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For my loved ones. You help me stay the course.
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Chapter 1 – It’s a Lovely Day​
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Emigrant Camp, Great Salt Lake City, August 1857

Their bespoke Conestoga wagon shook as his footsteps pounded up the wagon steps.

Her honey-blonde hair, jumbled upon a pillow, obscured her slumbering face as it bounced with the motion of the six-foot man hurling himself on the makeshift bed.

“Cornelia Rose Entwhistle Wright, wake up and face your destiny,” the intimate voice of Obadiah whispered in her ear.

A tingle ran from Nellie’s ear all the way to her toes. Our romance forever sizzles just below the surface, she thought, and smiled.

“My dearest husband,” she said, refusing to open her eyes, ignoring the smell of fresh brewing coffee percolating her senses. “Mere minutes have passed since you and my daughters bade me get an hour of shut eye.”

She felt wet kisses slide over her chin as his soft mustache inched toward her lips.

“Not true,” Obadiah said, and laughed in her ear.

Nellie relented, but only one eye’s opening worth.

Obadiah Weber Wright nibbled his wife’s neck as he crooned, “We let you sleep for two- and one-half hours. I need not remind you that throughout our long journey on the California Trail, over mountain, river and prairie, not once did you luxuriate abed in the late morning. Such decadence can only occur in this Great Salt Lake City, destination of our dreams.”

He opened his pocket watch with the hand not caressing her shoulders and squinted an eye at it. “‘Tis time to rise and face our new city, our new adventure, yea, our new life, before the day is bisected by the high noon sun.”

Returning his attention to his wife’s soft shoulder, he continued his kisses, sending delicious tickles down her spine. His murmured words added yet another layer of enthralling delight.

“You have twelve minutes before the morning transmogrifies into afternoon.”

“Then I shall recline abed that entire twelve minutes.” Nellie pulled his chin closer to her mouth and began her own soft kisses.

“Bringing the tenderness of night closer in reach.”

She reveled in the tender touch and closed her eyes again, but Obadiah cleared his throat, kissed her on the cheek, and pulled her upright.

She balked at his change in mood, and teased, “Further dallying could serve a dual purpose: extending our tender feeling, and avoiding the morning altogether, thus successfully eluding the menacing grasp of morning sickness for the day.”

“My invincible Cornelia Rose, you shall not fall prey to that base plague of lesser women.” Obadiah released Nellie’s hands so he could scramble out of the bed.

She flopped back down.

Perhaps my husband fails to realize the many months this nausea, the scourge of pregnancy, afflicted me. Through the river crossings, the oppressive heat, and the endless walking, this malaise has plagued me. In all my two-and-twenty years, I do not recall feeling this poorly, this unlike myself, for such a long duration.

Tenderness shone from his eyes as Obadiah gazed at Nellie lying on the bed. “My brave pioneer woman, gather your strength and your winsome ways, for we must indeed now venture forth. Our future awaits. Do you not yearn to at least see our long-sought destination?”

‘Tis not my dream to dwell so far from home amongst these strange creatures calling themselves ‘Latter-day Saints.’ Can the chore not wait until I am better rested from my night of midwifing?

Nellie shook her head without voicing any of these thoughts, and held out her arms.

Obadiah grinned and dropped back into them.

A few kisses later, their two daughters popped their heads into the wagon cover’s opening.

“Arise, sleepy head. Embrace the start of my new position as federal judge of Utah Territory and our new life,” Obadiah said, with a conspiratorial wink at their daughters.

Nellie sat bolt upright and tried to run her fingers through her hair. She bit back a yawn, not quite stifling it, as she tugged her hand through a snarl.

The girls giggled as they tumbled into the wagon around them.

“We see a fancy house,” lisped three-year-old Elizabeth.

“Not as grand as our house in Sing-Sing,” said Emma, with the gravitas of someone decades older than her five years.

Nellie, rousing herself both physically and psychologically for the new day ahead, felt her spirit plummet at those words. Our New York home on the hill overlooking the mighty Hudson River surely looms majestic in my memory as well. Mercy, ‘tis over two thousand miles and many months of weary travel away. Her heart thumped painfully. When shall my memories hearten rather than grieve me?

She sought solace in recalling her first glimpse of the Great Salt Lake City from Emigration Canyon. A small mercy: civilization appears below. From high atop the mountain trail, she’d seen paths intersecting neat blocks of land composed of houses, strips of gardens, and pastures for livestock grazing. How organized and cozy, like a carefully crafted patchwork quilt.

She stretched, trying to release the pinch in her neck. Yet this city looks unlike any town in the States. The Mormon people’s attempt to hew cultivation from an ungodly bit of uninhabitable land has the perverse effect of deepening my estrangement from home.

She shook her head trying to clear her thoughts, wondering why her heart now lurched into despair, when they had finally triumphed over the hardships of the trail. Buffalo stampedes, raging rivers, sicknesses, contaminated water, to list only a few of the maladies, failed to deter them. Flirted with disaster, yea they surely had, but they emerged from the journey’s adversity unscathed.

‘Tis foolish to feel homesick now, she chided herself. They hovered on the verge of attaining their own home and joining this thriving civilization.

“If I tidy my hair,” she said with all the enthusiasm she could muster, “I shall most certainly be pioneer-ready in a jiffy. We shall parade to the finest house in Great Salt Lake City.”

The girls beamed in delight as she blinked back tears and re-combed her hair into a tight bun, neatly capturing a vagrant strand and securing it with a hairpin.

Nellie caught the hand of each girl as they escorted her down the steps of their wagon, parked in the area designated for California-bound wagon trains.

Obadiah scooped her into his arms and swung her down the last step. “My love, our future now begins,” he said. “No harm can befall us now. We have arrived!”

Nellie smiled and held onto her hat as he kissed her again.

“Thanks be to God for our safe arrival and the joy in our family.” Obadiah tugged her hand and propelled her through the camp at a fast pace.

She laughed and hurried along, after making sure her daughters followed. Blinking in the harsh sunlight, Nellie strained to see any holdovers from their own wagon train.

Are our traveling companions still here? Have the Claytons stayed behind? How fares the newborn? Was Beauregard Clayton able to convince his ornery wife to rest and recuperate from the arduous birth?

Though curious, she did not risk inciting criticism by raising the subject with her husband. She rubbed her back, sore from the laborious midwifing task of coaxing that breech baby into the world last night, which also depleted her strength for verbal jousting. She squeezed her eyes shut, dazed by both sleep deprivation and sun glare, and popped them open again to see the wagons camped all about her in Pioneer Square.

Did Captain Hines and their former company delay their departure? Her heart leapt with hope, as the adjournment of travel could mean one less infant and mother likely to succumb to death within forty-eight hours of childbirth.

She scanned the busy pioneers, looking for a familiar face. Is that the oldest Wilton girl? Nellie peered at the teenager hurrying by with a sloshing water bucket. No, not Winifred.

Seeing not one recognizable soul in this hive of busy bees, her dashed hope felt like a punch to the gut. While she had slept, their wagon company, with all their companions traveling the long distance from Council Bluffs, Iowa, must have pulled up stakes and resumed its trek toward California gold. Yet they wound their way through an encampment just as crowded as yesterday, packed with strangers. The overfilled campground offered no friendly faces, as another company of emigrants had replaced her wagon train’s.

She caught herself lingering, scanning the crowd, still clinging to the hope that the Claytons had delayed travel and attended to their newborn. Nellie shook her head and stretched her legs long to keep step with Obadiah’s excited stride.

I must expunge all thoughts of Missus Clayton’s bizarre words of audacious inference of an untoward relationship between myself and her husband, Beauregard. For surely my agitated sensibilities and exhaustion produced those unsuitable tingles of emotion.

The Wright family hurried along. Oblivious to her quandary, Obadiah waxed poetic as he lectured her in the protocol necessary when meeting the Governor of Utah Territory.

