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Prologue
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For those of you who couldn’t be bothered to read my first two books, I’ve written this curt summary. I was born in 1838 near the village of Carthage, Illinois—shortly before the Mormon occupation of Hancock County from 1839 to 1846. My family warn’t Mormonites and thus we suffered considerable at their hands during their time in Illinois. In 1848, my clan headed overland to the Oregon Territory. While crossing the Green River in Wyoming, some Latter-day Saints brutally murdered my mother right before my very eyes. Nevertheless, my pa and two siblings, Elijah and Prudence, carried on to the Willamette Valley and settled near Salem.

In 1852, I accidentally got sucked through a time portal to 2015. Lucky for me, right off the reel, I was taken in by my great-great-great-great niece, Beth Kim, and her father, Mr. James Kim. I struggled and struggled adjusting to life in the future and was especially confounded upon learning Mormonites had spread from Utah to Oregon. Yikes! Anyhow, my new best friend, Kylie Martin, got entranced by the stupidity of that sect and soon had determined to join with them. By good fortune or fate, I convinced her to not convert, but only after she’d unintentionally ciphered out my true origins.

Things were looking up for me until Mr. Kim lost his job and couldn’t find a decent new one in Salem. He searched all over Oregon and Washington State, still no luck. At length, he secured acceptable employment in this small town in Northern Utah called Brigham City. I tried to convince him not to take it, but we moved anyway. With 85% of the population Latter-day Saints, Brigham City was exactly like living in Carthage in the 1840s. The Mormons hadn’t changed one hooter, leaving our family to suffer their umbrage. To cap the climax, my pompous Utah History teacher, Mr. Pratt, was a closeted polygamist. Near the end of the school year, he got inspiration to kidnap Beth with designs of adding her to his harem—only that didn’t happen inasmuch as my ex-Mormon friend, Michael Blomquist, and I rescued my niece in a daring and noble fashion. We likewise delivered apposite justice on the schoolteacher in the process.

Two weeks after freeing my niece, she and I and this other classmate named Onorio (Howie) D’Amato got drawn into another time passageway—which is where this book begins. Having Howie accompany us seemed uncommon unfortunate. He came from this New York mafioso family, and as such, manifested substantial criminal tendencies. I liked him and all but always felt all-overish about what mischief he was about to get into next.

In this book, you will note that I quote from multiple sermons given in the tabernacle and bowery. What I wrote from these speeches is exactly what Brigham Young and other big bugs spewed out as I sat there watching them. You, too, can read these sermons in their entirety because the Mormons scribbled them down as they occurred then published them in the Deseret News. The transcripts likewise got sent off to England so the “Saints” there could learn of the goings-on in Zion. Since Mormonites are obsessed with documenting their history (but only how they want it told) the talks were subsequently made into a multivolume set called The Journal of Discourses, which are available online. The sermons contain extensive racist, misogynistic, and seditious material, hence the “church” nowadays constantly attempts to disavow what’s in them.

Elizabeth Iola Loveless

“The plan of said Smith, the prophet, is to take this State [Missouri], and he professes to his people to intend taking the United States, and ultimately the whole world....Smith inculcates the notion, and it is believed by every true Mormon, that Smith’s prophecies are superior to the law of the land. I have heard the prophet say that he should tread down his enemies and walk over their dead bodies; that if he was not let alone he would be a second Mahomet to this generation, and that he would make it one gore of blood from the Rocky Mountains to the Atlantic Ocean; that like Mahomet, whose motto, treating for peace, was “the Alcoran [Quran], or the Sword,” so should it be eventually with us, “Joseph Smith or the Sword.”

—Apostle Thomas Marsh of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Affidavit of 24 October 1838. 
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“May we accomplish the great work thou didst commence, through thou servant, Joseph [Smith]. May we have power over the wicked nations, that Zion [Utah] may be the seat of government for the universe, the law of God extended, and the scepter of righteousness swayed over this wide world.” 

—Jedediah M. Grant, Second Counselor of the First Presidency of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, in the Deseret News, July 24, 1856. 
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Arrival
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Fall, 1856 or ‘57
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“Where the hell are we?” Howie asked.

Of course, I knew a better question would’ve been, “When the #%$@$*# are we?” 

Having gone through a time portal once before, I reckoned we were exactly where we’d stood in 2017, except in a different year. We seemed to face the same direction as when we walked through the mirage. I turned around. Behind me were the familiar brown, treeless mountains, only the stupid “B” for Brigham City was no longer on the hillside. Mooning hither and thither, no houses, streets, cars, or any other hint of civilization were visible. Sagebrush and dead grass had completely replaced Taco Flats. Either we’d traveled backward in time or were so far in the future that every crappy particle of Brigham City had been erased from the face of the earth.

To the west, a distant grove of trees showed brilliant fall colors of yellow and red against the backdrop of a cloud-free sky. And the air felt cool, but not uncomfortable. It must have been late September or early October.

“I saw the waves just before you grabbed them,” Beth said. “Flippin’ Utard. Why’d you do that?”

“I don’t know. The mirage set me in a trance or something. I couldn’t stop myself from grasping it. Why’d you latch onto me?”

My niece squinted her eyeballs at me. “Duh. I tried to stop you from touching it.”   

“Jesus Christ. What the fuck are you two talking about?” Onorio said.

“Now you’re stuck here with us,” I said. “Why’d you grab onto me, Howie?”

“It looked like you were getting sucked into something bad, so I tried to pull you back. That’s why I grabbed you. I tried to save you.”

With her voice a-quivering, my niece asked, “Betsy—we just time traveled. Didn’t we?”

“’Fraid so. Welcome to Brigham City in some other era.”

Howie chuckled—haha. “You two are full of shit. This isn’t some sci-fi book.” He pulled a reefer from his pocket and lit up. “I’m gonna smoke this joint and fall asleep. When I wake up, we’ll be back home. Join me if you want.” Our delinquent friend plopped down beside a sagebrush and began a-puffing his cares away.

“Time travel is freakin’ real, Howie,” I said. “I was actually born in 1838. Then in 1852 I traveled through a time portal to 2015—exactly like we did now.”

My niece nodded. “Betsy’s not capping. She really did come from 1852. I was there when she first arrived.”

The skeptical lad took a long draw of marijuana. “Youse two are bigger dumbassess than the Morons. No fucking way this is real. I only got two more joints, so I better wake up soon.”

For a time, Beth and I stood there silently staring each other down whilst our incredulous companion stoned himself. All of a sudden, the wails of people singing—accompanied by a plum terrible violinist—drifted towards us from the distance.

