JOURNAL OF DISCOURSES.

CHARACTER AND BEING OF
GOD—CREATION—SALVATION OF THE DEAD—THE
UNPARDONABLE SIN—RESURRECTION—BAPTISM OF
THE SPIRIT, ETC.

A DISCOURSE BY PRESIDENT JOSEPH SMITH, DELIVERED AT THE CONFERENCE HELD
NEAR THE TEMPLE, IN NAUVOO, APRIL 6, 1844.

REPORTED BY W. RICHARDS, W. WOODRUFF, AND W. CLAYTON.

Beloved Saints—I will call the atten-
tion of this congregation while I address
you on the subject of the dead. The de-
cease of our beloved brother, Elder King
Follett, who was crushed in a well by the
falling of a tub of rock, has more immedi-
ately led me to that subject. I have been
requested to speak by his friends and rel-
atives; but inasmuch as there are a great
many in this congregation who live in
this city, as well as elsewhere, who have
lost friends, I feel disposed to speak on
the subject in general, and offer you my
ideas so far as I have ability and so far
as I shall be inspired by the Holy Spirit
to dwell on this subject.

I want your prayers and faith that
I may have the instruction of Almighty
God and the gift of the Holy Ghost, so
that I may set forth things that are
true and which can be easily compre-
hended by you, and that the testimony
may carry conviction to your hearts

and minds of the truth of what I shall
say. Pray that the Lord may strengthen
my lungs, stay the winds, and let the
prayers of the Saints to heaven appear,
that they may enter into the ears of the
Lord of Sabaoth; for the effectual prayers
of the righteous avail much. There is
strength here; and I verily believe that
your prayers will be heard.

Before I enter fully into the investi-
gation of the subject which is lying be-
fore me, I wish to pave the way and bring
up the subject from the beginning, that
you may understand it. I will make a
few preliminaries, in order that you may
understand the subject when I come to
it. I do not calculate or intend to please
your ears with superfluity of words, or
oratory, or with much learning; but I cal-
culate to edify you with the simple truths
from heaven.

In the first place, I wish to go
back to the beginning—to the morn of