Her daughters alternated between gasps of surprise and delight as they scampered through the city. They ping-ponged between the places of interest and their parents, chattering like magpies.

Nellie grinned, feeling her skirts constantly tugged as she and Obadiah strode past the sights. The girls giggled at the chair perched precariously on a roof, advertising the cabinetry skills of the proprietor of the shop below, and doing so far more effectively than the wooden sign under the chair bearing the words CARPENTER.

Tug: “There’s the shoemaker,” shouted Elizabeth, pointing to the boot on top of a trim white house, displaying a sign BOOTMAKER.

Tug, tug—one on either side of her skirt—and both girls cried, “The tin smith!” at the cup and lantern over the door of the tin maker.

Another tug, and a whisper, “What does ZCMI mean, Mama?” Emma, proud of her ability to read the letters, looked up, her adorable little face scrunched in question.

Obadiah advised, “Zion Cooperative Mercantile Institute.”

Nellie joined the girls in their blank stare.

“It’s the general goods store of the Latter-day Saints,” he explained.

Their hurried pace slowed as they approached a large, thatched-roof, open dwelling that hummed with groups of men conferring. Nellie overheard snatches of conversations discussing crops and livestock.

“Welcome to the Bowery, weary pioneers!” shouted a stocky man, touching his moth-eaten hat in a mockingly deferential manner. “Let me point you in the direction of our vast stocks of provisions, at our special pioneer prices.” The man gave a sly wink.

Cornelia Rose’s stomach churned with distaste. He held up two ears of corn, and she caught a glimpse of mold at the bottom of the browning, dried husks.

The group of men around him laughed.

Weary travelers must negotiate with a slimy snake oil salesman?
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Chapter 2 – People Are Strange, When You’re a Stranger​
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The Bowery, Great Salt Lake City, August 1857

Faces in the crowd gawked at them. Laughs and sneers sounded under the Bowery’s thatched roof.

Shy daughter Emma shrank away, attaching herself to Nellie’s skirt, while little Elizabeth tightened her grip on her mother’s hand.

Nellie felt her stomach clench, and wondered if it was fear or her morning sickness migrating to afternoon. She raised her eyebrows at Obadiah.

“Good day to you, sir,” countered Obadiah cheerfully. “We do not require comestibles.”

“Good,” muttered a man in the clutch of men staring at them. “We would not sell our valuable produce to you anyway.”

Nellie felt her eyebrows climb even higher on her forehead. What devil’s lair have we stumbled into?

“Perhaps you seek lodging?” the sleazy man spoke again. “I can point you to a nice spot in the middle of the Public Square in Ward Eight, where we welcome immigrants. Howsoever, it is not waterproofed against the weather like this here Bowery,” he said with a disingenuous smile.

“Right obliged for the information,” said Obadiah, tightlipped but with a friendly nod.

They picked up the pace of their footsteps.

“Why do we encounter such open hostility?” whispered Nellie to Obadiah. “Would not all immigrants be welcome with open arms? Who would desire huddling in the open square, sleeping like vagrants in town after months of lack of proper accommodations during the trek across the continent?”

“Wife, do not fret,” Obadiah said with a frown, looking down at the upturned anxious faces of their daughters. “I am sure Governor Young has seen fit to make suitable arrangements for us.”

A tall, sparse man with the swagger of a bureaucrat, leering within earshot, took four swift steps away from his group and detained Obadiah with a firm hand on his arm.

“Look he’s head red,” whispered little Elizabeth. Nellie pressed her lips together and gave her a stern look, and Elizabeth took her pointing hand and put it behind her back.

“Very few travelers tarry here. You’re not welcome to restock the wagon here, so yer kind must move along.”

Tarnation! Nellie grimaced. This surly man’s antagonistic greeting does not bode well for our future here. Enmity rears its ugly head in our first encounter with Mormons?

Obadiah turned and looked the man squarely in the eye. “We travel no farther. As newly appointed United States Federal Circuit Judge, I and my family come to settle amongst you.”

The discussion in a nearby group stopped at these words, and scoffs and jeers erupted.

Hardly the respect I anticipated these words would engender. Nellie peered anxiously around them. The men did not appear openly hostile, just disdainful. She glanced at Obadiah and read dismay in his eyes, even though he sought to hide it behind a poker face.

The intimidating man tucked a long wavy shock of red hair back under his big brimmed hat, and tried to hide a smirk under his bushy mustache.

Betsy makes a fair point! Nellie pulled her youngest daughter’s hand up to her lips and kissed the index finger. The striking red hair rather dandified this man and lessened his intimidating manner.

“I was told to keep my eagle eye out for one of them Federal circuit judges. Is it Obadiah Weber Wright I have the pleasure of encountering?”

A frown hip-hopped across Obadiah’ face. “So it is. And whom do I have the honor of addressing?”

The big man looked slightly confused, as he puzzled whether or not he had been insulted.

The sides of Nellie’s lips pulled up in amusement. The dapper dress of this brash man further belied his ominous affect, and his speech hinted of a touch of genteelness.

The tall, sinewy man grasped the lapels of his long, full wool coat with two hands, puffed out his chest and said with a smirk, “Wild Bill Hickok.” He stuck out his chin as if asking ‘what’s it to ya?’

Charming! Nellie hid her own smirk. With such a prominent, protruding proboscis, almost highlighted by that red mustache, it was a wonder his nickname was not ‘Duck Bill’ Hickok.

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, I’m sure,” said Obadiah.

Nellie hoped that only she could detect the generous portion of sarcasm sprinkled on Obadiah’s words.

“And your profession?” Obadiah asked.

“Marshal,” Hickok drawled as he leaned back on his heels and stroked his sides, where rested the handles of two pistols. “Where is your posse of army, whot was ta escort ya?”

Obadiah’s poker face now sported a frown of consternation. Picking his words with care, he said, “I see no necessity for a protective posse. I come lawfully and in peace.”

The imposing man scowled at them.

Suddenly, Mr. Hickok slapped his buckskin-clad thighs and threw back his head, and a big belly laugh erupted from his fancy waistcoat area. The crowd relaxed into guffaws.

“That’s the spirit!” he said. “Why would you need a posse?” he added with a sly slant to his eyes.

A thought niggled at the edge of Nellie’s memory, and she scoured her brain to retrieve it. In her vast research of the West and its budding ‘civilization,’ she’d encountered the name Hickok in numerous reports of clashes between pro-slavers and the Jayhawkers in Bleeding Kansas. Could this man be the same scout and bodyguard for General Lane, the sure shot fighting in the Jayhawker’s antislavery army to protect a black boy from being beaten? If so, he must have some conscience, some morality.

But howfor appears he here? Aloud, Nellie said, “Thus, as Marshall, I presume you are charged with protecting lawful citizens?” The notion to challenge this man’s braggadocio popped into her head and she verbalized it before she could think better of it.

Tarnation! When shall I learn prudence, not to mention a lady-like reticence?

She felt Obadiah stiffen with disapproval.

In response, the man put his hands on his hips, pulled back his long wool coat, and revealed the two pistols hanging on a bright red sash.

Suddenly, the strange man’s hands sprang to his pistols.

Nellie suppressed a gasp, and her little girls leapt behind her skirts.

But the big man frowned and jerked one hand past his gun and extended it toward Obadiah.

Nellie’s sigh of relief caught in her throat as she watched Hickok yank Obadiah by the elbow, pulling him away from his family. The burly man pushed her husband forward in the open air a few paces away from the neighboring building.

Obadiah, recovering from the surprise, planted his feet. “Unhand me, sir. I will not be juddered about.”

Hickok dropped Obadiah’s elbow and dusted his fingers on his waistcoat, his mustache twitching with laughter.

Nellie and her daughters let out their unconsciously held breath.

“I merely wish to propel you farther past this thatched roof toward the Tabernacle.” Once again, Hickok pulled Obadiah forward.