––––––––
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Praise to the man who communed with Jehovah!

Jesus anointed that Prophet and Seer.

Blessed to open the last dispensation,

Kings shall extol him, and nations revere...






Where the flip had I heard that song before? Then it hit me like a golden Moroni statue tumbling off a Mormon temple and braining my head. They were crooning out “Praise to the Man,” this sus hymn in which Mormonite’s worship Joey Smith. The choir sang it when I attended church with Michael in Fruitdale. Ugh. 

“We should find out who’s trying to sing,” Onorio said.

I looked down and shook my head.

“This is bad. Isn’t it, Betsy?” my niece said.

“Probably. That’s a Mormon hymn they’re singing. But maybe we should check it out, anyway.”

“Let’s go,” our corned pal yelped, and thence hopped up and set off in the direction of the music with Beth and I reluctantly following. 

We hiked west towards where Box Elder Creek should be located and found it. The water was low, making crossing it plum simple. Several hundred yards beyond the brook, we came upon twenty to thirty log and adobe structures. Yikes, undoubtedly, we were in Brigham City, most likely sometime in the 1800s. Why did I grab at the wavy mirage? There wasn’t a worse time to be in Utah than right after the Morons first invaded.

Taking a cautious stance, we all slinked up for a closer look. Inside the settlement, several wagons and horses were hitched to posts outside the building with the horrible music. Howie sneaked up to a small window on the structure’s side, crouched below it, and thereafter motioned for Beth and me to follow, which we did. The hymn presently ended, whereupon some tool within the building started preaching out a rousing sermon as my squad and I remained secreted below the open window and listened in.

“Heavenly Father has again given us a poor harvest this year,” a man bellowed. “All because we have sinned and not kept His commandments. How many of you have committed adultery? Even if only with thine eyes? And so few have accepted the sacred covenant of plural marriage. Why not? None of you have been steadfast Saints. We must all show our faith and act as He desires or be rightfully damned.”

I leaned to Beth and Howie and whispered, “We’re swimming in a giant vat of simmering poo. This is bad. I mean really, really, bad. Remember how I read all those books on Utah history so I could argue with Pratt? It might be useful now. That Utard sounds like he’s preaching about the Mormon Reformation. We might’ve had the extreme misfortune of landing in 1856. On hearing all this stupidity about living the principle of plural marriage, every man in the territory tried to enlarge his harem. There wasn’t an unmarried girl over twelve in the entire territory by the summer of ‘57.”

My niece looked at me with unblinking owl eyes. By and by, Howie cackled, “This is so fucking stupid, Betsy.”

“We need to get out of here before they kidnap Beth and me, then force us to marry some creepy, old farts,” I murmured.

“That literally just happened to me with Mr. Pratt,” my niece said. “What did I do to deserve this?”

I shrugged, after which Beth and I scrambled northward with Howie tagging behind. He seemed kind of draggy, such that my niece and I had to encourage and prod him to keep moving. Perhaps the cannabis was slowing him down. As we fled, I cogitated and cogitated about what to do but couldn’t think out a good plan. I knew one thing for certain, though: heading south toward Salt Lake City, into the open jaws of Brigham Young, was not an option. By traveling north, at least we shouldn’t encounter many more “Saints.” We soon reached Box Elder Creek again and followed it in a northwest direction for another hour. At length, we came upon a remarkable grove of trees beside the water and halted for a rest. The midday sun warmed my body, and the temperature was perfect. What a beautiful fall day, despite our forlorn and desperate circumstances.

“I’m hungry,” Howie said. “Would someone wake me so we can get something to eat?” 

Yikes. What to do? We didn’t have any food and were wandering around in clothes strange to the people of this day. Moreover, winter was approaching. Maybe we could travel to my family in the Willamette Valley? But journeying to Oregon during autumn would be perilous. With no supplies, we’d likely die a frightful and agonizing death long before arriving there. Should I even contact Elijah and Prudence? My great nephew’s 1921 letter clearly stated I was never heard from after I vanished in 1852. If I popped back into Salem, would this alter history with all notions of consequences? Be that as it may, my sister, Prudence, seemed positive that I’d gone time traveling. What to do?

First things first. We had to somehow alter our clothes. All three of us wore denim trousers. Perhaps, we could lie and claim these were a new style from California, brought there by Asian traders. Howie had on a blue t-shirt with “Anywhere But BYU” printed on it. We should toss his jersey and likewise throw out his New York Yankees baseball hat. Beth had on a loose-fitting blouse that probably could pass as a new Oriental fashion. I was wearing my pink sweatshirt with a tapir on it and the word “Horse” below the critter. I needed to discard it, and we all had to replace our sneakers too. Upon duly considering our predicament, I proposed my plan.

“I’d like to remove to my relatives in Oregon. Howbeit, I’m certain we won’t make it there this late in the season, especially with no food and other truck. I allow our best option is to head back to Brigham City—I mean Box Elder, that’s what they called Brigham in this time. We can acquire some pioneer-type clothes therein and hopefully purloin some victuals too.”

“Yikes, Betsy. We’ve only been here three hours and you’re back to talking old-fashioned,” Beth said.

“Uh—yeah. Perhaps there’s something in the air,” I replied.

“What if we get caught?” Howie exclaimed.

“Only one of us should go in,” Beth said. “That way, the other two can rescue him or her if they get captured.”

“That’s your best idea?” Onorio snorted. “Would you please just wake me up?”

I stared the Italian youth down. “I’m Sorry Howie. Pilfering some pioneer clothes and pretending we’re lost travelers is probably our best option. I’ll sneak into Brigham City by myself later this evening. And I’ll likewise keep on the lookout for another wavy time shifter. If one is nearby, it emits this weird humming noise that only I can detect. I heard the portal we just passed through for a full week before Michael and I rescued Beth.”

“I heard it too,” my niece said. “The entire time I was shackled in Pratt’s dungeon, I could hear it. It annoyed the crap out of me.”

Howie mooned at us girls with a salty countenance. “So, you two could slip through a time portal and just abandon me in this shithole.”

“No way would I leave either of you behind,” I said.

“Neither will I. We all escape together,” Beth added.

I reached into my front pocket and pulled out my iPhone. “Either of you have a cell phone?”

Howie and my niece shook their heads negative. I put the device on airplane mode and took a selfie of us. Might as well document our adventure with pictures until the power runs out. Mercy me, everybody looked dejected in the photo, like it was our first day of classes at Brigham City High School.

