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enough to last you and your families
seven years; then when the mob comes,
take your wives and your children, and
creep into your den, and there remain
until the war is over.

Do not apostatize to save your lives,
for if you do, you are sure to lose them.
You may do some good by laying up a
little more grain than you want, and by
handing out a biscuit to a brave hearted
soldier passing by, hungry and fatigued.
I could hide myself in these mountains,
and defy five hundred thousand men to
find me. That is not all, I could hide this
whole people, and fifty times more, in the
midst of these mountains, and our ene-
mies might hunt until they died with old
age, and they could not find us. You who
are cowards, lay up your crops another
year and hide them away.

You know that almost every time that
Gentiles address us in public, they are
very mindful to caution the Latter-day
Saints "not to fight, now don't fight."
Have we ever wanted to fight them? No,
but we have wanted to preach to them
the Gospel of peace.

Again, they say, "We are afraid that
you, Latter-day Saints, are becoming
aliens to the United States; we are
afraid your hearts are weaned from the
brotherhood down yonder." Don't talk
about weaning now, for we were weaned
long ago, that is, we are or should be
weaned from all wickedness and wicked
men. I am so perfectly weaned that
when I embraced "Mormonism," I could
have left father, mother, wife, chil-
dren, and every relation I had, and
am weaned from everybody that will
turn a deaf ear to the voice of revela-
tion. We are already weaned, but re-
member, we are not weaned from the
Constitution of the United States, but
only from wickedness, or at least we
should be. Let every man and woman
rise up in the strength of their God,
and in their hearts ask no favors of

the wicked; that is the way to live, and
then let the wicked persecute, if they
choose.

Are we going to fight? No, unless they
come upon us and compel us either to
fight or be slain.

Last fall we were visited by some of
the brotherhood from the east, and I
said, "Come in, my brother, come into
my house; this is Mrs. Young, this is
my daughter, and this is sister so and so.
Wilford, Joseph, and William, open your
houses and let these eastern brethren
stay with us in comfortable quarters this
winter." Wilford turns his family out of
a fine house into a log cabin, to let the
brotherhood in. Not a person, with but
one exception, opened his house for their
accommodation, without first asking my
counsel. I said, "Yes, open your houses,
turn out your wives and children, and
let the brotherhood come in, and prove
to the old stock, that we are their friends
if they will do anything like what is de-
cent;" and we furnished them comfort-
able winter quarters.

Directly the brotherhood began to
pass around, and, as brother Grant said
today, with a glove halfway on their fin-
gers, apparently so virtuous in the day-
light that they durst not touch a female's
hand with theirs, unless gloved, but un-
der the shadows of night they would go
whisking around, here and there, say-
ing, "Won't you take a sleigh ride with
me this evening? Step into my carriage,
and take a ride."

These proceedings were directly in
the face and eyes of this people. What
did they do when I introduced them to
a wife, a daughter, or a sister, with all
the grace, politeness, and kindness that
could be expected from any man? As
quick as my back was turned, it would
be, "Miss, or Madam, I want to get into
bed with you. Look here, you come to
my office, won't you? I have a good bed
there."


