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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Sunset Years at Home in Beaver
Memoirs, December 1875 to August 1880

[The character of Beaver as a community changed significantly during the 1870s,
a result of the discovery in 1870 of rich mineral deposits in the west mountains. A
great number of miners came into the area. Friction developed between them and
the original settlers. Both parties asked for federal troops; four companies of soldiers
came in 1872. Fort Cameron was garrisoned between 1874 and 1883. Minersville
and Milford grew with the 1875 discovery of the Horn Silver Mine which became
the richest silver producer in the territory, producing silver ore valued at
$54,000,000 in ten years. Old Frisco, fifteen miles west of Milford was dubbed the
wildest camp in Utah, with its twenty-one saloons. Life in Beaver was disrupted.
The railroad did not reach Milford until 1880.J

[The Hunts Move to Sevier Valley]
I had been informed by letter that my soninlaw Mr. J H. Uohn Hunt] my
third daughters husband had sold his house and Lot in Beaver and was
preparing to move to the Sevier Valley some 40 miles away.l This had
caused me great anxiety lest they should be gone before my arrival. But in
that respect I was happily disappointed. At 4 oclock in the morning the
stage coach rolled up the street to my eldest daughter's door. I knocked
for admittance and was answered by the very voice of her of whom I had
been in doubt. I heard the cry of a newly born infant and understood why
she had been detained while the rest of the family had gone. I was joyfully
surprized. The family were soon aroused and a table set for me which was
refreshing indeed after riding all night in the cold. Cordial sentiments
were exchanged, bundles of love delivered, the important news made
known; and when the glorious sun had gilded the eastern horizon for a
little time I repaired to my own house, which had been left solitary two
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months. I found all safe and right, and my daughter with the new babe
soon came to stay with me.
I had brought with me necessaries to make us all comfortable so we
ate and drank and made merry. In about two weeks Lois followed her
family to their new home. I felt grieved to part with her and have the children all taken away, but still it was not that poignant grief that wrung my
heart when she left me and went to California. I knew she would be
located near a branch of the church, and that I should often hear from
them, and some of the family would frequently come and go.

[Town Quarrel and Shooting]
There was a great excitement in Beaver about that time. A quarrel ensued
between ... and .... the latter was shot and died instantly. The unfortunate young man was a brilliant fellow of some twenty years, his father had
not been among the living for many years .... was arrested for murder
and confined in jail. He had a respectable family and ... an aged mother
in the place. 2 Their grief knew no bounds and the sympathy of the [people] was awakened in their behalf. Likewise the mother of the deceased
and his brother were nearly distracted and their immediate friends knew
not which family had the greatest claim for pity. That of the accused criminal appealed most loudly as there was great uncertainty how the case
would appear in court. All concerned in the affair were taken to S. L.
prison for safe keeping un till the spring term of Court when they were to
be returned to this district for trial. Great was the suspense! terrible the
anxiety! Incessant were the prayers and tears! It was generally understood
that the deed was done in self defence; yet there were some whose vengence was fearful! The afflicted soul of the mother poured forth continual supplication to the all Knowing, that her son might not be proven a
willful murderer!
Spring [1876] came after a dreary winter had passed away, and the
prisoners were returned to Beaver Co. for trial. The mother of the
deceased was still borne down with the deepest anguish, mingled with
agonizing resentment towards the unfortunate man who through fear
mingled with anger fired the unlucky shot! Likewise the brother of the
young man slain seemed determined on revenge; was heard to remark
that he would not breathe the same atmosphere with the one who had
sacrificed his noble and beloved brother! The trial was at last concluded,
and the accused were acquitted; to the great joy of their anxious relatives,
and to the extreme disappointment of the injured and bereaved party.
Both families left the place; the bereaved to a far off territory the accused
a short distance; as neither inclined to remain where every object that
met their gaze would remind them of the fiery ordeal they had passed!
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[Mountain Meadows Massacre: The Trials ofJohn D. Lee]
Mter the disposal of the above named case another more exciting and
soul stirring was brought before the publick. 3 The subject had been in
agitation nineteen years, and never a thorough investigation had been
brought to bear upon the case before. Although many were suspicioned
of being allied with the Indians in committing the crime yet one man was
only arrested, and imprisoned. Long and lingering was his confinement!
At length the day of trial came. Witnesses were summoned from the
extreme portions of the territory. Sought out and brought by detectives
to the second district courts where the criminal was arraigned. It was a
solemn sight to behold the unhappy man as he sat listening to the accusations by the prosecuting attorney. He strove to look calm and undisturbed, as though his soul was at rest, and he had nothing to fear. The last
day of trial I attended. The Defense undertook to impeach the witnesses,
accusing them of purjury! Men whom I knew, and believed to be as honest men, and truthful as ever broke the bread oflife! I felt indignant, and
exclaimed against such injustice! the reply was, "Oh, that is a Lawyers prerogative, to make truth appear a lie! As I sat looking at the poor man, I
thought, "If I were in your place, I would rather be shot one dozen times,
than sit one hour and hear those fearful things rehearsed!" I resolved
never to attend another court, of my own free will. Sentence was delayed
ten days by request, but it was uttered at last. A choice was granted in the
mode of execution; the condemned chose to be shot. Then was uttered
the solemn decree! ''You are to be taken from the place of your confinement, to the place of execution and there be shot, untill you are dead!
and may the Lord have mercy on your soul!" The condemned looked
composed, not a muscle was seen to stir; every other one in the room
seemed more affected, than the doomed man!4
Three months previous or perhaps six, I had listened to a speech by
Lawyer Baskin, greatly to my annoyance and disgust! He officiated then as
prosecuting attorney. The main drift of his speech tended to abuse the
people, and their religion: as also the prisoner. Such vilifying language I
never heard fall from the lips of any man before. He even uttered invectives against our most holy ordinances; judging of matters as foreign to his
comprehension as the knowledge of the fixed stars is above the capacity of
an ignorant schoolboy. I marvelled that our bishop and elders would
tamely submit to such insults! When afterwards I refered to it, the reply
was, "Oh it was in a court room!" There was no evidence to substantiate
the statements the lawyer made. The diabolical deed rested wholy with
Indians and their allies, demonstrated beyond power of contradiction.
The year preceding the time of which I have spoken, a brother
came to board with me. He was inteligent, extremely social; possessing a
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high order of intellect; his habits were unexceptionable: withal a profound student. But with his admirable triats of character he possessed
one to be ignored. He was skeptical in matters pertaining to religious
faith. He contended that the great crime for which the "one man" was
condemned, was attributable to the entire church. The accusation was so
diametrically opposed to the views 1 entertained on the subject that it
often occasioned arguments by no means pleasant.

