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political predence, had wanted the courage to say frankly to
their fellow men what they knew of the abominations of
Mormonism, had she not spoken openly the truth, and trusted
the issue to God?

‘What, though the public authorities may be misled for
the time by officious Mormons in disguise ; and what though
injudicious ¢ Proclamations” and “ Peace Commissions?”
may compromise the national dignity by unworthy negotia-
tions with outlaws ; and by making terms with crime; shall
not the future public sense avenge the outrage

Truth has nothing to fear from the future. It is only the
truckling importunity of the hour—at once audacious and
time-serving—that is liable to overpower it. That “ Book of
Martyrs” is defective which records ouly the.deaths of the
sufferers for truth’s sake. It is the living and unscrupulous
present that can roast most cruelly, while it spares with
ostentatious show ; and pursues absolutely without mercy for
the attainment of momentary ends ; with entire indifference
as to what possible opinion posterity may entertain as to it.

‘Woere these her thoughts? Perhaps. Whatever they may
have been, they were interrupted, when it was near dark, by
a knock at the door. Then folldwed the inquiry by a manly
voice: “Does Mrs. Smith, lately from Utah, live heref”
That voice could not be mistaken. She had last heard it in
Mormon ldnd, more than five long, long years ago; and she
had not forgotten it. After looking for several moments at
the stranger standing in the open door, where he was partly
obscured by the darkness, she said : ¢ Oh, Smith! Reuben!!”
Mrs. Knapp, who had heard the knock and was about to

mmons at the door, was nearly paralyzed when
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she heard this exclamation from her sister ; for she felt she
was about to realize the fear which had of late oppressed
her, viz., that Mary Ettie would in the end go mad, if her
husband should not return. She therefore said to her:
« Ettie, come with me. You need sleep. You have watched
with mother so long, you are worn out. That is not your
husband.” :

But it did not matter. Two true, human souls, long sepa-
rated by Mormon intrigue, were n8w face to face. Who
shall understand the mute investigation which their brief
communion vouchsafed them? It had been represented to
each that the other had married again; and now both
silently questioned of the past. But good faith needs not
the intervention of words to make itself understood. The
stranger faltered, but not long, for he saw how it was; and
as Mrs. Knapp essayed to lead her sister away, he said, in a
tone of voice wanting somewhat the firmness it possessed at
first : “She is right. I am Smith. 8he is my wife I

‘We leave the reader to imagine the scene, and the expla-
nations which followed. Although the mother was already
too far gone to speak with ease, she gave Mr. Smith a srpile
of recognition, as she felt his hand and heard his voice; and
afterwards she was able to say, “I always told Mary Ettie you
would come.” These were her last words, She lingered,
however, for three days longer, and died on the 17th.

Her funeral was attended by a large concourse of her
sympathizing friends and old neighbors, as well as by many
strangers who had heard her story, from the Wyoming and .
Lackawanna valleys and the surrounding hills; and, as was
very fitting, the religious services were conducted by Elder
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Mott, the Baptist minister at Hyde Park, Luzern county, Pa.,
who had known Mrs, Coray and her husband when they
were young, which.he stated from the pulpit; he also said,
he had kept track of the family most of the time since.

The little that yet remains to be told, in order to a full
understanding of the foregoing, will be found in the state-
ment of Reuben P. Smith, annexed.

DaxsviLes, N. Y., Sept. 80, 1858.

°

Statement of Reusex P. Smitm, tn continuation of the ac-
count given of him by his wife, Mary Erne V. Surrm ;
Jrom page 242 of her Narrative, entitled “Fiftcen Years
among the Mormons,” etc., made at Danville, N. ¥.
August 28, 1858.

STATEMENT.

I propose to give a brief account of my personal adven-
tures since my separation from my wife, so far as it is con,
nected with her Narrative, and particularly so far as it may
serve to illustrate and expose Mormonism; but before doing
this, I deem it proper to give gome account of my birth and
parentage.