“Before we go back to Brigham or Box Elder or whatever you call it, I want to smoke another joint.” Howie said. He lit up a reefer and puffed it by himself. 

With nothing better to do, I sat down under a small tree, put in my earbuds, and listened to tunes on my iPhone. So what if the battery went dead. It’d soon run out no matter what I did. As I was a-listening to this song titled “Da Da Da” by some German group called Trio—I think they had three members, hence the name—Beth snatched my hand and pointed to some bushes a-rustling near us. Quicker than a greased pig, I stuffed my phone and earbuds into my pocket. Yikes! Five Native Americans with spears cocked to skewer us popped out from the shrubberies.
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Fall 1856 or ‘57
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“Americat?” the apparent leader said to us.

“What’s he want, Betsy?” Beth whispered.

“He’s asking if we’re Americans.”

“Mormonee?” the Indian said.

“No. English,” I answered while pointing to Howie and me.

I mooned at my niece. “Half English, half Luckiamute.”

“Kammitakka,” the chief declared as he waved to himself and comrades.

“Shoshone?” I asked.

“Yes—Shoshone.”

The Indians put their weapons down and smiled at us. For a second, I glanced at Howie, who appeared like he might puke all over himself.

“Why’d you say we’re English?” Beth whispered.

“I reckoned they were Shoshone. Since the Shoshone had good relations with British and Canadian trappers, I thought it best to claim we’re English. I told them you’re half Luckiamute Indian, half English. They’d never understand you’re part Korean.”

“Wirasuap—Bear Hunter,” the leader announced, sticking his thumb to his chest. After that, he pointed and rambled off the names of his mates, save I didn’t remember any of them. My fam likewise introduced ourselves to our new friends.

On completing pleasantries, Bear Hunter waved at Howie’s New York Yankees baseball hat. “Swap?”

“Shit no. I don’t wanna swap.”

“Swap!” Bear Hunter said as he motioned at Onorio’s cap again while nodding at some beaded bands a colleague wore on his wrists.

“Uh—OK, swap,” Howie said.

Reluctantly, the New Yorker gave up his headgear and got the wristbands in return. “I don’t want this stupid crap,” he said. “Either youse two want them?” 

“I think they’re cute. I’ll take them,” I replied before snatching the bracelets and daintily placing them on my wrists. 

The chief now gestured for us to follow him. Not having any other options, we dutifully tagged along with our new companions/captors. Everybody trudged along for nigh on two hours in a northwesterly direction before coming upon ten tipis near a stream bank—likely the Bear River, in my estimation. Twenty yards yonder, a group of horses grazed. In the course of time, some seventy or eighty tribal members—mostly women and children—emerged from everywhere and crowded about to gawk at the strange English people wearing bizarre regalia. My souls, the Shoshone folks gibbered like old ladies gossiping after church services. I couldn’t cipher out their conversations, but their faces pictured uncommon befuddled. Of course, they all wanted to trade their deerskins and whatnot for our nice truck. Every last one would point at something they had, then wave at our possession they wished to exchange for it. Hummm. Perhaps swapping with the Indians would be wise. We needed to rid ourselves of these modern items, anyway. 

“Howie, Beth, I think we should just swap with them,” I said. “They likely won’t take ‘no’ for an answer, anyhow.”

“I don’t wanna trade my stuff away,” our Italian pal said. “And who made you our boss?”

“Betsy actually lived in the 1800s,” my niece said. “We should follow her lead. Capiche?”

Onorio looked down. “OK, whatever.”

​So, we swapped away our stylish clothes for buckskins and moccasins. As expected, Bear Hunter kept Onorio’s hat and t-shirt for himself. Two middle-aged women and an elderly gentleman got our sneakers, while a young brave and two girls acquired our denim unmentionables. Next, Bear Hunter handed Beth’s blouse to a wrinkly old woman, and following that, he bequeathed my pink tapir sweatshirt to a very pretty, and lucky, teen girl. My goodness, the lass was overjoyed to no end. She kept a-smiling like it was the bestest day ever of her entire life. 

The Indian folks clutched their new possessions like they were good as gold. Moreover, after the switcheroo, my squad and I could almost pass for bona fide Shoshone—at least Howie and Beth could. My blue eyes and yellow hair were a dead giveaway as to my origins. I thought for sure the Indians would discover my iPhone, only I’d secreted it in some grass, and they never found it. Whew.

I said, “food, drink?” to Bear Hunter, whereupon he spoke with a squaw who quickly slipped into a tipi and kindly returned with flat bread, some manner of meat, and water. We all plopped on the ground around a fire and dug in. The vittles warn’t very tasty, but my pals and I were so famished we gulped them down like a fleshy family at an all-you-can-eat Chinese buffet.

In a few hours, candle-lighting time arrived with a glorious sunset over land that a hundred years from now will be a rocket factory. Howie presently pulled out his last joint and lit it in the campfire. I thought this a flippin’ stupid idea on Howie’s part, except he did it before I could stop him. After the New Yorker took a draw, Bear Hunter snatched the reefer, inhaled a puff, and passed it to his apparent second in command—this guy named Coyote Chaser. Yikes, Onorio didn’t get another drag as our new squad members kept it all for themselves. Soon, the braves began a-laughing, slapping one another on the back, and enjoying a generally gay and merry time of it. 

“Go Mormonee, stay Shoshone?” Bear Hunter asked.

My mates and I glanced at each other for a spell. “Stay Shoshone!” everybody shouted in unison.

And as such, the next few days passed. Howie learned how to hunt and fish with the braves while Beth and I got versed on the never-ending duties of squaws. Hummmf. It seemed to me that we women and girls did ninety percent of the chores as the boys and men mostly loafed around. Nevertheless, the males still acted so proud and full of themselves after arriving back in camp from hunting expeditions—even if all they’d killed was a measly hare or squirrel.   

I kept my iPhone and ear buds scrupulously hidden from the tribe. Be that as it may, I did manage to secretly snap a few pics of Beth and Howie with our Indian friends. I got a nice one of Onorio getting instructed on how to throw a spear from Bear Hunter, and another good pic of my niece collapsed in a tipi after working all day at mashing pine nuts. A day later, the cell phone battery finally died. Darn.

All the while living with the Shoshone, I kept a-backing and filling about what to do next. Should I contact Prudence and Elijah? Getting a post to Oregon this late in the season was highly unlikely, but what if we’re still stuck here this upcoming spring? Perhaps I should mail them a letter next April? Should we strike out for Oregon in May? That said, I couldn’t get my grand nephew’s 1921 missive out of my brain, and how my kin never saw or heard from me again. What an impossible quandary. Fortunately, I had months before needing to cogitate out any concrete designs.