Nellie grasped her still trembling daughters’ hands and followed, trying to hear what the ‘wild’ man said.

“My instructions, good sir, are to find you and introduce you to Brother Ellis Smith, our probate judge—elected by the board of Saints. Once you have become properly acquainted, I shall turn you over to his tutelage.”

Obadiah stopped and yanked his elbow from Hickok’s grasp. “I am obliged to you, sir,” he said. “But my instructions are to report only to Governor Young.” He crossed his arms over his chest.

James Butler Hickok—Nellie suddenly remembered his given name from her reading—pushed his hat back and scratched his head, sending his surprising red curls cascading down his back. “I thought surely someone sent by the United States would know: Brother Brigham’s status as governor has been placed in jeopardy of termination.”

Obadiah and Nellie exchanged uncertain looks.

“Word from the horse’s mouth,” said Hickok, “whispering down the trail, says your president James Buchanan, opposed as he is to the dominance of our faithful Saints in the political arena here, has taken it upon himself to appoint a new governor, some Alfred Cumming, without even notifying our leader. Our Prophet shall discern the proper response. I would advise a fellow pioneer to keep an open mind and choose his path and his steps wisely.” Hickok pointed to Obadiah’s feet.

Choose his path? As a Territory of the United States, why would the response be anything other than a welcome to the new Governor?

Nellie whispered in horror, “Must we fear skirmishes brewing?”

Could the small inklings of this trouble taunting us on the trail manifest in conflicts far worse than I imagined? Have we stumbled into a quagmire of political distrust already?

Obadiah stroked his mustache, not responding to Nellie, deep in thought.

An ominous silence hung in the air.

At last, Obadiah said, “Thank you kindly for your advice. It seems, under the circumstances, I shall be much obliged if you would introduce me to Judge Smith. I shall take the rest of your discourse under advisement. And indeed, I will need directions to the capitol, so I might introduce myself to the new governor.”

Hickok’s lips twisted in an ugly smirk. “It don’t make no never mind to me, sir. However, the new governor ain’t here yet. I believe his progress has been somewhat impeded.” Another loud, big belly laugh emanated from the commanding man.

Nellie jumped and her girls looked terrified. She thought his self-proclaimed moniker ‘Wild Bill’ might suit him after all.

“But I sure can point you to the capitol building. Right this way.” Wild Bill pulled Obadiah around and jerked a big finger in the opposite direction. His face hardened as Nellie and the girls turned their heads in that direction too.

“To where are you pointing?” asked Obadiah.

“To Fillmore City—about a hundred miles away,” roared Hickok, slapping his buckskins again and howling, and some of the groups looked over and chuckled. “Your precious States officials should have advised ya o’ the whereabouts o’ our capitol!”

One of the men observing them, eavesdropping on the conversation, piped up. “I am whole hog helpful when it comes to doin’ in our enemies, but this fella ain’t gonna harm us. C’mon now, Hickok, don’t lead a lamb to slaughter. This here capital and the legislature moved back to good ol’ Salt Lake City after that big shindig this past Christmas.”

Wild Bill’s hands jumped to his gun handles, and he growled at the man.

The hapless man didn’t flinch, just stood his ground and stared at Hickok. “I don’t think it right to mess with the unarmed.”

A nebulous statement, about whom? Usually that statement implies a limited mental capacity, but does the man literally mean we carry no firearms?

“Looky here, Brother Spencer,” said Hickok. “The capitol building still stands in Fillmore, so I am directing the man to it. For all we know, the appointed governor’s posse could be escorting him there. This fella didn’t ask to speak to the legislature.”

Obadiah clapped the friendly Brother Spencer on the back and said good-naturedly to Hickok, “My good man, you’ve had your fun. Now do me the kindness of indicating the whereabouts of Judge Smith. I shall leave you in peace as soon as you provide me that service.”

Marshal Hickok patted his massive cluster of curly locks. “You’ll be missin’ a glimpse of the grandest capitol ever under construction, thanks to Brother Spencer, but... right ho. I’ll learn ye, in fairness, that new man, Alfred Cumming, the pretender to the governorship, will probably seek residence in this fair city, but only the good Lord knows when he shall arrive. I am certain that he too will petition to see our Prophet Young, the true governor, the governor-of-the-people.”

Hickok glared at Nellie. “I would counsel against yer bringing yer womenfolk when meeting either governor.” He scowled and added, “Womenfolk belong in the home.”

“As soon as we have a home, we shall most assuredly consider your advice,” Nellie said, taking a firm step, with both girls’ hands in hers, to follow her husband.

Hickok led them back to the open-sided dwelling. “This here Bowery functions as both an outdoor house of worship and social meeting spot. Within this watertight structure we supervise the settlement process. President Young erected this structure’s predecessor the minute we entered this valley. We faithful must have a sacred place to worship the Lord.”

“What kind of business has you interruptin’ our agricultural committee meeting?” an ornery-looking man said.

A cauldron bubbling with dissent, Nellie thought, her eye appraising a cluster of men again engaged in boisterous and agitated discussion.

This new man separated himself from the group. “Brother Elias, ” said Hickok, and jerked his thumb at Obadiah. “This here is the U-nited States’ appointee whom our hallowed Prophet told me to look out fer.”

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Judge Smith.” Obadiah stepped forward with an outstretched hand.

“I wear too many hats to have this head only belong to judging, although I reckon justice is the overriding unifying factor,” said Judge Smith, in a not unfriendly tone, but with a wary look on his face. He kept his hands attached to his lapel.

Obadiah retracted his hand and stuck it in his waistcoat.

The judge frowned. “Let’s see now, young fellow, I don’t reckon I remember what your name was supposed to be.”

With determined politeness, Obadiah nodded and said, “I am Obadiah Weber Wright, my wife Cornelia Rose, and my daughters Emma and Elizabeth.”

“Yes, yes, time for them niceties later,” said the judge, waving away Nellie’s greeting and dismissing her with a curt nod. He turned the full glare of his gaze on Obadiah. “I don’ rightly know why that dammed President Buchanan is firing up people and sending ‘em out here on false pretexts. Why, our Governor Young has this territory in tip-top shape. Marshal Hickok will testify to it. He has the Governor’s ear.”

“Did he cut it off with his sword?” whispered Emma, terrified eyes meeting Nellie’s smiling ones.

Nellie scooped her frightened older daughter into her arms while Elizabeth clung to her skirts. Nellie whispered through smiling lips, “No, no, my sweet pumpkin. It is an expression grownups use to indicate that someone listens to them with great attention.”

Smith pointed to Hickok, who nodded and touched his broad brimmed hat.

Smith continued, “Prophet Young devised a brilliant system, organizing every facet of a Godly society, working so well, we don’t hardly need any judging. Mind you, the Church is a higher authority anyway than them fools that run the old United States. We adjudicate our own folks. Don’t see why Buchanan is sending that coward Cumming, and don’t see why we would need the likes of you.”

The judge scowled down at Obadiah, who sucked in an audible gulp of breath.

Nellie felt her two girls again trembling against her.

Hickok chuckled.

The crowd of men swarmed around them.

They do not appear a motley crew. Let us hope they remain civil. Yet there appears nary a woman in sight.

This observation did little to relieve her anxiety.

Mercy, women may well not be permitted here, in a place where the men transact business and discuss politics. Do they willingly keep to their place in the home?

Obadiah drew himself up to his full six-foot height and cleared his throat. Suddenly, he turned to a man listening to the exchange almost at his elbow. “Where are we?” he asked.

“Beg pardon?” the man answered.

“He don’t even know his whereabouts?” snickered a fellow at the man’s elbow.

“I asked you a question, sir,” Obadiah boomed. “What is this place called?”

“Why, this is the Great Salt Lake City,” he replied. “Are ye lost?”

“Have ye got cotton between the ears, man?” asked Hickok.

The crowd roared with laughter.