I was born near. West Union, Adams county, Ohio. My
grandfather,. Regben Smith, had three sons: Joseph, Joel
and John B. The last-named was my father. My uncle
Joel is now living on Brush Creek, near my birth-place; and
Joseph at Seliua, Ill. My father moved to Stringtown, Iowa,
where he died in 1847. My mother was Elizabeth Chap-
.man, and a sister of Joseph Chapman; the latter somewhat

“olitician and stump orator at the West. He
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was an old-school Democrat, and edited and published a
paper entitled the “ Koon Skinner,” at Indianapolis, He was
better known there as “Crowing Chapman” He com-
manded a company of volunteers in the Mexican war, and
died on his way back.
" Since my return from California, I have examined carefully
the foregoing Narrative of my wife, Mary Ettie V. Smith;
" and as far as T have been able to discover, it is correct ; with
the unimportant exception, that she appears to have con-
founded my object in going to California, mentioned on page
240, with that mentioned on page 242. It was at the latter
time that I went on my own business. At the time first
mentioned, I was in the employ of Major Hollman, Indian
Agent of the Territory. ‘I accompanied him to Humboldt
River and Carson Valley, where he went to distribute the
goods due the different Indian tribes in that vicinity. We
were gone about three months; and before our return to
Great Salt Lake, we crossed the Sierra Nevada into Califor-
nia, to sell some extra horses the major had on hand. Our
party was composed of young men, Mormons and Gentiles
picked up for the occasion at Great Sali Lake. The Indian
interpreter on this expedition was a Canadian Frenchman,
named Papa, between whom and myself there soon grew up
a strong friendship. Papa was an old mountaineer, one of
that celebrated class of rangers who knew the mountains and ‘
the plains, aud loved them immensely. He wore under® his
greasy hunting shirt a brave and true heart, and was influ-
enced only by honest purposes. He had conceived a strong
dislike to the Mormons, and was always seeking some way to
thwart their aims,
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ham Young, said I should never see him, and the Danite to
whose care I have been intrusted in this land of the Gentiles,
has said the same, Will they kill him§ September was the
latest point of time beyond which he would allow any earthly
consideration to detain him, as he has written me; and this is
the first of October, and he comes not yet.

THE EXND,
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Tae “closing lines” of the foregoing Narrative, went to press
about the middle of October, 1857, by which the sad story

.. of Mrs. Smith and her mother was brought down to that

date. Since then, events of the highest importance to therr
have transpired. With a view of giving completeness te
these personal histories, as well as to furnish full and satisfac-
tory answers to the numerous inquiries from various quarters
of the country, it is deemed proper and advisable to add the
following new facts,

Early in the fall of 1857, Mrs. Smith went to Old Forge,
Luzern County, Pennsylvania, to the residence of her sister,
Mrs. Phebe Knapp, near the place of her birth. The life of
the mother was slowly ebbing away; and it was fitting she
should seek a tomb beside the crystal waters of the noisy
Lackawanna, where much of her early life had been passed.
Before leaving Hornellsville, Mrs, Coray had been bleeding
violently at the lungs: and although she rallied somewhat
at first, under the bracing influence of the jmre air of the
mountains, and the kindly attentions and sympathy of her

kindred, yet it was soon evident that her race was nearly run.
™
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She went to Pennsylvania still strong in her Mormon
faith: and still believing in the “Prophet Joseph.” The
stata of mind indicated in the “ conclading chapter” (page
885) was yet applicable. But toward spring, as the signs
of an tmmediate dissolution thickened about her, that con-
fidence in the “Prophet” slowly gave way; and as the
memories of chil#hood, which the sight of former associa-
tions recalled, rushed back upon her, with their thousand
gentle and touching recollections, there came with them the
image of the Cross, and her childhood’s hope of salvation
through Christ; and when the summons finally came, she
received it with joy, and died a Christian. The seed that
had “fallen among thorns,” had at length struggled into the
light ; and at the last moment bore fruit abundantly. By
her own request the “ Endowment robes™ were laid aside,
and she received a Christian burial by the side of her an-
cestors, at the hands of the Christian associates of her
youth,

But during all this time, Mrs. Smith, in addition to the
anxieties incident to thé care of her mother, was watching
and waiting the return of the husband, for whose safety she
entertained so many fears,

With repeated assurances of his safety and his good faith,
month after month rolled away, and still he came not. Then
followed cruel rumors which she was unable to reconcile
with his known character. Time, and this continued sus-
pense began to tell fearfully upon her health, But she had
yet to meet other forms of Mormon intrigue for which she
found herself but ill prepared.