Over the following weeks, my fam and I ciphered out the basics of the Shoshone language. Still, we all struggled with some of the weird sounds and intonations. By dumb luck, one thirteen-year-old girl named He-dow (Meadowlark) picked up English from us superfast. Sakes alive. She was a dialect geek or something like that. And since He-dow was Bear Hunter’s niece, she was the lucky teen who got my tapir sweatshirt.

Howie took to Indian life better than I expected. In no time, he could track animals and actually killed a rabbit with his spear. He was so pleased with his accomplishment when the hunting party returned to our village. Beth and I were proud of him too. The Italian stallion was also successful in other ways. He quickly enjoyed uncommon popularity amongst the teenagers in our band, particularly with these four girls. Some might say I grew jealous of Onorio, which was absolutely not true. I was merely astonished by his sudden rise in social standing, especially compared to his less than dirt status back at Brigham City High School. But don’t get me wrong. I was happy for my friend.

About a month after we’d joined the band, my niece and I went on a root gathering expedition with three other young women. During the hunt, we traveled close to where the time portal had dumped us in this era. Of course, Beth and I slipped over to the spot, and searched and searched, save no waves or humming noise showed themselves. We must’ve tramped about the future site of Lydon Drive for nigh on an hour before re-joining our comrades. Perhaps the passageways only go in one direction.

Yikes, time passed like frozen molasses. Our new fam camped about five miles north of Brigham City for another two weeks before packing up and heading northeast to a spot on the Bear River somewhere near the future Idaho border. What a marvelous campsite. A warm spring—surrounded by willows and other foliage—flowed nearby.

“We stay here each cold season,” He-dow said as we women and girls erected the tipis. “We call this place Moson Kahni.”

“Does the water freeze in the winter?” my niece asked.

“No. It is always warm. I like come here when leafs change color.”

Once the tipis got set up, we girls went to wash up in the spring. My Land, the temperature was perfect—a tetotaciously divine experience. Howie also tagged along. It was flippin’ obvious he enjoyed gawking at our female friends while there. Hmmm.

Four or five days later, Beth, He-dow, this girl called Kimana (Butterfly), and I went to harvest grass seeds about a mile south of camp. The Indians made a type of bread from the kernels, except it tasted super yucky.

A thought struck me as we collected the foodstuff. “What does Shoshone mean, He-dow?” I asked.

“Grass. Others call us Shoshone. To us, we are Newe—the People. Our band are Kammitakka—rabbit-eaters.”

“I met some other Shoshones at the Snake River a few years back when my family traded for salmon with them,” I said.

Meadowlark flashed a puny grin. “My mother was Banackee fish-eater. Maybe you met. Banackee and Shoshone friends.”

Out of nowhere, a steer moseyed up to us. What in Sam Hill was a beef cow doing here?

“Mormonee buffalo,” He-dow said, then pointed south to the Cache Valley. “This warm season, Mormonee take land, grow buffalo.”

Back in 2017, I’d read how in the mid-1850s Mormons barged in and stole the Kammitakka’s lands in the Cache Valley. But before making permanent settlements therein, the “Saints” only grazed their cattle on the lush grass growing in this area. This beef must’ve been a stray from one of their herds.

“Kimana and I will stay with the buffalo,” I said, nodding at He-dow. “You and Beth find the braves.”

My niece and Meadowlark slinked off and returned an hour later with Howie and some pals. To our good fortune, the steer had found a delicious grass patch and stayed put, munching on the vegetation while they fetched the men. Of course, the warriors quickly dispatched the beast and expeditiously chopped it into travel-sized chunks. We all carried “buffalo” back to camp.

That night everybody feasted on Mormonee beef and roasted grass seed bread. It was quite the party with all manner of laughing and storytelling. 

After an hour or so of merrymaking, Bear Hunter threw his chawed-up beef bone to a dog and thereafter spoke serious-like to He-dow. I couldn’t understand the conversation on account of our chief chatting extra fast. Meadowlark kindly translated.

“Wirasuap says Mormonee take our land,” she said. “All animals run away. Kammitakka have no food. We take back from Mormonee what Mormonee steal.”

He-dow was spot on. Most of our tribe were uncommon skinny. I had lost at least five pounds in the last month myself. Beth and Howie had likewise slimmed down. This, however, was fortuitous for Onorio because he was a tad fleshy when we initially arrived. It dawned on me how I was hearing first-hand how the Mormonites abused and decimated the Newe.

Meadowlark continued, “Mormonee chief, Bigum, say Mormonee and Kammitakka friend. No—Bigum lie, only take from Kammitakka. Not friend.” 

I nodded. “I don’t like Mormonee either—especially Bigum.”

He-dow translated for her uncle, after which he chuckled some and spoke rapidly for a spell. Once he’s finished, He-dow converted it to English. “Mormonee say Newe from land past sea. No. Shoshone are gift from coyote to squaw. Squaw place Newe around the land.”

“What?” Howie said.

“She’s telling us where the Newe come from,” I said. “The Book of Mormon says Indians are Israelites who sailed to America two thousand years ago. He-dow is just describing what really happened. How the Shoshones were a present from a coyote to a squaw. After receiving the People, the Indian maiden placed the Newe in a jug and spread them around the land. I read about this last year.”

Meadowlark smiled. “Yes. That is how Newe come from.” Again, Bear Hunter rambled on at her some more.

“Mormonee say Newe not steal, though Mormonee take from us,” He-dow palavered. “Mormonee only friend with Mormonee.”

“What does she mean by that?” Howie said.

“She’s telling us how Mormons are a bunch of thieves,” I whispered to my Italian bro. “It’ll only get worse for the Newe from now on. Brigham Young and his duped followers will soon confiscate their land and drive off all the wild animals. Then the Shoshone will have to steal from the Mormons and also from emigrants on their way to California and Oregon. But the Newe will only pilfer stuff to survive.”

Ugh. The “Saints” did the exact same thing to us old settlers in Hancock County, Illinois. They were so clannish and lied and cheated and robbed everybody around them. My heart sunk to my moccasins upon hearing how the Mormonites were persecuting yet another group of innocent people.

In the course of time, the conversation shifted to happier things like hunting and fishing, and how in several months many bands would gather at our campsite for the annual Warm Dance festival. Games, feasting, and such-like activities were the mainstay of the celebration. I was plum looking forward to it. As I chit-chatted with He-dow about the Warm Dance, Howie whispered something into Kimana’s ear, and the pair giggled. Howie, Howie, Howie. I’d better keep an eye on that budding affair.