Obadiah looked grave and nodded his head no in answer. In a slow, deliberate tone, he asked, “And where is this Great Salt Lake City located?”

“In Utah Territory,” the man replied.

Obadiah nodded, hands still jauntily clasping his waistcoat. “That’s right. Utah Territory. Created by the Compromise of 1850, President Millard Fillmore himself appointing Brother Brigham Young as first Governor of Utah Territory.”

The crowd nodded and muttered agreement.

“So, my good man, of what is Utah a territory?”

The man answered promptly, “Of the United States, ye fool.”

“By jingo,” said Obadiah, pointing a finger in the air. “Aye! Of the United States.” He looked around at the curious, unfriendly crowd. “Of the United States of America. Good sirs, are we not all citizens of the United States of America?”

There ensued some general grunts of assent.

“We ain’t in Utah Territory. President Young named our promised land Deseret,” shouted one man.

“Land of the honeybee.”

“Like our Book of Mormon promises. Our honeybee symbolizes our industry and cooperation.”

“We are building the Kingdom of God on earth!” shouted another. “We don’t need no scalawag’s aid.”

“Yeah. Leave us our ‘popular sovereignty.’ We don’t want the blessing of the United States of America.”

“There ain’t no place for infidels here,” shouted an uncouth-looking man lurking in the background.

“That may be so,” conceded Obadiah. “But we have Treaties and Agreements that tell us we are all here in Utah. That’s right, Utah Territory, and under whose jurisdiction does the Territory of Utah belong? To the United States. Moreover, each one of us has a voice in overseeing our government in the States by means of a vote. That’s right, we are part of the United States, and Utah Territory has a vested interest in those United States, and a vested interest in keeping the States around to protect Deseret and allow it to flourish.”

“We got our own armies for that,” a man in the crowd declared.

“Now see here,” Obadiah continued. “I have been deputized to act on behalf of those United States to administer justice. You, good sir, have just confirmed this is the United States Territory of Utah. As we have just established, the Territory of Utah, notwithstanding your learned Judge Smith’s opinion, still belongs to the United States.

“Therefore, good sirs, you must respect the nation that gives this territory the protection against foreign invasion, the freedom to form itself, and the freedom to practice your faith. I trust your faith has the largesse to respect the nation of which you are still citizens, and allow me to perform my duties to protect those United States-granted freedoms, as I have been deputized by your nation.”

Nellie beamed, and before she could stop them, her two little girls clapped. She glanced around assessing the faces, and saw some men looked less hostile, and a few even appeared persuaded.

Judge Smith broke into a grin. “With liberty and justice for all!” he shouted, and clapped Obadiah on the back.

The group broke out in a cheer.

Nellie almost snorted. Is that sincerity or sarcasm emanating from the shyster, pettifogging lawyer?

Hickok sniffed and said, “I guess this fella don’t let his guns do his talking.”

Judge Smith pulled Obadiah’s arm and leaned in to stare at the younger man. “All right, you young whippersnapper, I suppose you are entitled to your opinion. Howsoever, we as a people have been scorned, insulted, betrayed and, if the truth be told, persecuted by agents of the United States of America.”

Obadiah surreptitiously freed his elbow, but kept his eyes locked on Smith’s.

Smith continued, “Therefore, you must concede we have a right to believe in our principle of blood atonement. After all, we merely hope to save the infidels and federal agents from the fires of hell.”

Obadiah stepped back and pulled his waistcoat straight as he and Nellie exchanged glances.

Good Lord. This miscreant’s incendiary words shall incite the crowd’s animosity again.

Obadiah cleared his throat, “Now, let us adopt reasonable thinking—”

The judge cut him off with what Nellie thought was a sinister laugh.

Before either she or Obadiah could think of appropriate words to stem the tide of hostility, the judge changed his tone. “A point of order: since I am preaching freedom for us to follow our faith, I reckon I can allow you to follow yours.”

Nellie let out an audible breath and clasped her shaking hands together.

Judge Smith again clapped Obadiah on the shoulder.

This man distorts a friendly gesture into one of domination and aggression.

The judge continued, “Ye might want to investigate an alternative means of income for supporting your family, though. As wot I told you originally, Prophet Young has this here territory running like a well-oiled machine, and there ain’t much federal judging to be done. Why, currently, I am managing the finances of our fine newspaper.” He jerked his thumb towards the west. “The Lord encourages industry with the promise of prosperity.”

Nellie turned her head in the direction Smith pointed, peered over the heads of the men, and saw an imposing two-story brick building bearing the sign DESERET NEWS.

“I daily increase my wealth and stature between adjudicating disputes,” the judge said. “But ye go and set yerself up, and keep me abreast of your goings on.” Judge Smith dismissed him with a wave of his hand.

The assembled men, realizing the show was over, turned back to their business.

Obadiah turned to Nellie, took her arm, grasped Elizabeth’s hand, and escorted them out into the open air.

“More’s the pity, that was a bit unexpected,” he said, a mild expression sitting easily on his face.

“Yes,” Nellie agreed, still frowning and clutching Emma. “It is not every day one meets both a cockalorum and a snollygogger in one visit.”

“Papa, your words learned those men good,” offered Emma, suspended in an awkward spot in Nellie’s arms as she scuttled, her daughter slipping, to get as far from the Bowery as quickly as possible.

“Yes, Papa, splendid,” echoed Elizabeth, as she looked up at him while trying to match his big stride.

“I must agree with our daughters,” huffed Nellie, as they scurried along.

Obadiah gave a grin, and slowed his step a bit, mid-stride. “Then, by the hornspoon, it is unanimous! I was splendid!”

Nellie caught his hand and smiled. “Mayhap we should end our day upon this high note of triumph.”

A thundercloud crossed Obadiah’s face, but Nellie rushed on. “I fear darkness shall overtake us soon.”

“Darkness?” Obadiah sputtered. “‘Tis August! Darkness shall not approach until nigh eight o’clock in the evening.”

Nellie swallowed. My husband despises exaggeration. I must choose more persuasive words.

“I suppose,” she said, “but certainly, calling hours are passed by this time of day. I know you are anxious to begin our future, but I fear ‘tis the better course of valor to return to camp now.” She looked expectantly at Obadiah.

Obadiah hesitated, and Nellie knew he would not leave without a fight.

She felt herself shrink in the face of her husband’s ire, but she stuck to her guns, terribly rattled by the ugly incident. “We must feed our little charges. We must re-group. We cannot settle such an important matter as our entire future on an empty stomach and no rest.”

Elizabeth said, “Papa, I’m ex-scared. Weren’t you scared?”

Emma said, “I still shake with fright.”

No longer waiting for Obadiah’s permission, Nellie scooped her younger daughter into her other arm. “Our Guardian Angels surrounded us and protected us. Moreover, your father has matters well in hand. So, we shall return to camp and rustle us up some supper.”

​
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Chapter 3 – I Made It Through the Rain​
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Great Salt Lake City, August 1857

Determined to shake the pall cast by the intimidating encounter with the men in the Bowery yesterday, Nellie searched for a new topic of conversation as she cooked yet another breakfast in a trench. “Surely, our friendly pioneer friend, Hannah Tapfield King, has arrived by now.”

Emma piped up from her seat on a log. “Mama, ‘twould be wonderful to find Missus King.”

“She makes good biscuits,” seconded Elizabeth.

“That’s the cherry on top, Betsy,” said Emma. “I would be happy to just see a friendly face.”

Nellie caught Emma’s hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. Mercy! This hostile environment takes quite the toll on my constitution. I cannot even fathom the damage it does to my precious daughters.

“Did she not take Parley Pratt’s Road?” Obadiah shook his head. “I doubt she shall arrive for many days. Did I not foresee delay and difficulty? As you will recall, I advised the Golden Pass Road impassable due to its dire condition.”

“How much longer could a short-cut take?” Nellie asked.

The question had its desired effect. Her daughters giggled and their collective mood eased.