About the last of April, while watching by the sick-bed

-
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of her mother, she received a letter purporting to be from
her nephew, Warren Duzenbury ; who lived at Perry, Pike
Co., IlI.  Although, upon further exa;ninaﬁon, the letter was
found to bear the unmistakable marks of Mormon inflaence,
if not of Mormon origin, yet at the time, it was received by
her as genuine. The letter stated with apparent frankness
that the writer had seen 8 man then livigg near him, but
lately returned from California, who knew her husband,
Reuben P. Smith, and that he knew Mr. Smith had married
into a family of wealth and position in Oregon, and was then
living with his new wife in California. This was too much.
Absence from her husband, while hope of his return yet re-
mained to her, she could bear. But the idea that Reuben
P. Smith could desert her, was a new horror, so completely
overwhelming, that it cut off even the wish to fathom the
mystery involved in the web of contradictions among which
she found herself entangled.

She who had successfully baffled the intrigues of the
“Prophet,” and had risen superior to danger, and fatigue,
and suffering, during the fifteen long years of her sad Mor-
mon experience ; now sunk without resistance before a fact—
if fact it was—that rendered her life simply worthless, Her
strong will, which had borne itself so heroically through so
many difficulties, for the first time faltered ; and her physi-
oal energy, wanting this support, faltered with it. Obstructed
circulation intervened, and the delicate machinery of the
heart refused to do its office. Danger of a permanent dis-.
ease of the heart was imminent, and a fatal termination was
only averted by copious bleeding and other timely treat-
ment, skillfully administered by the attending physician
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The Mormons, as a people, have been greatly distinguished
for enterprise, and for a rapid growth in wealth. Success
undoubtedly has a tendency, with many of us, to cover a
“ mulgitude of sins ;” but perhaps it has not occurred to those
who profess to find in this apparent success of Mormonism,
as a social and political system, evidence of industry and fru-
gality, and as a consequence, a proof of that high state of
social virtue and moral rectitude, which right aims (how-
ever much misguided), will often secure; to ask the ques-
tion, how a people could becoms so rich in so short a time
who produce so little of any article capable of a profitable ex-
change with the rest of mankind. The overflowing coffers
of the “ Prophet” are unquestionably more or less indebted
to the liberal contributions of converts from foreign coun-
tries; but making a fair allowance for this “source of reve-
nue,” we are still unable to account for the unparalleled
wealth of the “Church.”

The “Church store” at Great Salt Lake city is always
full, and the “ Church brand” is borne by innumerable cat-
tle, and the amount of public buildings, and roads, and
bridges, and the work and money already expended upon
the temple, is almost without a precedent in the his-
tory of human enterprise. It must be recollected that
while all these public enterprises have been in successful
execution, every member of the Church has had his own
houses and barns to build, and his own farm to bring under
cultivation, and when these things have been hastily put in
order, he has been obliged to take his turn in filling a foreign
mission, and hence, few of them can be producers at home.

The conclusion is unavoidable, that, from the very nature
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of the facts of the case, and from the known character and
aims of the people, there must be some important source of
revenue, other than that which appears upon the surface of
things in Utah. The Mormons are enterprising—fiercely
and unrelentingly so—but theirs is not the, energy of an
honest purpose ; nor are they producers, but appropriators
of whatever comes in their way. “The earth is the Lord’s,
and the “Saints are to possess the earth.” This is the key’
to Mormonism. What they cannot do by force, they will
effect by fraud and cunning.