The next day, after finishing our breakfast of mashed pine nuts, Beth, Onorio, and I toddled to the spring to wash up. Since we were alone, I decided to clear up some things with my friend from Long Island. “I’m still hunting for a time portal, Howie,” I said. “I haven’t seen or heard one yet, but I’m a-looking.”

“And your point is?” he said.

“My point is that you shouldn’t get in a ship with Kimana. I’ve seen you two gaping all starry-eyed at each other. And please, please don’t make her in a motherly way. She can’t come with us when we leave.”

Onorio stared at me without blinking. “How do you know you’ll find another portal? Maybe we’ll be stuck here forever and should make the best of it.”

“I hear you, Howie. Just please, please, please don’t get Kimana pregnant.”

No response came forth from Onorio. He merely stood there with nothingness exuding from his eyeballs. We finished our toilette in quietude and thereafter trudged back to camp. I truly sympathized with Howie’s position. Perhaps we would be stranded in the nineteenth century, only we couldn’t stay with the Kammitakka forever. A protracted and agonizing death by starvation will be our tribe’s fate over the ensuing years. More importantly, I’d recently remembered something about the 1863 Bear River Massacre. Wirasuap will be murdered in that heinous event, and maybe Kimana and He-dow will make a die too. This knowledge burned a hole in my heart. Nevertheless, I couldn’t decide if I should warn them. Would I change the future by revealing this? Ugh. At least I had some time to cipher out what to do.
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The next day, Howie got drafted to accompany the braves on a three-day deer hunting expedition in the mountains east of camp. Unfortunately, right before leaving, the tool made a blame fool of himself while showing off for Kimana. He climbed up a small embankment near the river, then jumped off it. Kimana laughed and carried on after witnessing Howie’s sus trick, so he did it again. But this time, he slipped on the way down and mangled his ankle bad. Instead of killing game for our fam, Onorio stayed back with us women, old men, and children.

The morning after the braves had departed for their hunt, five White dudes on horses suddenly appeared near our camp, dismounted, and sauntered towards our tipis. Of course, all our people trotted out to learn what the heck they wanted—including Howie, Beth and me, except Onorio couldn’t trot. He sort of limped his way out.

“You seen any stray beeves?” the leader asked.

Another White man whispered to the big bug and pointed at me. Crud. The commander yelled out, “Did these savages kidnap you, little girl?”

I had to cipher out a tolerable good stretcher fast. Out of nowhere, I recalled how I’d told our Shoshone friends we’re Canadian Brits.

I gestured to Howie and Beth. “No, sir. My cousin and brother and I are English from Oregon. As we journeyed overland back home to Canada this last summer, our wagon was lost fording the Snake River. We’re the only survivors of the accident. A day later, these kind people found us on the riverbank and took us in.”

“The Snake is hundreds of miles from here. What in all creation you doing in Cache Valley?”

“Like I said, we’ve been living with them for several months now. They meander around a fair amount. We traveled with them from where our wagon got lost.”

“Wandering hither and thither with savages is acceptable for the half-breed, but this ain’t no way for a White person to live. You two ‘English’ children best come with me to Great Salt Lake City. We’ll teach you about the Book of Mormon and the prophet Joseph Smith. After learning ‘bout God’s one true church, you’ll get baptized before you can say knife.”

My heart skipped a few beats as I let out a sigh—Huuuh. I’d already guessed these pricks were likely Mormons. This confirmed it. Even worse, the flippin’ tools were already proselytizing at us too.

“We don’t want to leave,” I said. “These people are our friends and family now. Please, just let us be.”

“It’s not proper for White folks living with savages,” the tool growled. “And I will not argue with some little girl about what’s best for her.” Whip—he pointed his gun at this Newe elder called Sleeping Deer and motioned me over.

​Courageously, I held my ground and pictured my beatemest pucker face, except it didn’t help inasmuch as the other “Saints” presently aimed their weapons at different elders. Mooning about at our opponents, I noted that every last Mormon had a look of subpar intelligence about him, which unhinged me considerable. Click—The Mormonite leader cocked his gun. I didn’t want to surrender but resigned myself to the inevitable. Give up or let these despicable zealots murder our friends, and capture us, anyway.

“We’ll come with you only if my half-breed cousin comes with us,” I said.

“Fine. Get a move on it.”

As ordered, we futurites crept toward the “Saints.” But before we reached them, I ran over to He-dow and whispered to her, “Seven years from now when you hear Americat Soldiers are coming, you and Kimana run away as fast as you can.”

My Indian friend nodded, whereupon the Mormonite bigwig screamed at me, “I told you to come with us, girlie. Let’s go.”

At full pelt, I scurried to join with Howie, Beth, and the “Saints.” My squad and I all climbed two abreast on horseback, each with a different White man. Luckily, I had my iPhone in a leather pouch under my deerskin frock, so I didn’t lose it. 

And thus, we were “rescued” from our Shoshone friends by Mormons.
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Since it took nine hours to reach Brigham City, we rolled in long after sundown. The trip there was quite the experience in and of itself. My companion was a middle-aged fellow with brown eyes and a hairless head named Levi Ballard. He’d only been sent to the Cache Valley this prior summer to help manage the Mormon Church’s cattle herd therein. For crying out loud, the dweeb wouldn’t shut up about Mormonism and how Brigham Young’s such a distinguished and wonderful guy. And he wouldn’t stop talking about how polygamy is the only righteous way to live, either. Despite my anguish at being stuck with this twit, during the course of Levi’s rambling, I did glean it was now late November 1856. He couldn’t remember the exact date, though.

“When we get to Great Salt Lake City, you ought to pay me a visit, Betsy,” he said as we plodded along. “A helpless little gal like you needs protectin’ in wild country like this. We could put our fortunes together and I’ll protect you too.”

“Do you already have a wife?”

“I got two. You could be the third.”

“Mr. Levi, that is a most generous offer, but I’m only twelve. I’m not marriageable just yet.”

The cowboy looked back at me and grinned. His teeth were plastered with abundant yellow tarter and one front incisor was missing. Moreover, his face was a greasy mat of dirt and scraggly beard hairs. Ew.

“A boodle of thirteen-year-old gals been getting wedded of late,” he murmured. “And like I said before, Brother Brigham’s been sermonizing how God is unhappy with us on account of not enough ‘Saints’ been following His commandment of plural marriage. Twelve’s nigh on thirteen. I figure I’ll do my part by a-marrying you and providin’ you with a safe home.”