Obadiah’s grin widened. “Do you not wish to thank your mastermind husband for staying the course and finding the most efficient route to this fair city? Or did you wish to spend several more weeks camping along the trail, sleeping atop all our earthly possessions?”

“I like camping in our wagon,” said Emma. “It’s fun to snuggle all together at night.”

“Bugs like it too,” said Elizabeth.

The family looked at her.

“Just like Mama ‘splained. Squished together, bugs don’t have to go far to feast on every one of us.”

They all laughed.

Obadiah announced, “Today we continue our foray into the future. Everyone spend a minute on your toilet. We must look sharp for the Governor.” Still jolly, he grabbed his cup and razor and began to mix his shaving soap into a lather.

The girls ran into the wagon for ribbons.

Nellie finished the breakfast cleanup, noticing the increasing swell of her abdomen every time she bent over the dish tub.

Chores completed, she hastily re-combed her hair and rinsed her face. She longed for the luxury of a bath. Partial cleaning with cold water could not hold a candle to a long soak in a tub in a warmed room.

Even in her nightmares, she never would have thought she would still be homeless the day after arriving at her destination.

“Here we go on our magical adventure,” said Emma with a smile.

“I didn’t bring my magic wand,” said Elizabeth, pulling as if to turn around to retrieve it.

Nellie picked a stick up off the boardwalk. “Today I shall cast a magic spell over this stick and its magic will flow.” She waved her hand over the stick and mumbled, “Abracadabra.”

As she handed it to Elizabeth, Emma said, “I need one too!”

Obadiah snapped a branch off a tree overhanging on the path. “Stolen magic,” he proclaimed and handed it to Emma. “On information and belief, I report this wand was the property of a fey garden gnome.”

Elizabeth turned her gaze, eyes round as saucers, on her father. “He won’t cast a bad spell on us for stealing his wand, will he?”

Nellie rolled her eyes and swished her skirt over Elizabeth and then Emma. “I have cast a protective spell over you so the gnome can cause no harm.”

“Will that protect us from that mofit too?” asked Elizabeth.

Nellie and Obadiah looked at each other. Mofit?

“She means Prophet. Prophet Young,” explained Emma.

Would that it could! Nellie thought. “We don’t need....”

“I shall protect us,” Obadiah interrupted. “We have no need of magical protection. We have our wits and our earnest desire to fulfill our responsibilities to protect us.”

No doubt I would have responded differently, but Obadiah makes a fair point.

The intensity of their discussion led the family to cross an intersection without checking for oncoming traffic. A horse and buggy charged up the street. Startled, they dashed to the edge of the road.

Shaking from the all-too-near miss, Nellie wondered if they might in fact need a magic incantation to keep them from harm.

Surprise at the horses reigned to a neighing stop right in front of them cut her new worry short.

In the middle of the road?

The carriage’s driver jumped down and opened the compartment door, and a stout middle-aged woman sprang out.

“Missus Cornelia Rose Entwhistle Wright,” she said. “Like a magical mirage you appear on the street the very moment I speak your name to my confidant, Samuel Francis!”

Nellie rubbed the carriage dust from her eyes. “Missus Hannah Tapfield King. Merciful heavens, ‘tis fortuitous in the extreme to again encounter you unexpectedly.”

The stout British woman said, “Daily I look for you in the waves and trains of emigrants arriving in the Public Square. I thought, surely, I should see you at one of the welcome feasts the Saints serve to the new arrivals, or at one of the tables where Sister Sluce provides clean clothes to trail-maltreated children. I even checked the faces of the stricken children at the infirmary receiving medical treatment from Doctor Hovey, for fear one of your precious daughters suffered from a disorder your own expertise could not combat.”

Nellie frowned and glanced at Obadiah, who looked equally bemused, even as she moved forward to embrace her friend from the Overland Trail.

The Saints serve welcoming feasts? Supply immigrant children with clean clothes?

“Surely, you, yourself have only just arrived?” asked Obadiah.

Nellie suppressed a grin. Hannah already here after Obadiah just congratulated himself on avoiding the shortcut? Mayhap Golden Pass proved most expeditious after all.

Hannah steamrollered right past the question. “I told myself I shall never find you in the hundreds of wagons parked in the Public Square in Ward Eight, whilst their occupants found jobs and arranged for lodging, but nevertheless I still searched. And now I found you, in the nick of time.”

“Do you leave again, after only just arriving?” Nellie asked.

“Praise God our Lord and Savior, no! We only just arrived yesterday.”

Nellie and Obadiah exchanged a glance and suppressed smiles.

Her friend loved to add bit of drama and exaggeration for their entertainment.

“Mister King and I, and our entire entourage, shall move to a fine house in the eleventh ward under Bishop William A. McMaster tomorrow. My son-in-law has it all arranged.”

Nellie tried to say something, despite feeling flabbergasted at the contrast between her family’s reception and that of Mrs. King’s family, but Hannah talked over her feeble attempt.

“Now our reunion joins the multitude of grand reunions I witness in the square!” Hannah clasped Nellie’s hand to her heart. “The unmitigated joy pouring into my soul upon arriving to the sound of our holy Prophet Brigham Young preaching! The wonderful welcoming words of the gospel lifted my spirit to ecstasy, and love for all mankind filled my bosom.”

Would that a little of that love spilled out to your fellow Saints so they might spill some drops on the parched tongues of the non-Mormon immigrants. Tarnation, ‘t would be ecstasy to receive any treatment better than thinly veiled hostility.

“The feting of our corporeal bodies with soup nourished me. Supplying beef, potatoes, pies, sugar and coffee—all the wants of those who had just come in from their long and tedious journey across the plains replenished us. The generosity of the Saints astonished me.” Hannah continued to list the largess of the ‘Saints’ in the welcome she received.

Nellie felt as if her entire family stood there with their mouths open in amazement.

Hannah beamed at them. “But the wonder and awe I felt as they alleviated the suffering and supplied the needs of our poorer brethren pales in comparison with my awe in discovering you! Bless the Lord, oh my soul, and give thanks for all his benefits, for he indeed has been gracious to me to allow me to see for my very own eyes you and your little brood safely within the walls of Zion, enfolded by the Promised Land.”

Now breathless, Hannah leaned over and gathered Emma and Elizabeth into her arms. “Just as soon as you locate lodgings, come to Bishop McMaster’s guest house and we shall rekindle our friendship.” She smiled up at Nellie.

Without waiting for any reply, Hannah turned on her heel and rushed back to her carriage. “Ta ta, for now,” called Mrs. King over her shoulder as her driver and her young male companion assisted her in mounting her carriage step.

Dust swirled over the Wright family as they stood watching Hannah’s retreat.

“Fiddlesticks,” exclaimed Obadiah. “That woman’s words bowled us all over more effectively than her horse ever could.”

Nellie stared after the carriage, shaking in a trepidation not provoked by the near collision of Elizabeth and the horse, or even the force of Hannah’s whirlwind of words. A wave of despair deluged her spirit, triggered by Hannah’s inadvertent confirmation that the Wrights were not welcome there. Her heart plummeted to ground and a deep foreboding for their future swamped her.

Establishing a home in this hostile territory when we have a perfectly good one back in New York? Mercy, the idiocy of this decision plagues me. I fervently wish I had never agreed to this journey. How I wish on all the stars in heaven we had turned our wagon around at any one of the many adversities we faced and retreated homeward.

“After weathering all sorts of storms whilst traveling, we find ourselves stranded in quite the turbulent climate,” Nellie ventured, but bit back further words when she looked at her daughters. Mercifully, their spirits seemed revived by the unexpected encounter with their acquaintance from the trail.

“Missus King always pops in when we don’t expect her,” said Emma.

“Yes.” Elizabeth shook her head up and down with such vigor, Emma burst out laughing. “Therefore,” Elizabeth continued, “we should always just ‘spect her.”

“I see the logic,” said Emma.