The “Prophet” has interdicted the working in the gold
mines in California by his people; but the discovery of gold
there, has been the saving eclause with the *Church” in
Utah. When everything else failed, there was one resource
left. There were the California emigrants to rob and plun-
der; and they have been mercilessly robbed and plundered :
and latterly, more than at first, it has been deemed safest to
cut off all chance of detection, by killing the people they
have robbed.

A full record of these robberies, often accompanied as
they have been by assassination, would be perfectly appalling.
It would be the darkest of those yet unwritten chapters of
the secret history of the * Church in the wilderness.” No-
thing else, among the annals of the “ West,” can bear to it
the shadow of a comparison. Age, sex, helplessness—the
appeal for mercy—simple mercy from the defenceless; no-
thing—nothing could stay the hand that would sooner “ for-
get its cunning,” than disobey this pretended “Prophet of
God.”

Is it possible that Mr. Buchanan comprehended the char-
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acter of the men between whom and the halter he has in-
terposed his official protection? If he did, God help him.

‘W left Captain Mott at Carson Valley, and after recruit-

ing our cattle for several weeks upon the rich grasses which
abound in that vicinity, we crossed the Sierra Nevada into
California, and arrived without material accident at Cosum-
nes, Sacramento county, where I sold my stock, and re-
mained for eight months in the employ of Solomon Mizer.
After this I worked in the mines at Spanish Camp, four
months, and then went to Sacramento City, where I re-
mained six months; when my brother, William J. Smith,
came to me from Iowa, and we went to Live Oak City, and
bought a mining claim together, which we worked tho-
roughly for three months, at a dead loss; for owing to the
peculiarity of the soil, it failed to pay.

‘We then bought a farm on Cache Creek, which we workea
with better success for two years, and were making money,
when we were dispossessed by an order of the court in favor
of other parties, claiming under a Spanish title. 'We then
went to Suisun Valley, where we bought a rancho, and
remained until July 19th, 1858, when I left California for
the east. -

During all this time, the one great aim of my life, to which
all others were subordinate, was the rescue of Mary Ettie
from her Mormon imprisonment,

‘While at Cosumnes, I met Riley Judd, as I supposed at
the time accidentally, who was just from Salt Lake, and he
told me my wife had made an attempt to escape, by disguis-
ing herself in men’s clothing, but had failed. He professed
*- % friendly to us, and I sent her thirty dollars by him, ten
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of which he kept, telling Ettie it had been stolen from him, I
soon after received a letter from my wife, acknowledging the
letter, and part of the money sent by Judd, but telling me
to send no more money after that, as the Mormons would
manage to get it from her. I received after this one or two
letters, but finally I failed to get anything through the mails
that I recognized as being from her hand, but I had no difi-
culty in keeping up a correspondence with others at Salt
Lake City, who had taken an interest in us. I frequently
received letters from Wiley Norton, but his statements were
so contradictory, and unaccountable, that they only served
to increase my embarrassment.

Through these channels, the only ones now open to me, I
was soon informed that Mary Ettie now regretted her mar-
riage, and that it would be easy enough for her to get to me
if she wished. In fact, that she had repudiated me, and was
already seeking another husband.

At this time, and during my stay in California, it so hap-
pened, either by accident or design, that the Mormons
always kept track of my whereabouts. Whenever I changed
my place of residence, which I often did quietly to avoid
them, some one from Salt Lakeé would soon appear at my
new locality, though before unknown thers, and inquire me
out, on the score of old acquaintance, always professing the
greatest friendship for me, and giving some new account of
Mary Ettie having a tendency to estrange us.

Some time in September, 1856, I received a letter from my
wife, and, at the same time, from others of her family, giving
e the information that she had eflected an escape from
Utah, and was then at Perry, Pike county, Ill. The lettar
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L J
involved several contradictions, and the account it gave of
her escape was not satisfactory. This, with the conflicting
accounts before received from Utah, suggested the idea of
Jookimg further into the facts before dediding what to do. I
therefore wrote to my brother, H. C. Smith, at Stringtown,
Iowa, antl awaited his answer. But soon after this I re-
ceived another letter from her, saying, in a very few and
hard words, that she had married a man by the name of
Thompeon. There were other things in the letter; but
this was all I read. This was enough—too much.