Flip. My colon wrapped itself around my stomach and squeezed into a hangman’s noose. “Let me ponder your offer, Mr. Ballard,” I replied. However, to be perfectly honest, I was only pondering how to keep myself from barfing chunks of rabbit meat and grass seeds all over the creep.

At long last, we crawled into Brigham City and stopped at the largest structure in the village—a fine stone house. Straightway, a thin, shortish man holding an oil lamp rushed from the residence to greet us.  

“Brother Snow, we rescued these English children and this half-breed from the Indians just north of here,” the Mormon cowpoke leader snorted. “I’ll be back in a few days and take them with me on our cattle drive to Great Salt Lake City. Can you provide them lodgings until I’m returned.”
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“Certainly, Brother Williams. Come now, children,” Mr. Snow replied, after which my fam and I dismounted and hobbled up to the Mormonite chieftain.

“Let me formally introduce myself,” he said. “I am Lorenzo Snow, the stake president here at Box Elder, or as we now call it, Brigham City, in honor of Brigham Young. I’ll quarter you with my wives, Sarah Ann and Mary, for tonight. Do tell, whereabout do you hail from?”

“From the Willamette Valley in the Oregon Territory,” I replied. “We’re on our way home to Canada.”

Hmmm. The Mormons christened Box Elder as Brigham City sooner than I thought. The Snow dude was a kind-looking soul in his mid-forties with wild, wavy hair and a scraggly beard. OMG. As he led us down the dirt streets to our lodgings, I recalled writing a report on him in Utah History class last year. Lorenzo was instrumental in creating Brigham City. Moreover, he became president of the Mormon “Church,” some forty years from now. And the dweebus married a fifteen-year-old girl when he was fifty-seven. Icky. Icky.

About a hundred yards from the stone house, we halted at a cabin which appeared to be the smallest and most haphazardly built in the village. It was mostly a pile of mud, with sticks and logs randomly sealed into its walls. Hmm. How odd the stake president’s family lived in such dilapidated diggings. He led my squad inside, wherein two women crouched on the dirt floor busily sewing clothes by candlelight. A pot with some manner of soup simmered on the hearth. Land sakes, the stew smelled flippin’ delicious, especially compared to the Shoshone fair we’d been subsisting on. The dwelling was approximately ten by fifteen feet, with a bed holding seven kids staring at us like meth addicts filling a third of the room. The oldest child was a girl of nine or ten, the youngest a toddler. Upon our arrival, Snow’s wives looked up briefly from their sewing, knitted their brows at my fam and me, but remained silent.

“My dear Mary and Sarah Ann, these three English children from the Oregon Territory will be staying with us for a few days,” Brother Lorenzo said. “Please make them comfortable and find some more appropriate clothes for them. I will take leave for now but shall return tomorrow.” Before scurrying out the door, the stake president leaned over and whispered in a wife’s ear. As her husband surreptitiously spoke to her, the woman’s eyes enlarged until she had the picture of an anime schoolgirl. Hmmm.

“Where’d he go?” Howie asked.

“Off to stay in the nice house,” a Mrs. Snow said.

The other Mrs. Snow twisted her lips at Beth. “You don’t look English to me, lassie.”

“Uh—My dad was Canadian, mom was a Luckiamute.”

Hrummmh. “At least you speak English...but so queerly. You can call me Mrs. Mary, and this is Mrs. Sarah Ann,” she said, pointing to the other lady.

I whispered to my niece, “Nobody uses mom and dad in this time.”

Mrs. and Mrs. Snow stood up and spooned out three small bowls of stew from the simmering pot. Owing to there warn’t any chairs in the room, we slurped the victuals while standing in the parlor/kitchen/bedroom. The soup’s flavor was on the bland side. It could’ve used some paprika and salt, but tasted tope compared to Shoshone grass-seed bread. Once we’d finished our meal, the sister wives pulled a trunk from under the bed, opened it, and began a-searching through the clothes within.

At length, Mrs. Mary retrieved a ratty orange and yellow calico dress and shoved it at me. Thereafter, she handed Beth a patched-up black-and-white striped smock.

“You’re a smart chance taller than Brother Lorenzo, young man,” Mrs. Sarah Ann said after eyeing Howie for a spell. “Nonetheless, I might have some manner of inexpressibles to fit you.” 

“What’s an inexpressible?” Howie asked. 

The women squinted and scrunched their cheeks back at him.

“Uh, you know, Howie—pantaloons,” I said.

For a New York minute, Mrs. Snows, 1 & 2, stared silently at Onorio before No. 1 dug to the bottom of the trunk and pulled out a pair of grey pants and a blue shirt. She matched them up against Onorio, smiling generously while lining the tunic next to his chest.

“Yes, my lad,” Mrs. Snow No. 1 added. “These should do just fine. Now all of you change out of those detestable Indian rags.” She pointed to the entryway of a room beyond the hearth.

Beth, Howie, and I craned about at each other, then quickly removed to the chamber, which wasn’t much more than a cubicle containing a nice bed—well, nice for 1850s Utah—with a thick quilt blanket. Maybe this was where Brother Lorenzo had relations with the Sisters Snow.  

Everybody had smaller frames in the 1800s. Since Mary and Sarah Ann were rather petite, like my niece and me, their old garments fit us superbly. Yikes, Beth and I had the appearance of proper, impoverished polygamists’ wives in our well-worn frocks. Howie was a different story. He looked like a man in boy’s clothes—his pant legs only reaching three inches above his ankles. As the sister wives offered no shoes, we kept our moccasins. Once dressed, we all returned to the main room.

“It’s past bedtime. Howie, my lad, you lay down in the bedroom,” Mary said, gesturing to the chamber we’d just exited. Dutifully, he ambled back in and shut the door.

Tapping her finger to her chin, Sarah Ann twisted her mouth downward. “There’s no space in our bed. You two will have to sleep on the floor.” With that, she hopped onto the mattress with her sister wife—and their combined children.

Inasmuch as my niece and I weren’t offered beddings, we arranged our Shoshone deerskin raiment into make-shift blankets and pillows, then curled up near the hearth. Lawsamercy, Howie’s billet was spacious enough for all three of us. Why’d they give it to him alone? Whilst laying on the hard dirt floor, I kept backing and filling whether I should ask Mrs. and Mrs. Snow if Beth and I might bed down with my “brother.” Eventually, I decided against it. I hardly slept a wink that night.