Both girls giggled.

Nellie smiled. “I see your logic as well.”

“Magic can happen any time,” Elizabeth said earnestly.

“Of course,” said Emma, hugging her little sister.

Cheered despite her nagging misgivings about their predicament, Nellie said, “Yes, magic makes its own opportunity.”

“That is why we should always expect it,” Emma confirmed.

“Even when we don’t ‘spect it,” Elizabeth chimed in.

“We travel around in delightful circles,” Nellie said.

Her daughters joined hands and spun around in a circle.

Nellie tugged at a lock of hair already sprung from her bun. “But what course shall we pursue now?” she asked, the purpose of their journey evading her.

“Why, we find Governor Young, or even the new governor, ‘Coward Cumming,’ of course,” replied Obadiah, his daughter’s cheer warming his disposition as well.

Nellie balked, not interested in encountering more Mormon hostility. She stalled for time. “We must feed our little charges, and we must re-group. We cannot settle such an important matter as our entire future on an empty stomach.”

“Did we not just feast on breakfast?” asked Obadiah. He grabbed her hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

True. Nellie shook her head. Her trepidation at this meeting quite overwhelmed her. She searched for other ways to delay another potential altercation.

“Can we explore this perfectly appointed town before we have a meeting?” asked Emma.

Elizabeth jumped up and down. “Yes! Let’s look at all the gardens and buy some fruit!”

Offering a silent prayer for her girls’ timely suggestions, and without waiting for Obadiah’s opinion, Nellie took her daughters by their hands and said, “To market we shall go, and the finest fruit find! Then, we shall rustle some dinner for lunch and strike again in the afternoon.”

“Eat again?” Obadiah said. “Did we not get this far last night and stop for that same activity?”

Nellie frowned and glared at him.

Obadiah laughed and scooped both his daughters into his arms. “Must I always feed you? Just like little birds who consume their whole weight in food daily?”

They strolled down the street.

I must curb my runaway fears and restrain myself from longing for my well-constructed house in Sing Sing, nestled in the bosom of my family. Oh, Papa, Ach! Mutter, I miss you. And all my brothers, and all my sisters, even Agnes! Not to mention the friends, aunts, uncles, and cousins I left behind.

“Z... C... M... I...” read Elizabeth. “What does that spell, Papa?”

“ZCMI,” repeated Emma. “Papa already explained—”

“I remember,” said Elizabeth with a defensive scowl. “But here ‘lion’ starts with a ‘Z’?”

“Whatever do you mean?” asked Nellie.

“The Lion Cooperates Business,” replied Elizabeth. “Why do the Saints spell lion with a Z?”

The group giggled.

“It may well be a lion, determined to get the lion’s share, that we are dealing with,” agreed Nellie. “But Elizabeth, the company’s name is Zzzzzion Cooperative Mercantile Institute.”

Elizabeth looked back at her silently, with her trademarked rounded eyes.

Obadiah frowned but made no comment.

The group came upon a gentleman emerging from a shop that emitted enticing aromas.

“Yum, the sweetest smell we smelt since we left home,” announced Elizabeth.

“Cinnamon,” said Nellie, and she and Emma sighed simultaneously.

“If it is a bakery,” declared Emma, “it should have a big piece of cake nailed to the roof, in the fashion of the cobbler and the tinsmith!”

Elizabeth nodded, her little face taking on a grave, determined expression. “Then I would climb up and nibble it just like Gretel did in that fairytale!”

“And risk the wicked witch, or maybe the business lion, wanting to eat you?” breathed Emma. Her eyes widened, aghast at her sister’s foolishness.

“Girls, don’t let this heavenly scent cause your imaginations to wander too far.” Nellie laughed.

“Mama, do they have cake here, just like at home?” asked Elizabeth.

My fears must be contagious.

“My darlings, the cake may not be precisely the same as we make at home, but nevertheless, let us celebrate our arrival here. Come, we shall reconnoiter to see if there is anything inside that strikes our fancy.” Nellie took the girls by the hands and brought them into the shop.

Several minutes later, with a giddy whirl of skirts, Nellie ushered her children back out onto the street, each girl clutching a little box tied with string.

Obadiah stood looking at the sky and twirling his mustache. “‘Tis rather a conundrum, taunting me since that encounter with the swaggering Hickok and his crafty accomplice, Judge Smith.”

Nellie’s smile vanished as all her worries rushed back.

“A series of fits and starts confronts us,” said Obadiah. “A new capital established in Fillmore City, a huge building to house the legislature planned. They sat one season, only the first section of the legislature, after completing only one wing of the capitol. Yet last year the government returned to the Great Salt Lake City, and a new governor appointed, yet the old governor still firmly ensconced.”

“From whence have these facts suddenly appeared?” Nellie was now puzzled as well as frightened.

“Whilst you drooled over confectionary treats....”

“Hardly!” Nellie snorted and Obadiah raised his eyebrow. “One powdered sugar cruller and one berry tart hardly a bakery make. Why, at home in Sing Sing, my Mutter’s fine Viennese sachertorte and apfelstrudel obviated any need for a bakery, but when the weather conspired to deplete the joy of standing by a hot oven, Spindler’s fine bake shop tempted all with fresh bread, divine biscuits, and berry pie—in almost every season.”

“By the hornspoon, Cornelia, capture thy runaway tongue! ‘Tis of little use to compare everything here to the life we left in New York. We must approach our adventure in this place with an open mind, allowing ourselves to appreciate the joys contained in this new life.”

Stung by the rebuttal, Nellie hung her head. Then contriteness washed over her. “Yes, I see your wisdom. ‘Comparison is the theft of joy.’ I must take this maxim to heart and endeavor to approach the riches this new life may contain with an open heart. Now, wherever did you obtain a newspaper?”

“I found a more comprehensive and interactive, but less reliable, source. A passerby heard my mutterings and gave me a brief history of the location of the capital and the capitol. Then he waxed poetic about the machinations of politics.

“As nearly as I can figure, based on what the chap said, and the little news which reached us on the trail, President Buchannan appointed an Alfred E. Cumming new governor of Utah Territory in July. Fearing Young’s resistance, he then assigned a military escort to accompany Cumming to Great Salt Lake City to take up his position. Yet, Brigham Young received no official notification and still governs here.” Obadiah shook his head and stroked his mustache, deep in thought.

“The question is, quite literally, where to go from here? Mayhap to find the new federally appointed Cumming? I’ll wager then, to Fillmore?”

“’Tis quite the ‘Irish huddle’.” Nellie mused. “Who then truly is the governor of Utah Territory at this exact moment?”

Obadiah tugged his mustache and, looking confused, shook his head. “As near as I can figure, gubernatorial power remains in the hands of Brigham Young. That big fellow Bill Hickok alluded to this strange turn of events, and now we have some clarification. Sometime in the near future, I believe, leadership shall pass to the new man. I shall verify my orders. But I do believe I was instructed to report to Brigham Young, and by gum, that is what I intend to do.” Obadiah brushed his hands together as if he were disposing of the whole mess. “Done and dusted.”

“There’s a storm brewing. Strange machinations abound. Find you this not alarming?” Nellie said, her voice getting a bit shriller.

“This is a city. I am sure we are safe from Indian attack here. Further, this discussion must be tabled until we tuck our little pitchers with big ears into bed,’” Obadiah said sternly.

Has he deliberately misunderstood my misgivings and suspicions?

Nellie would not be put off so easily. “Methinks the order said to present yourself to Governor Brigham Young. If President Buchanan appointed a new governor, how can you report to Young?”

The girls looked up at Obadiah with wide eyes.

“Let us not fret, and let us not make haste,” Obadiah said at last. “We have only just arrived at our new home. We must take some time to assess the situation, and get oriented, both geographically and politically. What say you fine ladies to a sip of sarsaparilla, and a nibble of whatever heavenly concoction is hiding in those parcels, and then a mosey through this fine town to see what she has?”

