
on the one hand, and the chains of cruelty 
and oppression, on the other, inspired the 
apostles of American freedom to raise the 
standard of liberty, and unfurl its banner 
to the world as a warning to oppressors, 
and as the star of hope to the oppressed. 
The very name of America causes a thrill 
of patriotic devotion to her best interests to 
quiver in the heart of every citizen of Utah, 
with a zeal and a pride for the welfare of 
our country that does honor to the mem-
ory of those departed heroes whose ashes 
are mingled in our soil, and made rich and 
dear to us by their own blood.

Remember Lexington, and Bunker Hill, 
and lastly Yorktown, with all the interme-
diate scenes as narrated in the history of 
the American Revolution! Remember the 
immortal Washington, chosen to lead our 
infant armies through the perils and hard-
ships of an unequal contest, to the climax 
of victory and the pinnacle of fame! His 
name, embalmed in the never-dying sym-
pathies of his grateful countrymen, will 
be heralded in the melody of song, “while 
the earth bears a plant or the ocean rolls a 
wave.” While Columbia’s sons and daugh-
ters regret and mourn his exit hence in ac-
cents like the following—

“Cold is the heart where valor reigned, 
  Mute is the tongue that joy inspired,  
Still is the arm that conquest gained,  
  And dim the eye that glory fired,”

They will comfort themselves and qui-
et the pangs of their bereaved hearts by 
chanting like this—

“Too mean for him a world like this; 
  He’s landed on the happy shore, 
Where all the brave partake of bliss, 
  And heroes meet to part no more.”

In those early and perilous times, our men 
were few, and our resources limited. Poverty 
was among the most potent enemies we had 
to encounter; yet our arms were success-

ful; and it may not be amiss to ask here, 
by whose power victory so often perched 
on our banner? It was by the agency of 
that same angel of God that appeared unto 
Joseph Smith, and revealed to him the his-
tory of the early inhabitants of this coun-
try, whose mounds, bones, and remains of 
towns, cities, and fortifications speak from 
the dust in the ears of the living with the 
voice of undeniable truth. This same an-
gel presides over the destinies of America, 
and feels a lively interest in all our doings. 
He was in the camp of Washington; and, 
by an invisible hand, led on our fathers to 
conquest and victory; and all this to open 
and prepare the way for the Church and 
kingdom of God to be established on the 
western hemisphere, for the redemption of 
Israel and the salvation of the world.

This same angel was with Columbus, 
and gave him deep impressions, by dreams 
and by visions, respecting this New World. 
Trammeled by poverty and by an unpopu-
lar cause, yet his persevering and unyield-
ing heart would not allow an obstacle in 
his way too great for him to overcome; 
and the angel of God helped him—was 
with him on the stormy deep, calmed the 
troubled elements, and guided his frail ves-
sel to the desired haven. Under the guard-
ianship of this same angel, or Prince of 
America, have the United States grown, in-
creased, and flourished, like the sturdy oak 
by the rivers of water.

To what point have the American arms 
been directed since the Declaration of our 
National Independence, and proven un-
successful? Not one!

The peculiar respect that high Heaven 
has for this country, on account of the 
promises made to the fathers, and on ac-
count of its being the land where the mus-
tard seed of truth was planted and destined 
to grow in the last days, accounts for all 
this good fortune to our beloved America.
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