––––––––
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Come morning, right after I’d finally drifted into a slumber, somebody kicked my stomach.

“Get up, you lazy girl,” Mary yelled. “Start cooking lumpy dick for breakfast.”

Lumpy dick? What a dreadfully named breakfast dish. 

“What in all creation is lumpy dick?” I asked.

“You should know about lumpy dick. Aren’t you three Brits?”

“We are English, but we’re from Canada. Moreover, we’ve lived most of our lives in the Oregon Territory.”

“Lumpy dick is what the English ‘Saints’ call flour and water with a dab of butter cooked in a fry pan. Now go on. Even a half-breed should be able to make that.” In no time, Mary shuffled off and stuffed herself back in bed with Sarah Ann and their children.

Once my niece and I staggered to our feet, I rekindled the fire and set to making the oddly named entree. I found the flour and butter on a shelf above the cook area, and a water jug sat on the floor beside the fire. By and by, Beth scooted herself to a corner near the hearth and stood there helpless, a-watching me. Sakes alive, even wearing a pioneer dress, my “cousin” looked the part of a half-breed Indian. Nobody would ever guess she’s part Asian. 

“Sorry, Cheese Puff. This cooking over an open fire is new to me.” Beth murmured. “You saw how I let the Shoshone squaws prepare all the food.”

I leaned over to my niece and grasped her hand. “I’ll teach you. Hang in there, Beth. We’ll get out of this.”

My encouragement didn’t help one hooter. Slowly, my niece closed her eyes and kept them shut for half a minute, still silent. “I’ll learn how to make lumpy dick tomorrow. I’m...I can’t do this,” she eventually peeped out.

After flashing a paltry smile at my “cousin,” I left her to her misery. Ugh. Why didn’t I try harder to resist the time portal in Pratt’s backyard? It’s all my fault we’re stuck in this sus gawd-awful place.

​I went back to cooking. A short time later, Sarah Ann, Mary, and the kids bounded from the bed. The sister wives rounded up all seven children and started a-changing their clothes together. They made a remarkable team. Each wife would grab the child nearest her, slap garments on them, then snatch another kid and repeat the process. I tried ciphering out which youngsters belonged to which mom, only I couldn’t.

Poor Beth. Larping like a Mormon pioneer wasn’t for her. She just perched in the corner motionless, spacing out with a blank stare. Be that as it may, cooking up lumpy dick was easy-peasy, so I didn’t really need her help. I bit into the first one I made. It tasted ever so bland, like eating butter straight. Nevertheless, it was marginally better than Shoshone mashed pine nuts.

In the course of time, Sarah Ann dressed the last squirming little Snow. She squinted at Beth. “What’s wrong with ya, half-breed? Haven’t you ever cooked breakfast before?”

My niece looked down and sighed. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Snow. I didn’t sleep a wink last night.”

“Quit complaining,” Mary said. “Should’ve made you two sleep outside in the cold. Lazy good-for-nothings.”

Double Yikes! Why were these ladies in such a pucker? We hadn’t done anything to them.

My “brother” now emerged from his chamber, yawning and a-stretching his arms. “Good morning, Mrs. Mary and Mrs. Sarah Ann,” he said.

Both Mormon women smiled tenderly at Onorio. “A good morning to you, Howie, my lad,” Mary said. “I trust you had a good night’s slumber.”

“Fu...uh, awesome. I mean, I slept well. That bed is very comfortable.”

Following breakfast, which for some unknown reason the Mormons seemed to enjoy, Mrs. and Mrs. Snow settled down somewhat and kept their wrathiness towards Beth and me under check. Trying to be helpful, my niece and I assisted the sister wives and their oldest daughters, Rosetta and Eliza, with that day’s chore—laundry. At the same time, Onorio and the other children lounged about, played games, and watched us toil. The morning air was still a tad cold, hence nobody wanted to romp outdoors.

“How old are you, Howie?” Mary asked nonchalantly while a-rubbing a shirt on the washing board.

“Sixteen.”

“Have ya a girlfriend back in the Oregon Territory?”

“Uh...nope.”

“My daughter Rosetta would make a fine wife for you.”

“She looks pretty young to me,” Howie said.

“Rosetta’s just shy of ten. You two could wed in two or three years.”

“Are you a man wanting many wives or only one, Howie?” Sarah Ann piped in.

“Um—one.”

Mrs. Sarah Ann shoved Eliza toward our Italian amigo. “Eliza would be a good choice for you too.”

“But she can’t be more than six or seven,” the New Yorker protested.

“I’m nine,” the girl said softly.

Hmm. This certainly was unexpected. I thought for sure these women would prefer to pawn their daughters off to some creepy and indecorous polygamist living here in Brigham City.

“Excuse me, Mrs. Sarah Ann and Mrs. Mary,” I said. “Are you aware my brother is not of the Mormon faith? A local gentleman might be a more appropriate match for your girls.”

“Not every Latter-day Saint woman wishes for sister wives,” Sarah Ann said. “Eliza is such a girl. A gentile husband would be better for her.”

“I want a gentile husband too,” Rosetta added.

“I get it,” Beth said. “I wouldn’t want to share my hubby, either. No way would I marry someone who already has a wife.”

“Me either,” I said.

Mary’s eyebrows shot up. “Isn’t that perplexing,” she said. “Right before he departed last night, Brother Lorenzo told me he has designs to wed you, Miss Betsy.”

“What? I have every intention of returning home to Canada next spring. Marrying your husband doesn’t fit with my plans, regardless of Mr. Snow’s desires to have me.”

The scowl on Mary’s face went limp, and she smiled kind-like at me. “Thank you, Miss Betsy. Frankly, neither Sarah Ann nor I want another sister wife. We barely can feed the mouths we already have. Be careful, though. Brother Snow will surely return today and try to claim your heart.”

How prophetic of Mrs. Mary. Only five minutes later, the devil himself marched into the hovel and plopped down on his wives’ bed. “Come all and sit down,” Lorenzo said.

Since the cabin had no chairs, the children and my squad gathered on the floor near the stake president as he lorded over us from the mattress. His spouses sat beside him.

“Exactly how did you come to live with those savages?” Brother Snow asked.

I took the lead. “My brother and cousin, and I were traveling from the Willamette Valley back to our home in Canada. As we crossed the Snake River, our wagons overturned, thus causing our parents and the entire party to float away downriver. Only we three survived. But to our good fortune, a band of Shoshone soon chanced upon us and let us live with them. Over the ensuing months, we moved about with them until finally arriving at their winter camp site north of here. That’s where the cow hands found us and brought us to you. We would’ve surely perished if for not the kindness of the Indians.”