Nellie began to say ‘is this not what I have just counseled’ but kept her mouth closed, and found satisfaction in the ratification of her strategy, even if her husband believed he devised the plan himself.

“Sarsaparilla!” exclaimed Emma.

Elizabeth just clapped with happiness.

“But what if they don’t have sarsaparilla in this town?” asked Emma, looking worried again. “We had trouble enough finding sweets we recognized.”

“Or what if they do, but they don’t want us to have any?” said Elizabeth.

Amen, my prescient little three-year-old.

Nellie met Obadiah’s eyes over their heads as they took the girls’ hands.

Nellie squeezed Elizabeth’s hand, warm in her own, and was surprised when Elizabeth screamed.

Nellie and Obadiah looked at her in surprise.

Elizabeth yowled again and pulled her hand away.

Nellie dropped to one knee and examined her daughter’s hands. “Mercy, here is our culprit. My sweet pumpkin, you have a splinter.”

Elizabeth burst into tears.

Surprised, Nellie said, “But it is just a little thing, easily fixed.” She tried to yank it out with just her fingernails, but a small part broke off and remained under the skin.

Elizabeth howled.

“I have some soothing witch hazel, and we shall apply it the moment we return to our wagon. But for now, hold your father’s hand with your other hand.”

While Elizabeth looked at her father, Nellie pulled her broach off her shirtwaist.

Is it better to wait until I can sterilize this, or relieve the pressure now from that angry infection already starting to pus?

Tarry a moment, Nellie told herself. Did I not enclose a sterile needle pinned to a scrap cloth in this carpet bag of necessities I always lug along?

Emma saw Nellie pull her bag off her shoulder, and realized they must continue to distract Elizabeth. “Betsy, look at the roses in full bloom tucked along that beautiful white fence!”

Taking no chances, Obadiah turned his daughter’s head away from Nellie’s movements, in the direction of a truly picturesque late summer garden. “The Last Rose of Summer,” he sang.

In a flash, Nellie extracted her needle from its linen case in her bag. In one quick motion she swooped over Elizabeth’s finger, darted the needle under the splinter and gently pushed it out the way it went in. Elizabeth tried to snatch her hand away, but Nellie held on tight, and Emma turned Elizabeth’s head away and pointed as Obadiah continued his verbal guided tour of the garden in front of them. Nellie rooted in her bag with her other hand searching for her packet of witch hazel.

Tarnation!

She had applied the last of her witch hazel salve to Obadiah’s sunburn, back on the Overland Trail.

Mercy, now I shall have to send all the way back to Mister Hart’s apothecary in Sing Sing, New York for more. These Hamamelis shrubs only grow in the East.

Her right hand kept searching her bag as her left still held little Elizabeth’s.

Eureka! I shall use the aloe vera gathered in the big Sandy desert. It shall function as both an astringent and unguent, thus sealing the little cut.

Elizabeth looked at her mother with her big, round eyes filled with fear at the coolness of the gooey aloe. “Tell me when to be ready,” she said, lower lip trembling.

Nellie, Emma, and Obadiah chuckled.

“Your mother’s superior surgery skills strike again! You felt nothing when she removed the splinter,” Obadiah said, with a big smile and a hug.

“It hurted anyway, but I am brave,” said Elizabeth, nodding for emphasis.

“Betsy, your courage is an example to us all,” said Emma, and gave her sister a squeeze.

Nellie and Obadiah exchanged another smile over the tops of their daughters’ heads.

I could not be prouder of both of my girls.

The walking tour continued, and as the girls marveled anew at the city’s wondrous signs of civilization, they again began to chatter.

Taking advantage of that cover, Obadiah said in a low voice, “I feel I must disclose I have not been quite forthcoming reporting additional information I have gleaned. We have arrived at a very difficult time in the relationship between Mister Young and his Kingdom, and our United States. Since our arrival, I have discerned from various sources that a mere month ago, all the federal employees were ridden out of town on a rail.”

“Literally?” gasped Nellie.

Obadiah shhhhhed her.

“Quite likely,” he replied grimly.

“What about judges, such as yourself?” Nellie whispered, her voice constricted with fright.

“Judges, justices, constables... in general, any critics of Young’s faith, the whole kit and caboodle. Must be how that Hickok earned his position of marshal. Howsoever, it seems that Governor Young has had his troops stand down, and he shall withdraw his Proclamation of Martial Law.”

“His troops? Martial law?” A note of hysteria crept into Nellie’s voice.

This is a fine time to tell me, now that we have arrived. Mercy. Must we flee home? Surely! And I can retrieve my own new supply of witch hazel blossoms. She felt a hysterical laugh escape her lips as wild thoughts tumbled, one on top of the other.

Obadiah glared at her, and she calmed herself for the sake of her children.

“We shall discuss this further tonight,” he said, “as our custom, when we need not censor our words. Howsoever, I felt I must alert you that not only shall I have a more severe test of my fortitude in carrying out this assignment than I anticipated, but this situation likely brooks no opportunity for Saints or neighbors welcoming us.”

Nellie’s worried eyes did not leave his face. She barely noticed the establishments they passed.

Obadiah shook his head. “One further worry: still-acting Governor Young issued an edict that no person shall be allowed to pass through this territory without registering with Mormon tribunals and receiving his permission.”

Clayton! Nellie’s heart leapt to her throat. This decree further jeopardizes his safety. As if resuming travel to California with a day-old infant and his unpleasant wife did not provoke enough threat to life.

She gritted her teeth. “Has our old wagon company registered and been granted permission to proceed through southern Utah Territory along the California Trail?”

Obadiah shrugged his shoulders. “I assume, as they camped in the designated area visible to all the authorities, Captain Hines made all the necessary disclosures.”

An irrepressible note of hysteria crept into Nellie’s voice. “Merciful Lord, we pray, protect our comrades in our former wagon train!”

Obadiah nodded. “It is with great sadness that I contemplate the fate of our dear wagon company. Let us bow our heads in prayer for their safe passage through Utah Territory.”

Nellie and Obadiah bowed their heads as they walked.

Silently, she prayed, Dear Lord, keep my former traveling companions safe. Especially... Lord, my heart wrenches with fear at the thought of noble Beauregard Cornelius Clayton, intent on shepherding his days-old son and his ornery wife away from the perils of the Great Salt Lake City instead silently trudging into danger.

“Yea, perils designed by fellow men may well prove more trying than nature’s fury,” Nellie said. In her worry about her friends and companions from the journey, she forgot her own predicament.

The girls prattled away, blessedly oblivious, crafting the rules for some elaborate game.

Obadiah cleared his throat and said, “Further, and just as importantly, let us maintain our habitual breadth of view, and keep our faith that our good deeds shall shape our future in a positive mode.”

“Nellie!” someone shouted.

Nellie looked at Obadiah in surprise. “Another Nellie resides in the Great Salt Lake City? Whosoever shouts must seek another person. Who would know me?”

The Wrights all turned around and looked as a woman ran up the boardwalk toward them.

“Lucena Parsons!” Nellie grabbed the young bride in an ecstatic hug, relief at seeing a friendly familiar face causing her to cling a little desperately to the young woman.

“Mercy,” said Lucena. “How long this day has been, and me not seeing anybody but strangers! My heart busts with joy at the sight of you, Cornelia Rose. This town sprouts a cornucopia of fresh vegetables, the likes of which we have not seen since leaving Wisconsin, yet no meeting house within miles that we could attend.”

“Everybody’s cup runneth over at the sight of us,” Elizabeth said, and ran to Lucena and hugged her legs.

The adults burst into laughter.

“Halleluiah, little cherub,” Lucena cried. “I cannot fault your reckoning, Precious!” She resumed her train of thought as if there had been no interruption. “Yes, the enterprising Mormons already harvest many crops, even this early in August. We shall make up for lost time and dine like kings! All things considered, the abundant food and water confirms my decision to persuade Mister Parsons to rest over here and continue our journey to Californie next summer.”