[Comments and Reflections]
1 was often led to reflect, how frequently it occurs in our intimacy with
our fellow beings that among their lovable traits, and graces we discern
some feature sorely trying and hard to bear with! His should remind us
that we all have imperfections, with which our friends have to bear; and
we wish them to love us for the good we possess and throw a mantle of
charity over all our faults. A Phrenologist knows how to account for deficencies and idiosyncrises in his fellow creatures; not he, who knows not
himself. "I have been young and now am old," and this one thing have 1
learned: to be merciful and forbearing towards my erring brothers, and
sisters, who travel with me the weary road of life, all hoping to find the
goal of our aspirations, and enter a sphere where sin and sorrow will
have an end. More than half the years of my married life 1 have stood
alone. Created the means to sustain myself and children: and although 1
had kind friends around me 1 had no one immediately interested to supply my daily wants. My cares often weighed heavily upon me, yet for the
most part 1 have been cheerful. My firm reliance on the Almighty arm
for protecting power kept me from desponding when dark clouds
seemed gathering, and ready to burst on my defenceless head. There has
been seasons in my life when had 1 not believed that the angels above
knew and pitied me, 1 should have sunk down in despair! These were
times when my grief was too great for utterance; 1 dared not breathe it to
mortal ears! Then was the time when the gospel in its fullness came to
my relief! The sound was heard, "A new dispensation is ushered in:
Christ has revealed himself again from the Heavens, and commanded
His kingdom to be set up on earth! No sound was ever so joyful in my
ears, and from thence to my heart, as that! 1 felt paid for all my sufferings; in that 1 had lived to see the day so long foretold by prophets and
apostles! It was like being born into a new world. Great and sore trials
fell to my lot, in consequence of my determination to gather with the
Saints; but the knowledge 1 had gained helped me to bear them cheerfully. And now in my advanced life 1 have peace in the reflection that 1
have been obedient to the voice of conscience, have never wilfully transgressed a law, either of God or man.
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Another principle I have studied hard to learn. To weigh character,
understand organizations, in order that I might be enabled to discern
beauty where many would only see deformity. As in the man to whom I
have above refered, as differing with me on many vital points; yet in him I
saw redeeming qualities. To appreciate him one must throughly understand him. Many indulged a prejudice much to his disadvantage of them
he would remark without any apparent ill will. "They do not understand
me." Thus proving the benefit of a cultivated intellect which enabled him
to reconcile injustice done him, without the least resentment. He went
from the place; a few friendly hearts missed him, and would sometimes
speak of his amiable qualities. Thus it is with human life; some are valued
above their merits, others fall below. How desirable to understand human
nature and judge righteously.
I am now bringing my history near its close.
[The Summer of 1876: Gardening]
The Spring of 1876 dawned upon me. I was alone and felt that I could not
tend my own garden. I engaged a man to cultivate it on shares. When the
bargain was made I felt relieved. The ground was plowed, and a few seeds
planted for early use. The next thing was the man opened a law office, in
the centre of town. I could find no one willing to carry forward the work;
not even my sonsinlaw. There was no alternative I must let my lot go
untilled, or do the work myself. I employed my neighbor's children to
help and I went to work with a will, with a firm reliance on the strength the
Lord would give me: thinking how pleasant it would look to see things
growing; to have vegetables of my own, and some to give my neighbors
who had none. My strength incrased daily. I was a marvel to myself. I
would rise before the sun, take a cold water bath, then go out and work
while the air was cool and delightful. Most remarkably did my strength
hold out during the warm season. I had great pleasure in seeing the fruits
of my toil coming forward for my own use and that of my neighbors, who
had inclosures which might have been cultivated, but for love of ease and
dread of exercising muscle and nerve. The summer wore away pleasantly,
my health continued firm. My patch of lucerne and the weeds fed my cow,
and I was constantly reminded of the reward of diligence and industry.
[Trip to Minersville, September 1876]
In September I was solicited to make a trip by Stage Coach to a mining
town, some forty miles away, where I had acquaintance, who were
pleased to see me, and cordially entertained and accompanied me to the
mines; where I was again reminded of the wonderful effects of labor and
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perseverance. 205 feet underground twelve men were at work getting
out ore, which was drawn out by means of a windlass and horse power.
Men would come up and go down in the great basket; even women
would venture down to explore the subterranean vault and contemplate
the marvelous works of nature. The bullion as it ran from the smelter,
excited great admiration in my mind. Oh, how laborious! What will not
men undertake for money?
I rode home from the town of Minersville with Mr. H. R. owner in
the "Cave Mines." He had in his carriage a silver brick which was valued at
$1700. He sold it to the express Co. and took the money back with him.
This gentleman informed me that every third day they could turn out
that amount. Their expenses were $300 pr day. I came home with the
conclusion that a mininig town had no attractions for me. Houses built of
lumber on the side of a mountain; not an earthly thing growing but scrub
cedars; not a fence, nor a garden for miles around: all their supplies
obtained from settlements at a distance. I thought it was more desirable
to own a spot of earth, sow seeds, and watch their growth, and have the
pleasure of eating what my own hands had produced.

