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widows for their spouses, and young per-
sons for their lovers; that thus the Great
Vase came to be for them associated
with all dear and distant memories, and
was therefore the object, of all others
in the building, to which they attached
the greatest degree of idolatrous affec-
tion. On this account, the victors had so
diligently desecrated it, as to render the
apartment in which it was contained too
noisome to abide in.

"They permitted me also to ascend
into the steeple, to see where it had been
lightning-struck the Sabbath before; and
to look out, east and south, on wasted
farms like those I had seen near the city,
extending till they were lost in the dis-
tance. Here, in the face of the pure day,
close to the scar of the divine wrath left
by the thunderbolt, were fragments of
food, cruises of liquor, and broken drink-
ing vessels, with a bass drum and a
steamboat signal bell, of which I after-
wards learned the use with pain.

"It was after nightfall when I was
ready to cross the river on my return.
The wind had freshened since the sun-
set, and the water beating roughly into
my little boat, I edged higher up the
stream than the point I had left in the
morning, and landed where a faint glim-
mering light invited me to steer.

"Here, among the dock and rushes,
sheltered only by the darkness, without
roof between them and the sky, I came
upon a crowd of several hundred human
beings, whom my movements roused
from uneasy slumber on the ground.

"Passing these on my way to the
light, I found it came from a tallow
candle in a paper funnel shade, such
as is used by street vendors of apples
and peanuts, and which, flaming and
guttering away in the bleak air off the
water, shone flickeringly on the ema-
ciated features of a man in the last

stage of a bilious remittent fever. They
had done their best for him. Over his
head was something like a tent, made
of a sheet or two, and he rested on a
partially ripped open old straw mattress,
with a hair sofa cushion under his head
for a pillow. His gaping jaw and glazing
eye told how short a time he would mo-
nopolize these luxuries; though a seem-
ingly bewildered and excited person, who
might have been his wife, seemed to find
hope in occasionally forcing him to swal-
low, awkwardly, sips of the tepid river
water, from a burned and battered bitter-
smelling tin coffee pot. Those who knew
better had furnished the apothecary he
needed; a toothless old bald-head, whose
manner had the repulsive dullness of a
man familiar with death scenes. He, so
long as I remained, mumbled in his pa-
tient's ear a monotonous and melancholy
prayer, between the pauses of which I
heard the hiccup and sobbing of two lit-
tle girls, who were sitting upon a piece of
drift wood outside.

"Dreadful, indeed, was the suffer-
ing of these forsaken beings; bowed and
cramped with cold and sunburn, alter-
nating as each weary day and night
dragged on, they were, almost all of
them, the crippled victims of disease.
They were there because they had no
homes, nor hospital, nor poorhouse, nor
friends to offer them any. They could not
satisfy the feeble cravings of their sick;
they had not bread to quiet the fractious
hunger cries of their children. Mothers
and babes, daughters and grandparents,
all of them alike, were bivouacked in tat-
ters, wanting even covering to comfort
those whom the sick shiver of fever was
searching to the marrow.

"These were Mormons, in Lee
County, Iowa, in the fourth week of
the month of September, in the year
of our Lord 1846. The city—it was