Rejoice, for my dear sweet Lucena shall not fall victim to the fate of other unwary wagon trains at the hands of the Mormons. Mercy droppeth like dew from the heavens! But what of Clayton?

Lucena gave Nellie a radiant smile, which cheered her a bit. “I did get tiresome sick of only finding chokeberry and black currants on the trail.”

Tears sprang to her eyes as Nellie said, “My gratitude to the bountiful harvest that lured you into wintering in this city overflows. I shall cherish your companionship. Relief in having a friend and confidante in this cold location washes over me like a warm rain.”

Her pretty young face twisted in consternation, Lucena asked, “Do you mean the Great Salt Lake City hosts temperatures below zero, or that it’s residents are unwelcoming?”

Nellie gave a short laugh as a few tears splashed on her cheeks, despite her best efforts. “I meant the city hosts hostile hosts!”

“Saints alive!” said Lucena.

“Yes, the Saints are alive and dominant. That is the problem.” Downright merry now that she had a friend, Nellie pressed her puns a little further onto Lucena’s good nature.

Lucena threw up her hands in mock despair. “Oft I embrace the challenge of deciphering your witticisms, but these two utterances more aptly resemble riddles. I gots to stand in front of the school Marm and diagram those pesky sentences.” She grinned at Nellie, who opened her mouth to explain.

“No, do not speak!” Laughing, Lucena held up her hand. “If I am to winter in a place with you as my sole trusted female companion, I must sharpen my wits. I gots ta do this by myself. I’ll untangle this snarl of yarn alone. I used host to mean offer, and you used it to mean both that and someone receivin’ guests... and the Saints are—”

“Splendid deductions!” Nellie interrupted her. “Fit for a host of Saints!”

“Another meaning—a big ol’ group of Mormons!” Lucena gave Nellie an enthusiastic hug.

“You have perforated my puzzle, and I shan’t stump you any longer.” Nellie returned the hug, grateful for the appearance of this happy angel in the midst of hell. “Perhaps I am the one who should move....”

Lucena’s face pulled into an astonished expression.

“...Migrate to a different form of parlor games.”

Lucena’s astonishment turned into a mock stern expression. “You’d better stay right here the entire duration of my inhabitation of this foreign land. I could not, nay shall not, bear it without you.” A smile once again accentuated the pretty features of her face. “Furthermore, the head-achin’ words you thrust upon me shall make me all the brighter for it, for I do so love being merry.”

Nellie laughed. “Brilliant!” Then she realized Lucena did not detect her own inadvertent pun. Rather than pointing it out, she said, “‘Tis your bright, sunny personality that warms my heart and eases my burdens. I shall cherish our additional moments together.”

Emma and Elizabeth could wait no longer for the attention of their ‘aunt’ and crowded around her. They each grabbed one of her hands and showered them with kisses. “Aunt Lucena, will you live next door to us?” asked Emma.

“Missus Parsons shall at least live nearby for this coming winter,” said Nellie.

The little girls jumped up and down, and Elizabeth threw her arms around Lucena’s skirt.

“Do you know where there’s some sarsaparilla?” asked Elizabeth.

“Betsy, Aunt Lucena just moved into town, same as us,” said Emma. “Of course she does not.”

“Emma is right, Betsy. I do not know, but just as soon as Mister Parsons concludes his conversation with your father, I shall make it my mission to find out.” Lucena leaned down and hugged both girls.

Nellie noticed Lucena clinging to them in relief. She then looked at her husband, deep in conversation with their fellow waggoneer. Both men wore grim expressions on their faces.

Whatever trouble brews now, Lord, thank you kindly for arming me with a friend to face the difficulty surrounding us.

Relief written all over her face, Lucena now turned a blind eye to the heated conversation of the men and struck a merry tune with Nellie’s daughters.

Nellie reached over and hugged Lucena again, who squeezed Nellie’s hand and winked while continuing to sing.

Nellie caught a few snatches of distressing words from her husband’s conversation through the stanzas of Oh! Susanna.

“...breastworks....”

“...elaborate stone formation.”

“...like shootin’ fish in a barrel, attacking anyone walking through those passages.”

Unable to control her curiosity any longer, Nellie burst into the tête-à-tête between her husband and Mr. Parsons. “Who is being shot at like fish in a barrel?” she demanded.

Obadiah put a restraining hand on her arm as if to prevent her speech. “Hold your horses now, Cornelia. Mister Parsons communicates a bit of enlightenment as to some strange developments, which we must carefully consider, deduce the intent, and check for accuracy before—”

“Now you hol’ on just a cotton-pickin’ minute there, Captain Wright!” interrupted George Washington Parsons. “This here is accurate intelligence, which I have on the best authority.”

“Personal observation?” asked Obadiah, his eyebrow raised in a mild, curious expression.

Mr. Parsons practically spluttered his reply. “No! Not personal observation, mind you. I arrived in the same wagon company as you. None of us noted anything out of the ordinary.”

I did!

Nellie’s mind raced as she recalled the strange stone foundations that lined the high mountain walls crowding the narrow trail through Echo Canyon.

I noticed the stone arranged like a man-made fortification! I remember distinctly. But I shan’t blurt my observation. I must exercise restraint and discern all the information Mister Parsons knows.

“I got my word directly from a Mormon scout by the name of Abraham Owen Smoot,” Mr. Parsons continued. “He told me them Mormons was arming for a resistance to the new governor. A fellow by the name of Cumming, newly appointed Utah Territory Governor by Mister President John Buchannan himself, travels here now. An Army platoon of 1,500 soldiers escort him! ‘A course, old Mister Smoot says, our President didn’t tell Governor Young—not any of this. Them Mormons discovered this via news reports and gossip, jest like us pioneers. But Smoot saw Colonel Alexander and the United States troops begin their journey here hisself.” Parsons shook his head and looked a bit sympathetic to the Mormon plight. “This has ol’ Brigham Young in such a dander, he’s raising an army and mounting a protection of his kingdom.”

Nellie listened with her mouth hanging open in surprise and dismay.

Tarnation! Gossip confirmed, making our situation more precarious than even the terrible scenarios unfolding in my worst nightmares. The United States Army on the march? Tarry a moment, shall that harm us or protect us?

“Mayhap an ambush awaits the arrival of the new governor,” said Parsons.

“Political ambush, surely,” replied Obadiah, unruffled.

“Is Young’s strategy to shoot the new governor from the newly erected breastworks along the ridge top of Big Mountain as the envoy of our United States Army escorts him through Mormon Flats?” Nellie asked, hysteria rising in her voice.

Lucena broke off her singing, even though the little girls continued, and looked at Nellie.

Once again Obadiah grabbed her elbow and squeezed it to restrain her speech.

Lucena said, with a large smile, “I heard a fellow talk in the Public Square where all them Mormon pioneers get welcomed. He says Governor Young called for martial law in the Great Salt Lake City, so that should protect us.”

Nellie and Obadiah exchanged looks but Nellie dared not correct her optimistic friend in front of her baby girls.

Lucena frowned. “I am sure I don’t rightly cotton what kind of law ‘marshal’ is, but it sounds like it involves a peace-keeping sheriff. Besides, this unrest brews far away in the Great Salt Lake City, so we need not be concerned.”

Mr. Parsons, Obadiah, and Nellie stared at Lucena, mouths agape.

“Whatever put a bee in you all’s bonnet?” she asked.

Merciful heavens, does Lucena’s excess of good humor leave no room for common sense?

Nellie took her gently by the arm. “Did you forget, we have arrived in the Great Salt Lake City?”

“Mercy, I clean forgot! Yes, we’re jest stopping here temporary, on account of all them ripe vegetables.”

I shall wait for the penny to drop....

“Heavens! We stand in the Great Salt Lake City!” Lucena exclaimed.
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