[Autumn 1876: Unwell]
Autumn with her frosty nights crept upon us earlier than usual. I made
haste to gather in what I had raised. Making exertions too great for my
strength. The first, change in the weather seriously affected me. I took a
cold, which for one whole year had not been my misfortune. Weakness
and loss of appetite succeeded; and I found myself in a poor condition.
My daughters proposed bitters to strengthen me; reduced alcohol with
wormwood. Not a particle of good did it do me. I continued bathing in
cool water took one of Johnson's pills three mornings in succession my
cold was entirely gone. I was still weak.
The 10th of Nov. was the aniversary of my 74th birthday. A surprize
party was instituted by some of my friends. They came and found me in
bed. Having had no intimation of the affair I was undecided what to do. It
did not seem possible for me to sit up and entertain them. They began by
saying ''you must not be sick, we shall make you well." They prepared
some refreshment; their earnest wishes acted like magic upon me, and I
grew stronger every moment.
The birthday cake was presented by Mrs. Bettinson, an english lady of
taste and inventive talent, and of Beaver Celebrity in its early history. The
hearty and elegant construction of the cake so excited my admiration that I
exclaimed, it must be sent to the Centennial!" The exercises grew more
interesting when all were assembled and my strength and spirits kept pace
with the varied turns in conversation, and the good wishes expressed in my
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behalf, till at length there were no signs of indisposition remaining. There
were five gentlemen present who had known me twenty five years; others
nearly as long. In their first acquaintance with me in the golden days of
California, before time had set his impress so vividly upon me.
I was warmly congratulated in that my life had been protracted to
such a length, and that my physical and mental powers continued measurably unimpaired. A picnic was spread upon the tables, a merry company surrounding them, many blessings were pronounced with hearty
amens; my strength gradually increased, constantly reminding me of the
truth of the proverb, "a merry heart doeth good like a medicine." Judge
Cox being called on for the benediction moved that the party be
adjourned to meet one year from that date at the residence of "Sister L.
B. Pratt," and hoped the present company would "all be living and able to
attend." Thus ended a pleasant evening's entertainment, with which all
seemed highly satisfied.

[Prophetic Sermons: Wheat Storage]
I still continued to improve. The last day of Nov was a day of
Thanksgiving throughout the Territory. I attended; listened with interest
to the many admonitions from the speakers to the people to lay up grain
for a famine. They said it was sure to come, and that before thoughtless
careless people would be prepared to meet it. They prophesied that a season of plenty would precede the time of great scarcity.
The sisters of the church were encouraged to commence at once to
collect grain, and store it up against a day of want; when perhaps our kindred might come to us from a far country to buy food; as Joseph's of old
went to Egypt to buy corn of him whom they had illtreated and sold: little
thinking how the Lord had overruled their wicked designs in selling their
brother, thus making him their Savior. And who can tell but the very persons who were instrumental in driving us as a body of people from
Nauvoo into the wilderness, may yet have to come to the Saints for protection and salvation; in a time when war will desolate their country, and
famine and pestilence cause the proudest hearts to be humbled! Then
will be another proof, that "God moves in a mysterious way."

[Ephraim Pratt: Frank Grouard, Scout]
In the ensueing autumn I had another proof, (added to the many I have
recorded) that the Lord hears and answers prayer. My readers will recollect the many references I have made to a boy I brought from the Island
of Tupuai in his very early childhood. 5 That he ran away from me when
he was sixteen years old, went to Montanna in the capacity of a teamster.
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Twice after he left me I heard from him: at length his employer wrote me
that he had absconded and he knew not what had become of him. Ten
years passed away and nothing did I hear. Many an anxious hour did I
spend in conjecture. If alive, why did he not write, or return? I often
prayed that I might some time know if he lived what had been his fate? if
he had died, whether he had a decent burial.
In the month of Nov. 76 my mind was impressed to believe that it
might be revealed to me by some means what had become of my lost boy!
I prayed most earnestly for a dream or vision. Then came a letter from
the boy's father written in Chicago, that the lost was found! Mr. Grouard
the missionary companion of Mr. A. Pratt on the Pacific Isles, seeing the
name of Frank Grouard ["]Kanaka Scout," General Crook's Division in
the Black Hill war; thought it must be his eldest son, (of whom he had not
heard for several years) wrote to him to learn for a certainty who he
might be? He received for reply that he "was raised by a lady named Mrs.
Pratt in California; ran away from her, went to Montana, and was captured by the Sioux; was with them six years." got away from them,
changed his name from "Ephraim Pratt to Frank Grouard," which was his
father's name. His father immediately sent the letter to me, with lengthy
accounts in print of the bravery and intrepidity of the said Grouard;
according to him great applause for his noble daring and untiring
energy, in leading detachments through dangerous defiles and bringing
them safely to their quarters; amid the shouts of comrades.
I immediately wrote to him, to the care of General Crook, then
camped at Ft. Fetterman. An early reply came from the said Grouard, calling himelfby the familiar name of "Ephraim" in the letter so that I knew
it was verily my own adopted son, whom I brought over the seas, when he
was but two years old. His letter was couched in the most penitent affectionate terms; giving a thrilling account of his being captured by the
Blackfeet Indians, while carrying the mail in Montana. Stript of all his
clothing, and left 70 miles from any habitation. He made his way to Fort
Hawley, and when recuperated was put on a still more dangerous route;
and in the year 1871 was captured by the Sioux. He was with them five
years; and in that time applied himself assiduously to the study of their
character; their method of war, and the knowledge of their country;
believing that in a future day he might be required to serve his country,
in an Indian war. In 1875 he made his escape from them, and was soon
employed by government, as guide and Scout under General Crook, in
his campaign against the Sioux. Whether just or unjust his success has
been unparalleled in evading the attacks of that powerful enemy.
My mind has been continually under excitement, hearing from him
from time to time and learning from him that he contemplated making
me a visit. At length his photograph was sent; a fine looking gentleman,
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with no appearance of an Indian, as I had expected, his having been with
them so long. He has moreover made known a discovery he made among
the Sioux: that of a white girl; evidently about sixteen years old, which we
conclude at once to be the same stolen from Cache Valley when she was
very young, not more than three years of age. She was the daughter of a
Mr. Thurston: grand daughter of Pres't Erastus Snow, of St. George. Great
rewards have been offered for her redemption. My adopted son writes, "I
have twice attempted to capture her, but did not succeed. I believe I shall
yet accomplish it, in some of our fights."
The whole affair seems a tragedy of great interest! The sympathies of
all are enlisted, in regard to the lost girl grown to womanhood among the
savages; and the circumstances of the boy I had brought from a distant Isle,
in his early childhood and having been lost to me ten years, and that in
finding him, should be brought about the discovery of the long lost girl!
Nothing could be made to appear more romantic! And should he accomplish her rescue, it would indeed afford groundwork for a novel writer.
In the spring of 1877 a sad letter came from the young man, imploring sympathy from "Mother;" laboring as he was under a great disappointment. He
had previously informed me that he was soon to be married; mentioning
the lady's name to whom he was engaged. It seemed by what I could glean
from the spirit of that letter that the matter was fully settled, and no obstacles in the way. I began to comtemplate meeting my long absent boy, and
being introduced to his bride! Alas, for the poor confiding fellow! Three
days later, there came to my address inteligence that a change of prospects
was anticipated, to his great grief and anguish of heart; even bordering on
dispair. I was moved with compassion, and immediately wrote a letter of
condolence; assuring him of my deepest sympathy, and encouraging him to
hold up his head and never to succumb to disappointment! that the world
was full of failures of that kind, which should be bravely encountered. That
if his lady love had proven false, he must remember he was not the first
man who had been deceived by the blandishments of an artful woman! His
next letter breathed a little more of manhood, and a resolution to be firm
and overcome. He expressed his doubts concerning the white girl he had
seen, being the same stolen from Cache Valley in 67. The one he knew was
reported to have been stolen from an emigrant Company of the Platte
river. "She is the pet of the Sioux tribe; they even keep her in a cage, but
not as a prisoner." "Frank Grouard" still resolves to venture her rescue.
[The Hunt Family Answers the Call to Arizona]
On some of the last days of Feb. 1877 my daughter Lois B. Hunt came to
me with her large family, six daughters and two sons, husband in the lead,
who had volunteered to go on a mission to Arizona. They had for one
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year been located in the valley of the Sevier river: had been successful in
raising crops, had built them a good house, and we their relatives felt flattered with their prospects. But in the order of nature disappointments
come, often from an unsuspected source. Here they came, only to tarry
two days, and then to go to an unknown quarter, from whence I could not
expect them to return; and considering my advanced age I could scarcely
expect ever to see them again. The eldest daughter [Ida Frances], a girl
ever dear to me, had been staying with me for one month. 6 I had
indulged a hope that she would be pursuaded to remain with me un till
the family found a location suited to their minds. She had partially consented; but when the final test came, she could not part from her mother
and the young children. For days the weeping was incessant: not only with
the family and relatives, but the neighbors and old acquaintance were
moved to tenderness and tears, at the parting scene!
A card was sent from Washington that a new route was proposed
through an unsettled country. 7 it sounded in my ears like a funeral knell!
Hostile Indians, of whom I had read so much in the history of Arizona
seated on my brain! My mind was rocked with fearful apprehensions: I
wrote to St. George informing them of my presentiments; they sent a reply
that according to reliable information there was no danger to be feared
from Indians. That however did not wholy relieve my mind. A month passed
away, ere we heard anything more. Then a letter came from Ida Frances,
dated Iron Springs, March 29th. 'The train" 14 wagons were camped at that
point, had been making a new road, emerging six miles per day.
The journey had been tedious, their animals had suffered for water.
The weather had been excessively warm, they were still a long way from
their destination. They were then 240 miles from Beaver. They fortunately met a man coming to St. George, by whom they sent the letter, and
it was mailed there. Ida remarked, that her mother thought my forebodings were interpreted in the badness of the roads, and difficulties on the
journey, instead of hostile Indians. A month and eight days have since
passed away and not a word have we heard. My anxiety is very great.

