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things are confined in space, and are un-
der the jurisdiction and control of the
Almighty; and if he cannot find them in
one place, he will in another.

They are like children who have been
under the teachings of a kind father all
the day long, who taught them the prin-
ciples of righteousness, integrity, and
truth; but they would not listen, like his
good children, to his teachings, but they
are rebellious, and will not learn their
lessons and be prompted to their duty by
the voice of kindness, nor be moved to do
right by the affection of a kind father and
mother, but they must tear themselves
away and thrust themselves beyond the
teachings of their parents.

Follow such children through their
lives, and what will they come to? You
will perhaps find them in a dungeon—
in the dark cell of a prison, loaded with
chains, if not condemned to a greater
penalty there. Perhaps they may then
follow after their God, like the prodigal
son, that could not be trained in his fa-
ther's house. His wild ambition led him
to grasp at things that were unlawful
for him. "Give me," said he, "my por-
tion of the inheritance, and let me go."
After he left his father's house, he was
reduced to a state of wretchedness and
poverty, and would gladly have fed with
the swine. He began to feel not only
the lashes of an unsatisfied appetite, but
also of a guilty conscience. Said he, "How
many hired servants of my father have
bread enough and to spare, and I perish
with hunger. I will arise and go to my
father, and will say unto him, Father, I
have sinned against heaven, and before
thee, and am no more worthy to be called
thy son: make me as one of thy hired ser-
vants."

You remember it was said in the
former part of the day that some per-
sons would be servants. On the father
seeing the returning prodigal afar off,
all the feelings of a kind parent were

awakened. "Come, my son, as you have
returned, I will not subject you to be a
servant like these are that serve in my
house; but you are my son. Bring hither
the best robe and put it upon him; put
shoes upon his feet, and a ring on his
hand." And they began to be merry.

Do you not see that the prodigal son
learned a good lesson in the school of ad-
versity, which he could not learn in his
father's house. The spirit of rebellion
could not be made to bow to mild and
affectionate means; but it yielded under
the hammer of adversity. His spirit was
made to bend to his father's will by that
means; and, bending home, he came to
his father's house.

These characters, then, receive the
seed in stony ground, and have not root
in themselves. They feel themselves
troubled and oppressed and wronged in
the time of danger and tribulation; and
they say, "We will go: we are displeased;
therefore we will go far away and try
our fortune in the world once more. We
tried it once before we embraced "Mor-
monism." We thought we were satisfied
to cast in our lot with the people of God;
but we have become dissatisfied and of-
fended, and we will go and try our for-
tune in the world again."

They go and try it. They may get hold
of the riches of this world, and they may
not; but I will tell you one thing—they
will not get hold of all the truth of God in
their course; they will not get hold of that
which satisfies the immortal mind; and
while their pockets are lined with gold,
their spirits will be troubled and in dis-
tress and misery. If ever once the spark
of truth has lighted up the understand-
ing and left an impression there, it is not
to be erased in a moment, but it lives;
and when it is dishonored, it is an arrow
in the mind, which will torment them
day and night. Go where they will, they


