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erable for the inhabitants of Tyre and Sidon on that day than
for the people of the Silver State.

I immediately turned my back on the infidel herd and di-

rected my footsteps to pastures new. I was further impelled
to this sudden departure by a letter which I received from
some person or persons unknown, bearing on the envelope the
picture of a coffin, underneath which was written in large let-

ters, "Mormon Tabernacle." I opened the letter, which read
as follows:

Mr. Prophet, we give you 24 hours to get over the State line. If you
ever recross it, there will be one prophet less in Zion.

Yours, etc., Gentilr.
My eyes were opened and my mind enlightened to under-

stand the Scriptures. 1 thought of those words which 1 had
lately uttered in vain: "How beautiful are the feet of those
evangelizing peace evangelizing good things!" I thought my
feet never looked so beautiful, so swiftly did they carry me out
of Egypt.

The perverse and unbelieving generation! Their punish-
ment has already commenced. They bear upon them the seal
of their final condemnation. The Gospel shall be taken from
them and shall be given to the Indians the pooi, benighted
aborigines of the land. So from thence I traveled as far as
Purcell, in the Indian Territory, and having made some in-

quiries about the tribes, as to whether they were good soil for
the seed of the Word, and particularly as to whether they were
savage or gentle, and, being told they were harmless, I felt
my zeal and courage renewed.

Being informed that a Mission had been already established
about forty miles from Purcell by the Benedictine monks, my
next plan of operation was determined on. I thought this was
surely that part of the vineyard whither the spirits of Joe Smith
and Brigham Young were leading me; that I would first con-

vert the monks, and then the capture of the tribes of which
they had charge would be an easy matter. Being informed