[Dedication of St. George Temple, 6 ApIil1877]
The 6th of April [1877] the conference and dedication of the Temple
took place in St. George. The highway was thronged with people coming
from S. Lake and farther north, traveling to that City, to participate in the
blessings attending the interesting occasion. The Twelve Apostles, and
their families (a portion of them) were among the number. They held
meetings in the different towns as they passed through. In Beaver they
tarried two days, which afforded us an opportunity to greet our old dearly
loved friends, whom we knew in our days of trial and tribulation; some we
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had not seen before for ten years. It was indeed "like water to a thirsty
soul," to be permitted to look upon their faces, so familiar, though grown
a little older, and remember the scenes through which we had passed
together, when the Lord alone was our hope and trust. Thus bright spots
spring up in our pathway as we travel on our weary pilgrimage, thus lightening the burdens of life, and cheering us on to the goal of our hopes.
The voices of the Elders from the publick stand, familiar to my ears long
long ago, caused joy to spring up in my heart, for clearly could I discern
that they had increased in the wisdom and knowledge of God; they spake
as men having authority, and with great assurance.
I had long anticipated going to the dedication, but my brotherinlaw
and sister were not prepared to go at the time; it being necessary for us to
go together to attend to ordinances pertaining to our departed kindred,
my going was defered to an indefinite future. My eldest daughter and her
husband made the journey and returned, delighted with all they saw and
heard. My daughter describes the Temple as beautiful beyond description; a neighbor lady ardent in her appreciations of the sublime and marvelous, said to me in describing scenes in the Temple. "It seemed to me
the gateway to heaven! I thought there would be a good time and place to
resign my mortal life, and enter the portals of the spirtual spheres! which
I felt I could do with no dread of uncertainty, and even withjoy!8
It is seldom that one in health and in the middle of life, feels it better to die than live. In the midst of all my sore trials, when sorrows
seemed to roll with mountain weight upon me, I have ever felt a clinging
to life! My desire has been to struggle on, combat bravely with the ills,
and wait the next event.
[Reports from Her Scattered Family]
I see now a threatening trial, which I dare not speak of, only in secret to
Him who holds the destinies of mortals in His sovreign power, and ask
Him to avert the scene I see in the distance. Three weeks after receiving
the letter from my granddaughter dated at Iron Springs, another message
was received, more distressing than the first. It was dated at Sunset
Crossing. Lott Smith's Camp, Arizona. They had come on to good roads,
but the cattle were so drilled out, they could endure no longer. Three
good oxen laid down and died! They could go no further without more
team. Fortunately they were near the San francisco mountains, where a
stockholder came to their assistance: bought their odd ox, two cows and a
light wagon, in exchange for a fine span of horses and harness: so packing all their goods in two wagons, they went ahead with greater speed.
If the loss of the good old faithful cattle, and having to part with the
two cows, (all they had taken with them) would be the fulfillment of my
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dismal forebodings, that mischief would befall them on the way, my mind
would now be relieved. I will dare to hope. They have passed Arizona, and
gone into N. Mexico, to the Zuni Villages. They seem a great way off. I
have little hope of ever seeing them again.
A recent letter from my adopted son informs me he is camped at Ft.
Robinson, Neb. The Indian war is ended for the present. He expects to
be stationed at that Ft. for some indefinite time, contemplates a visit to
Utah, his earliest convenience.
I feel a foreshadowing of some good that may come to me from a
source once least expected. News reached me after waiting long in suspense that my daughter and family were safely moored in a pleasant isolated valley in N. Mexico, 22 miles from Ft. Wingate. A location selected
by two missionaries sent there to preach to the Indians. Zunies and
Navajos only one American family besides my daughter's have as yet settled there; more are expected soon. The Navajos are inclined to believe
the "Fullness of the gospel" the Zunis are not; generally established in the
Catholic faith. The Navajos rejoiced exceedingly when they learned the
object for which the white people were coming to their country. One, by
some means got the impression that the Lord of heaven and earth lived
in S. Lake City! When he was informed of his mistake, he seemed greatly
disappointed. A letter from my grandaughter, over whom I mourned at
the parting scene, revives my drooping spirits; and awakens a hope that
there will some good come to me yet in myoId age. I quote her own
words. "Be of good cheer, I will come to you the first good chance, when I
see my folks comfortably settled here. I will then return and see after my
grandmother. "
My adopted son still writes that he will come whenever he obtains
leave of absence. He is traveling from Ft. to Fort with Gen's Sheridan and
Crook, in Wyo' and Neb. The white girl he has discovered does not
answer the description of the one stolen from Cache Valley, grand daughter of E. Snow. The one Frank Grouard describes was captured from a
company of emigrants crossing the plains; her family all massacred. She is
now 21 years old. He has since informed that he is ordered out with a
scouting party of Indians, to watch the movements of the Sioux, who are
threatening to take the war path again.
[Birthday Anniversary Celebration]
Nov. 10th 1877 my 75th birthday aniversary was celebrated. A large party
of brethren and sisters of the church assembled at my dwelling, according
to adjournment from last year. The tables were set in fine style at 6:00
p.m. a variety of choice dishes were placed before the crowd who partook
with wholesome appetites: but for myself there was nothing tempting.
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Previous exertion in making things orderly, the excitement of receiving
the guests so wrought on my nerves that I was completely exhausted.
Mter making a slight attempt to partake of the bounties contributed by
my friends, I retired to my room to rest for a short time; then returned
and endeavored to perform my part as creditably as possible; in order to
make the evening exercises pass off agreably. I had prepared a short essay
and poem for the occasion; likewise on being urged to sing, I made an
attempt, and succeeded apparently to the pleasure of the company, as
their mirthfulness seemed quite excited. The evening passed pleasantly;
the party adjourned to meet one year from the date; all prophesying that
I would continue another year, and promising their faith and prayers that
I might witness a succession of celebrations, and have health and strength
to enjoy them.

