JOSEPH, A TRUE PROPHET, ETC.

prove? Do you want to prove that
an old apostate, who has been cut off
from the Church thirteen times for
lying, is anything worthy of notice ?

I heard that a certain gentléman,
a picture maker in this eity, when the
boys would have moved away the
wagon 1n which this apostate was
standing, became violent with them,
saying, Let this man alone, these are
Saints that are persecuting (sneering-
ly.) We want such men to go to Cali-
fornia, or anywhere they choose. I
say to those persons, you must not
court persecution hers, lest you get so
much of it you will not know what to
do with it. Do ~ot court persecution.
We have known Gladden Bishop for
more than twenty years, and know
him to be a poor, dirty curse. Here
i3 sister Vilate Kimball, brother He-
ber’s wife, has borne more from that
man than any other woman on earth
could bear; but she won't bear it
again. I say again, you Gladdenites,
do not court persecution, or you will
get more than you want, and it will
come quicker than you want it. I say
to you Bishops, do not allow them to
preach in your wards. Who broke the
roads to these valleys? Did this lit-
tle nasty Smith, and his wife? No,
they staid in St. Louis while we did
it, peddling ribbons, and kissing the
Gentiles. 1 know what they have
done here—they have asked exorbitant
prices for their nasty stinking ribbons.
(Voices, “that’s true.”] We broke
the roads to this country. Now, you
(Gladdenites, keep your tongues still,
lest sudden destruetion come upon you.

I will tell you a dream that I had
last night. I dreamed that I was in
the midst of a people who were dres-
sed in rags and tatters, they had tur-
bans upon their heads, and these were
also hanging in tatters. - The rags
were of many colors, and, when the
people moved, they were all in motion.
‘Their object in this appeared to be, to
attract attention. Said they to me,
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“We are Mormons, brother Brigham.”
“ No, you are not,” I replied. ¢ But
we have been,” said they, and they be-
gan to jump, and caper about, and
dance, and their rags of many colors
were all in motion, to attract the at-
tention of the people. I said, “ You
are no Saints, you are a disgrace to
them.” Said they, “ We have been
Mormons.” By and bye, along came
some mobocrats, and they greeted
them with, “ How do you do, sir, T
am happy to see you.” They kept on
that way for an hour. I felt ashamed
of them, for they were in my eyes a
disgrace to ** Mormonism.” Then I saw
two ruffians, whom I knew to be mob-
bers and murderers, and they erept
into a bed, where one of my wives and
children were. I said, “ You that call
yourselves brethren, tell me, is this
the fashion among you?"” They said,
“0, they are good men, they are
gentlemen.” With that, I took my
large bowie knife, that I used to wear
as a bosom pin in Nauvoo, and cut
one of their throats from ear to ear,
saying, “ Go to hell across lots.” The
other one said, “ You dare not serve
me so0.” I instantly sprang at him,
seized him by the hair of the head,
and, bringing him down, cut his
throat, and sent him after his com-
rade ; then told them both, if they
would behave themselves they should
yet live, but if they did not, I would
unjoint their necks. At this I awoke.

I say, rather than that apostates
should flourish here, I will unsheath
my bowle knife, and conquer or die.
(Great commotion in the congrega-
tion, and a simultaneous burst of feel-
ing, assenting to the declaration.].
Now, you nasty apostates, clear out, *
or judgment will be put to the line, -
and righteousness to the plummet.
[Voices, generally, “ go it, go it.”] If
you say it 1s right, raise your hands.
[All hands up.] Let us call upon the
Lord to assist us in this, and every
good work.



