them. When

they spoke about them being the commandments, I was determined to have

some of them. So while their backs were turned, prying out the gable

end of the house, we ran and gathered up all we could carry in our

arms. As we turned away, two of the mob got down off the house and

called for us to stop, but we ran as fast as we could, through a gap

in the fence into a large corn field, and the two men after us. We ran

a long way in the field, laid the papers on the ground, then laid down

on top of them. The corn was very high and thick. They hunted all

around us, but did not see us. After we were satisfied they had given

up the search, we tried to find our way out of the field. The corn was

so tall we thought we were lost. On looking up we saw some trees that

had been girdled to kill them. We followed them and came to an old log

stable, which looked like it had not been used for years. Sister

Phelps and family were there, carrying in brush and piling it up on

one side of the stable to make their beds on. She asked us what we

had. We told her and also how we came by them. She took them and

placed them between her beds. Subsequently Oliver Cowdery bound them

in small books and gave me one." (Mary E. Rollins Lightner to the

Editor, 12 February 1904, Deseret Evening News, 20 February 1904, p.

24. Mary Rollins's copy of the Book of Commandments is now in the

DeGolyer Foundation Library, Dallas, Texas.)

Caroline Butler

Carolyn and her husband lived on a farm near Nauvoo, while the temple

was being built.  Carolyn watched as the men worked, and wished their

was something she could do.  She noticed how they would gether to warm

their hands by the fire.  On the way home one day she noticed 2 dead

buffalo on the side of the road and got an idea.  She had her children

gather the hair from the buffalo.  She washed and dried it and

carefully spun it in to yarn.  Then she knit it into 8 pair of

mittens.  After she was finished she took them to the workers who were

grateful to have them.

William Clayton

William Clayton joined the church in England and soon immigrated to

Nauvoo.  He served as a secretary to Joseph Smith and as a scribe to

Brigham Young.  He became discouraged in his life when his wife who

was pregnant was ill.  He worried for her health.  When the news came

on 15 April that she had delivered a healthy baby boy, his depression

turned to joy and he poured out his feelings in a song.  "All is Well"

.   The song has come to be known as Come, Come Y Saints.

Seagulls Save The Crops

In the Spring of 1848 the settlers in the Salt Lake Valley experienced

many troubles with their crops.  A late spring frost injured much of

the wheat and garden vegetables.  Then, in May and June, a drought

hurt more of the crops.  Worse yet, hordes of crickets began eating

what remained.  Men, women, and children tried to kill the crickets

with sticks, shovels, brooms, and gunny sacks.  For about two weeks

they battled and prayed:  if they lost their crops, they would have no

food for the coming year.

Finally on the Sabbath day, seagulls from the Great Salt Lake flew in

and began to devour the pests.  They would eat the crickets, throw

them up, then eat some more.  The seagulls continued to do this for

two weeks until the crickets were destroyed.