[Family News and Anniversaries]
My heart is often made glad by receiving communications from my far off
daughters. The one in N. Mexico writes encouraging about her eldest
daughter returning to me: the same loving one who has always twined
herself about my heart. If she comes before the cold winter closes in I
shall feel that I have great reason to be thankful to Him who gives me
multiplied evidences that He hears and answers my prayers.
In California I have a grandson 18 years of age; whose amiable qualities commend him to the esteem of all who know him.9 He even remembers his aged grandmother in Utah; is only waiting to get means to came
and pay her a long visit. Ida remarks in her last letter to me, "who knows
but you may yet have a "boy and girl" to live with you, and your last days
prove to be your best?" "Hope springs eternal in the human breast."
My adopted son writes that after many trials and seasons of suspense, he is at length married! Still in government employ at Ft. Kenny
Wyoming. He promises to send a description of his wife, and the particulars of his wedding. She is called by the name of Miss Richards; which I
think indicates that she is a white girl either English or American.
Little do we know when toiling and laboring to raise children what
their course will be when they draw near the age of maturity whether they
return us gratitude for all our anxious hours over their well being, or
whether they will turn from us with indifference, and launch into irregularities destructive to their own peace, and humiliating to us who reared
them with fair prospects of their fidelity to us.
The death of our beloved President has spread a gloom over the
whole territory; wherever a branch of the church is located. We know it is
gain to him, and for his sake we can almost feel glad, in that his enemies
are disappointed. They cannot serve writs upon him any more, he is
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beyond their power. Will there not be joy in the spirit world, when his
freed spirit reaches the abode of those loved ones, who left us long ago!
In January 1878, news came from my daughter's family in N.
Mexico, that the small pox had come among them. They did not seem at
all alarmed, having learned from the citizens that in that climate the disease was easily disposed of. Five of the younger portion of the family
passed through the ordeal with little or no injury; the older five were
saved by vaccination in early life. One stout young man who went from
Beaver Co. with the family who seemed by the nature of his constitution
destined to live to old age, fell a victim to that fearful disease, after a sickness of twelve days. So little is youth health and strength a defence against
the insidious attacks of that malignant enemy we feel a deep sympathy for
his poor mourning mother! I know by my own experience that vaccination for the kine [cow] pox is a preventative of the other most dreaded
malady; and how unfortunate that people should neglect their children
in primeval childhood, and thus leave them exposed to that deadful epidemick! My hopes are revived by the cheering news that my grand daughter will be here this spring; whose going away we so much lamented!
"Mixture of joy and sorrow we dayly do pass through."
While rejoicing over the return of the wandering one, came the
news of my eldest brother's death. He had lived out his apppointed time,
(81 years.) filled his life with usefulness, won the respect of all who knew
him, left behind him the assurance of a joyful acceptance in that blissful
sphere, where he would meet thousands of our beloved kindred, long
gone from this world of sorrow and suffering. Although these reflections
were comforting, I could not avoid feeling grieved in spirit, that I should
see his face no more in this life!
July 24th 1878. The aniversary of another eventful day has again
passed. The people assembled for a celebration. Not with the zeal & inspiration that was manifested on occasions of that kind in years gone by; proving how every thing grows old. We cannot always keep in vivid recollection
our sufferings & privations in breaking up our homes & launching into the
howling wilderness to begin anew, & how thankful we were to find this fertile valley, designated by our wise Heavenly Father, as a refuge and resting
place from our oppressors. It is meet & right that we should remember the
day with gratitude and thanksgiving; the day we first set our feet on this soil,
which has been the peaceful home of the Saints for more than thirty years.
The summer passed quietly, though with excessive heat, and the toilsome exercise of tending my own garden. My spirits were enlivened with
the hope that in September my grand daughter would be here: indeed, I
had expected her in April, but having survived that disappointment
another time was appointed to hope upon. The period arrived, but no Ida
came. I then received inteligence that she would be here in November.