Lorenzo cocked his head and stroked his chin.

“We’ve lost all bearing on time,” I said. “What is the calendar date now, Mr. Snow?” 

“November 24, 1856,” the Mormonite replied. “And what ages are you three?”

“Sixteen,” Howie answered truthfully.

Beth now looked at me like she didn’t know how to respond and wisely remained silent. I sifted the matter to the bottom. Hmmm. Hopefully, Snow wouldn’t pursue my niece and me if he considered us too young to wed. Although Beth was now eighteen, she definitely could pass for thirteen, a disadvantage of possessing a petite frame.

“I’m twelve and my cousin is thirteen, sir,” I said.

“Of what faith do you profess?” he continued.

I lowered my head, and a parcel of my lumpy dick breakfast burped up into my mouth. Yuck. None of us answered immediately. After a few seconds Howie and Beth mooned over at me like they wanted me to speak for our squad again.

“The Church of England for all three of us,” I answered resolutely while peering up at the tool.

“You are fortunate children, indeed. For now, I shall instruct you in the only true religion—the restored faith of Jesus Christ, as revealed to the prophet Joseph Smith,” Lorenzo said, and thereafter grinned and flicked his eyebrows at me. Yikes.

Not again. Why can’t these horrible people ever leave the theology stuff alone? I certainly didn’t want to hear about Joey Smith and the golden plates for the umpteenth time. None of us did.

Our wishes didn’t matter. Mr. Snow opened the Book of Mormon he’d toted with him. He flipped a few pages before commencing a never-ending sermon about all the silly Mormonite beliefs. With Lorenzo buzzing along in a monotone, we futurites occasionally glanced back and forth at each other, especially when the shuck professed something super stupid—like the tale of Nephi killing Laban. Following an hour of this mind-numbing numskullery, I began contemplating plans to dodge the proselytizing “Saint”—except there was no escaping the determined tool. We were the stake president’s hostages. He could make the lecture as prolonged and insufferable as he wanted. At length, two of his own children fell into stupors and started a-snoring at a whisper. It only got worse. As Brother Lorenzo the Bozo carried on and on, I began having flashbacks to when Beth and I got forced to sit through crappy, faith-promoting speeches by Mr. Pratt back in 2017. Then it got worser. All the idiotic lessons I suffered meeting with those blame missionaries drifted into my thoughts like evil fairies a-poking my eyeballs. I presently peeked over at Howie, who was staring blank without even blinking—like an ancient Roman statue of some emperor from 2000 years ago. With his dark curly hair, my Italian friend could’ve been a perfect Caeser Onorio the First. My niece was dying too. She had her head down and occasionally would close her eyes in slumber, then rapidly awaken and stare forward for a few minutes before repeating the process. Once again, my brain shifted to 2017, as images of Beth’s forlorn expression when I found her shackled to Pratt’s basement floor drifted into my thoughts. Bam. Out of nowhere, my PTSD kicked in, and it took all I had to stop myself from bolting out the cabin in a screaming rage. Jumping Jehoshaphat, I’d only been in the 1856 version of Brigham City for one day, and I already was on the verge of a mental breakdown. After what seemed an eternity, President Snow abruptly ceased his disquisition and pictured an unctuous smile. Two of his teeth had rotted black.

“Now children,” Lorenzo said, “I want you to contemplate what you’ve just taken in. And as Moroni promised, if you sincerely ask the Eternal Father if this is truth and invite the Holy Ghost into your heart, you’ll know that Joseph Smith was a prophet, and The Book of Mormon is unfeigned. I will likewise pray for you souls.” He nodded and flashed me a wink on the side. Crud.

“Thank you, kind sir, for teaching us this gospel and about Mr. Smith,” I said. “We shall all pray as you’ve instructed.”

The stake president now stood up and blinked at me again. “Betsy, come with me outside for a moment. I have a favor to ask of you.”

What to do? I suspected he was gonna propose to me. Nonetheless, I had to be civil to the freakin’ Utard. Knowing I’d have to wing it, I followed the Snow dude out the door.

Once we got twenty feet from the dwelling, he stopped, rubbed his forehead, and leaned into my personal space. His breath smelled like yesterday’s dinner. “Miss Betsy, I can tell you’ve already been visited by the Holy Spirit and know our church is true,” he said. “To ensure your wellbeing in this life and the next, you will require a worthy partner to guide you. I’m good friends with President Brigham Young. For your own needs, and those of your brother and cousin, I can help you much—but only if we are husband and wife.”

Ugh. Ugh. Ugh. One flippin’ day here in Box Elder or Brigham City or whatever, and I’d already been propositioned by yet another polygamist.  How could I respond?

“I’m only twelve, Mr. Snow. I’m not marriageable just yet. I’m likewise dubious of becoming one of many wives as is common in your faith.”

​“Balderdash. God has commanded us Latter-day Saints to practice plural marriage. We are His most favored children, and we must obey Him. Furthermore, many girls are marrying at twelve these days after Brother Brigham’s approbation. We must all do what the Lord asks of us, my dearest, Miss Betsy.”​

“I’m flattered by your offer, sir. Even though my pa made a die crossing the river, I still need permission from my uncle in Oregon to marry. I must respectfully decline your proposal until I have Uncle James’s approval.”

Snow man’s face melted. “I understand. However, I am greatly concerned about your prospects in the afterlife. Only by wedding a proper Mormon gentleman—like myself—will you reside with God once you pass on. Trust me, there’s no need to obtain your uncle’s permission, for I prayed stringently about this last night, and Heavenly Father revealed to me this is what He wishes.”

Freakin’ #$&%! pinhead! Trying to tell me God speaks to him. “I am intrigued by your prophet’s Book of Mormon,” I replied, “nevertheless please allow me more time to study it before deciding whether to embrace your religion and wed a Latter-day Saint.”

“Very well, but always remember, my offer stands. When you see the light, I’ll be waiting for you.” Thereafter, the clown carried on to whatever circus he was a-heading to, whilst I toddled back toward Mrs. and Mrs. Snows’ cabin.

I’m sure he’ll be a-waiting for me. Him and all his wives. Yuck.

After I got back, Beth and Howie rushed outside to meet me. Thence, we all went on a short stroll around the village. My goodness, what a beautiful, sunny autumn day. The temperature was about fifty-five degrees, and the trees showed spectacular fall colors, except most of the leaves had already fallen. Just the same, the leaf piles were still eye-catching.
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