I happened to be in Sacramento City the following winter
(1857), and there met.a Mormon with whom I had had a
passing acquaintance in Utah, from whence he had just ar-
rived. He said he was on his way to China as a missionary.
Among other things, he told me—apparently without having
any interest in the matter—that Mary Ettie had lately been
married to a8 man named Thompson. He said. he was well
acquainted with her new husband.

Some time in the following spring, I received another let-
ter, purporting to be from a Mr. Watkins, of Illinois, giving
me the same pleasant information. I knew no such man ; *

* It is now known that at this time Allen Cunningham was with
. Richard Cordon, and that the ¢ stranger” from California (believed

to be a Mormon), referred to by Warren Duzenbury in his letter to
Mary Ettie (who was represented as saying, I know R. P. Smith,
and know he has married again”), was also, at this time, at Perry,
Pike Co., IlL, and was living in the same house with Cordon.

The character of Cunningham will be understood by referring to
pages 285 and 867 of the foregoing Narrative.

The fact that these three rogues were together, leaves but little
doubt as to their * mission,” and still less doubt as to who wrote this
Watkins letter.
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but the singular agreement of his statement with the infor-
mation before received, as to the one important fact, viz.,
that Mary Ettie had been faithless, and was now lost to me,
seemed to out off all inducement for further imvestigation.
The statement over her own signature appeared to be con-
clusive. It did not ocour to me at the time, thut possibly
the letters bearing her name were forgeries ; and it was long
afterward, and under a8 more fortunate state of things, that
Mary Ettie herself pointed out to me the fact, that the letter
of Watkins, and the one bearing her own signature, had
evidently been written by one and the same hand, and that
neither were written by her. ’

Things were in this position until January, 1858, when

my brother wrote me that he had made what investigation
he could, but that he found himself embarrassed in coming
to a determination as to the merits of the case, but that he
was satisfied that one of two things was true,  Mary Eitie,”
he said, “is either the best or the most questionable of wo-
men,” :
He had not seen her, but she had not married again,
This letter was followed by another from him, under date of
June 12th, 1858, saying frankly and emphatically that he
was now satisfied, that for reasons which were as yet not
clear to him, interested parties were seeking to keep Mary
Ettie and myself apart ; but that he believed her every way
deserving ; that if he had such a wife, no earthly power
should keep him from her.

I had before this determined to seek her out, and solve
the mystery for myself, as soon 88 my business could be ar«
ranged ; and yet I felt I had but small foundation for hope.



408 . * ArpexDIX.

from all I knew of Mary Ettie, I believed her incapable of
deception. She was frank to a fault.’ Had she not told me
over her own signature that she had married again ¢ _And
yet L wished to see and hear fem her own mouth what ex-
planation was possible ; not so much that I yet clung to the
hope that she was not"altogether lost to me, as that she
should, if she could, vindicate her sex: for I am free to ac-
knowledge, that had I found her at last wanting in good
faith, I ghould not have looked for that virtue elsewhere.
But while in a state of mind wanting equally the determina-
tion to go, or to refrain from going, I received a letter which
T at once recognized as being from under her own hand. It
kad about it the odor of other days, and at once determined
me what to do. The letter reached me Saturday, July 17th,
1858, and Monday, the 19th, two days" after; I left Suisun
Valley, California, on my way to find her.

It is often easier to do, than to decide what to do. The
journey from San Francisco to New York, by the Isthmus,
was accomplished in due time without accident, and on the
14th of August, 1858, I arrived at Old Forge, Luzern Co.
Pa,, where, as before narrated, I found Mary Ettie.

ERRATA,

For Toollle, in chapter 80, and wherever this name occurs in this book, read

Tooele.
Also, for Kearny, read Kearney, wherever this name ocours.

Alsg, in _ghlrch:ﬂ., forO Tséklosreul Tarkio.
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