Sunset Years at Home in Beaver

371

[Ida Frances Hunt, Granddaughter]
The 10th was to be the aniversary of my 76th birthday; A picnic party was
appointment at my rsidence. I wrote to impress her mind with the importance of being present on that interesting occasion. The celebration took
place, much to the satisfaction of all concerned, but the young relative
did not appear. Towards the end of said month one day as the shades of
evening were closing in upon me she came walking in as home like as
though she had only been to a neighbor's house on a visit, and returned
in due time.
In Oct. preceeding her arrival, I had heard the death of another
brother; living in Sutton, Canada East, by the name of Cyprian Barnes;
two years my senior. He died from the effects of a cancer, with which he
had long been afflicted. He was a firm adherent to the Methodist faith,
an active member of that church, a moral and upright man.
My granddaughter remained with me 'till after Christmas then went
to the valley of the Sevier to visit her relatives.
Soon after she left I was taken sick, with a winter complaint, in the
form of pneumonia. It seemed to be prevalent every where. In many
instances with children it proved fatal.
My youngest daughter (Ann Louisa Willis) buried a beautiful child,
14 months old, her only daughter only one week's sickness. I was not able
to go to the house except once, on the second day of her illness, not even
to see her buried. She seemed an uncommonly attractive child, both in
looks and in her disposition; cheerful and contented all the day long, like
a sunbeam always shining before her mother's eyes. But she bore the
bereavement with great fortitude. She seemed to consider that it was gain
to the dear one to go, before she had sinned, or marred her soul with the
unhallowed things of this hard world, of temptation and sorrow! Before I
had recovered from my illness word came to me that my grand daugther
was detained on account of sickness of herself and friends where she was
staying. After a few days she returned, much to my rejoicing, and relief to
my anxiety. It was several weeks before my usual strength returned to me.
My cough I cured with coal oil and sugar. (The most effectual remedy I
ever tried) stirred well together.

[William H. McGary]
I had neglected to mention an exciting circumstance which occurred in
the fall of 1878. The return ofW. H. McGary from Ogden on his route to
N. Mexico; from whence he had come to visit his kindred in Weber Co.
Utah. The reader will recollect this same man was the former husband of
my eldest daughter, from whom she was separated in Ogden, many years
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before this date; buried his second wife in N. Mexico. On his return to
Beaver found his only child by his first wife married; a young girl of 17
years; whom he had comtemplated taking with him to his home, for the
purpose of assisting in the care of an infant daughter, left by his deceased
wife, promising to return with her and bring the child in due time.
Meeting with disappointment in that case, and being greatly excited on
the renewal of an acquaintance with the mother of his daughter, there
was a general feeling of sympathy for the unfortunate man. There
seemed no way of redemption for him, and he decided to go back to his
lonely home, submit to his fate, and solace himself with the guardianship
of his infant daughter. A few weeks passed, a letter to his daughter here
announced the death of his child; which came to him as he neared his
lonely home; causing him more fully to realize his bereavments, and to
count himself a doomed man! But ah! we cannot be alone in sorrow, however great it may be.
The year 79 came in the most intensely cold weather ever felt in
Beaver; more especially in the month of Dec. I was sick and alone but be
it to the credit of my neighbors and friends I was not neglected. Wood
was hauled and chopt, in many instances food ready cooked was brought
to my table, and I felt to thank the Lord for a brotherhood.
[The Hunt Family Called to Snowflake, Arizona]
In the winter of 1879 news came to us that the parents of my grand
daughter had moved from N. Mexico to Arizona, 130 miles nearer Utah,
her father John Hunt, having been called to preside as bishop over a
branch of the church in a new settlement, called Snow Flake. lO It was
pleasant news to us that they were nearer to us, for although I never
expect to go there, it does not seem so impossible to go 400 miles, as it
would to go 600. Now we can hear often & when I know they are all in
good health, the settlement increasing in numbers, building new houses,
opening farms, & prospering generally. I feel measurably reconciled to
the separation; & I say with one of old, ''when my father & mother forsake
me then the Lord will take me up." So I say in regard to my children,
going far away from me in my declining years; when I feel the infirmities
of age creeping upon me, & I am compelled to walk cautiously about.
Where duty bids me go; Not with light elastic step, But heavy dull and
slow." When I contemplate my lonely condition without a husband or
son, my sonsinlaw not in a condition to give me a home, or render me
much assistance, So much the more do I depend on the Lord; & greater
is my gratitude that my lot is cast among the Saints. I know of a surety that
they will not be unmindful of my necessities; they will even anticipate my
wants; they will be more to me than my kindred, who have not obeyed the
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gospel, reveled in this our day; & who would look suspiciously upon me
should I attempt to teach them certain things, I know are true.

[Spring and Summer of 1879]
The spring of 1879 dawned upon me & I commenced to put in my own
garden, and to plant over a half acre of ground. The brethren plowed the
ground, and my little grandchildren helped to plant it. That was accomplished with tolerable ease. Then came the severe exercise of muscle and
bone; the watering & hoeing up the weeds, which grew faster than the
vegetables. The hot season came upon me, the heat was intolerable! The
prostration it brought upon me prevented my doing any justice to the
garden except to irrigate. The brethren came and plowed it out, I began
to be encouraged a little; then as ill luck would have it I had a fall, which
disabled me from doing any manner of work for three weeks. The hurt
seated in my right side, and caused me great suffering. The sisters came,
washed and annointed me, promised me ] should recover my usual
strength, likewise the elders prayed with and blessed me, & promised the
same; all which is now being realized. I had assistance about the work in a
poor way by little boys, but better than none.
In the winter previous my eldest daughter Ellen Coombs was
attacked with inflammatory rheumatism, in a most alarming form! She
became helpless as an infant. When it was possible to move her she was
brought to my house. In the mean time her daughter, (married one year
ago) did herself a serious injury by helping to lift a heavy sewing
machine. Her husband being from home & mother not able to attend
her, she was brought to my house; was confined to her bed for near two
weeks, My house was like a hospital, but we had kind friends.

[Ellen's Illness; Ida Frances, Nurse]
My grand daughter who had come so far to visit us realized how fortunate it
was that she was here, a help and comfort in time of need. It was not long
till Nellie the daughter was able to wait on her mother, and in due time her
husband returned, and she went to her own house. The injury she had
received was overcome by faith, prayers, and good nursing and in due time
she gave birth to a fine promising son; my first great grandchild. Mter
three months my daughter could walk well with the help of crutches & was
shortly able to walk about the house without them. There was great sympathy extended to her, and many prayers offered up in her behalf, and even
fasting by the sisters, the effects of which she felt at the time; and though
not made whole, she was relieved of pain, so far that it caused her to feel
conscious that we were praying for her. From that time she gradually

Sunset Years at Home in Beaver

375

improved, untill her general health was excellent, and the swolen limb
gave promise of performing its accustomed office; and while I am writing
this she is able to walk abroad with the aid of one crutch, and a short distance without either, for which we all feel to thank the Lord. Had all parties
concerned united their faith in the first instance she might have been
healed but there was a lack where it should have been most potent; and the
delay has by no means weakened my faith in the healing of the sick, by the
administration of the elders; the ann ointing with oil, and laying on hands.
The excessive heat of summer is fast passing away. I begin to enjoy the fruits
of my hard labor; poorly as my garden has been tended it does me good.

[Contemporary Recordings]
The women of the Relief Society are storing up grain against a day of
famine; which we are warned will surely come, sometime in the near
future. We wish to follow the wise man, who fore seeth the evil and hideth
himself, while "the simple pass on and are punished." Soon a suitable
granery will be completed to receive the grain we already have on hand,
and that which we propose to collect, by purchase, donation, and gleaning. A noble enterprise; who can deny the fact? The drouth has been very
threatening but by the providence of our merciful Father, the harvest is
more abundant than was anticipated. We believe He will be long suffering, and give us time to prepare for the trying events which are to come
on those who reject his warnings, and will not come out of Babylon,
before she falls to rise no more.
Nov. 10th The adjourned party again assembled to celebrate the
aniversary of my 77th birthday. Six Elders were present, besides other
gentlemen, twenty ladies were in attendance; all with warm hearts to congratulate me that I had attained to such an advanced age and so well
retained my mental and physical powers. The company was duly organized; a chairman, chaplain, and secretary chosen, a picnic prepared, all
conducted in parlimentary order. The social, and spiritual, enjoyment,
seemed unrivalled. In the midst of the exercises a serenading party came
to the door, were invited in, and entertained the company with beautiful
music. The minutes of a former celebration were read, likewise the
prospectus to my history. I was urged to sing a song composed on the first
settlement of Southern Utah in which I succeeded quite well.

[Ida Frances, Granddaughter]
April 11th 1880 Five months have now passed away since I took my pen to
record the event of my 77th aniversary. I have struggled through one of
the coldest winters I ever experienced in my life. Cold succeeding cold,

376

The History of Louisa Barnes Pratt

and fastening on my lungs kept me prostrated till at the present time I
have but little strength left. At different times when urged to go out and
visit my friends, I would summon all my resolution and acceded to their
entreaties; being assured it would be better for me than keeping so close
to my own fireside. Each time it proved the worse for me; an additional
cold was sure to be the consequence. My grand daughter was steadily with
me, engaged in teaching school; I had the pleasure of seeing her passing
out and in every day, and when she was gone for a half day, I did not feel
lonely, as I expected her to return, at the set time. But Oh, the scene has
changed! Her friends in Arizona continued their importunities for her to
"come home;" and she was constrained to yield to their entreaties;
although we were equally as solicitous to have her remain. But father and
mother have the first claim; a house full of sisters, & brothers, all filled
with anticipation to witness her return, to hear her sweet strains of music
on the guitar, and be cheered by hearing rehearsed the events of her protracted visit, and a thousand little incidents peculiar to long absence from
home. "Ida Frances" passed two birthdays in Beaver, her 21st and 22d.
She took her departure on the 6th of April, fifty years from the day this
church was organized, with six members; an item to be remembered. It
was my youngest daughter's birthday, and we were assembled at her
house to dine; when the carriage drove to the door. With tears and incoherent good bys we wished her a pleasant and safe journey home.ll
Nothing could exceed the loneliness in the house the first day
where she had so long been an inmate. The gloom was like that we feel
when a dearly loved one is borne from the family circle and laid in that
silent place among the kindred dead, gone forever from our sight. Her
Aunt Ellen was hopeful; she believed the dear girl would come again in
the due time of the Lord. Since then we hear intimations that events may
transpire to bring her back sooner than we had dared to expect.
Another grand daughter (younger than the first) stays with me,
whose husband is from home. She has a beautiful babe ten months old; he
cheers our hearts with his carrols and his bright smiling face, and I am led
to acknowledge that blessings still remain to me. The mother of the little
one is the same whose marriage I have mentioned in my record of events.
I mourned over her marrying so young, but she seems very happy and
contented, and her devotion to the child sometimes alarms me, through
fear that it may be torn from her embraces, as hundreds have been the
past year from their doting mothers, in this country, and throughout this
territory, with that fatal disease, Diptheria! The spring is cold and backward, The wind is boisterous, which makes it impractical for me to do anything in my garden. Now the 20th of April, not a seed in my ground.
The dear old lady sister Jane Neyman, is lying very low, a parallytic
stroke has prostrated her, when to all human appearance she bid fair to
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be active and enjoy life for several years longer, notwithstanding her
great age. 87 years she has lived on the earth, a model of goodness. June
6th The blessed old sister & friend of humanity is gone! Mter three
weeks illness she took, departure to the spirit land. She often seemed in
communion with persons long gone behind the veil; mistaking some
who called to see her for friends she had known and loved in life; and
who knows but their spirits might have been hovering over her, waiting
to convey her spirit away when the struggle for life was ended. Her trust
in the mercy of God continued to the last, and she was heard to repeat
audibly those comforting lines often on her tongue in health, 'The soul
that on Jesus has leaned for repose, I cannot I will not desert to his foes:
That soul tho' all hell should endeavor to shake, I'll never, no never, no
never forsake!" Thus ended a long and useful life, fraught with trials,
intermingled with bright hopes of deliverance at every intervening turn
in the weary path she had to pursue. The prophet Joseph, in Nauvoo was
her unvarying friend; which often buoyed up her sinking spirit, in times
when she was passing through some serious affliction! Long will she live
in the memories of many whom she attended in sickness, & relieved by
her faith and prayers.
[Ida's Return to Her Home in Snowflake]
I will now leave her in her quiet resting place and return to my grand
daughter who left me on the 6th of April to go to her home in the wilds
of Arizona. Long and tedious has been her journey! Instead of performing it as she had hoped in two weeks the company were detained by high
water and sandy roads, scarcity of feed for their animals, till eight weeks
labor would scarcely suffice to take them through. Returning travelers
bring us news of their difficulties. An explorer brought us word that the
company when they reached the Colorado found the river ten feet deep,
the wagons had to be unloaded, taken to pieces, and by littles carried
across the river in a canoe instead of a flat boat. Then the animals were
made to swim the stream. What a labor to make repairs and load up
again! The poor traveling Mormons! Exploring and settling new countries has been their destiny for fifty years! I am now waiting anxiously to
hear, the dear girl is safely moored in the parental home, however
homely it may be, the arrival will be ajoyful event to her.
Since she left me there has been wind storms, and cold weather
even to require winter fires. My wood pile was low, but in my needs some
good samaritan came along and offered deliverance, proving to me who
are my neighbors.
June 29th At this date no complaint of cold but quite the reverse.
The sun beats down upon us with power and scorching heat as though to
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make amends for his delinquency in early spring. The seeds were planted
in my garden in reasonable time but frost and cold north winds forbade
their growth, and now the only hope for their maturing is protracted
summer.
Letters from my granddaughter announce her safe arrival in
Arizona in the home of her parents, after an absence of one year and six
months. Great was the joy that she had returned in health and peace. The
journey though tedious and fatiguing was rendered endurable and even
agreable, by agreable congenial company, acts of kindness from her traveling companions, her anticipation of the cordial welcome she was sure
to meet, even in the settlements she was to pass through where she met
old acquaintance with warm hearts.
["Now the days pass heavily away"]
Now the days pass heavily away. I seem to dread loneliness more and
more. When there are none sleeping in the house but myself and little
grandson only eight years old, if I awake in the night a gloom seems hovering over me! I think of the children I struggled so hard to rear, in the
absence of their father the many years he was called on his mission to the
South Pacific Islands, before I was permitted to accompany him, or rather
to join him there; not one to live with me in my advanced stage of life;
and though two are living not far away they are not situated in a manner
to make me comfortable at their homes, to take up my residence with
them, neither have I room to accommodate them, that one family might
dwell with me. "Hope springs eternal in the human breast." I trust in God
and look for a brighter future. I can count a thousand blessings all the
time. The burden of my prayer is, "strength of body and peace of mind."
With these, what more do I want, with loving friends to administer in time
of need? Then why am I often sad? Because I am not worthy to claim that
blessing in full, for which I intercede every hour of my life. I need cheerful company in my house, daily; such is my organization, mirthfulness is
what my spirit craves. My strength will not permit me to go much from
home, to walk any considerable distance; how pleasant an occasional ride
would be in an easy carriage, but that is not in the programe of my daily
life. Once I had a carriage of my own, could even harness my horse
myself, take my children and go where I pleased. That is among the
scenes of the past. It was not destined always to last.
Aug 13th. July has come and gone; the intolerable heat was more
than I felt able to endure; but I kept up, and attended to irrigating my
garden; no rain, not even thunder, to cool the air as in former years.
Since August came in we have been favored with a few sprinkles of rain to
lay the dust, & a little thunder which molified the excessive heat, and
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brought some refreshing breezes from the mountain's top to cool our
scorched flesh. Ah we need not complain, summer will soon be gone, too
soon I fear, for late planted gardens like mine. It would grieve me to see
my hard labor lost, to see a blighting frost wither the vegetation I have
nourished with such anxiety. I can only hope and pray.
The first monday in this month was our election. There was a tolerable share of union, but not universal. However, our party won, on account
of illegal votes on the opposite ticket, which were thrown out, leaving the
Mormon votes the majority. There were some unpleasant things to be disposed of, even in our Relief S. such as rancor towards certain ones who
had taken a stand against the woman's rights question; which, though we
felt great injustice had been done us, we concluded to lay aside, and cling
to the iron rod, & to the blessed Savior's example, and in every instance
render good for evil; that we may prove ourselves children of our Father
in heaven, who is kind to the unthankful, and to those who slight His
counsels.
Now I am doubly alone! My granddaughter Nellie McGary Jones
has moved to Frisco (a mining town 40 miles away.) and now her mother
has gone to visit her, and I feel bereaved. Why I feel bereaved, my
youngest daughter has moved with her family five blocks from me, too far
for me to walk: and she not being strong, cannot come often to see me. A
friend and family connexion has been staying near me for several weeks,
has made it a point to sleep in my house, for the most part, helping me at
night and morning in my household duties; affording comfort by her
quiet spirit, and solicitude for my welfare for which I ask the Lord to bless
her. Her life is lonely, having been compelled to leave her husband for
intemperance.
A hope springs up in my heart that when the women of this great
nation are allowed equal rights with men, and power is vested in them to
bring about reforms, the liquor traffick will be abolished; and drunkenness will be considered a crime and punished accordingly. What a mockery to call this nation free when more than one half her legal loyal
citizens are denied the right of the ballot, the foundation of a government. Ah! But the Lord rules! He can "cast down the mighty and exalt
those of low degree." Let the faithful women trust in Him. He will ere
long adjust their cause, & help them to fulfill their destiny the great
reform; as Tulidge has spoken. (See women of Mormondom.) May I live
to see that day, and be a coworker, aged as I am.

