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the emigrants. The latter fought bravely, and repulsed the
Indians, killing some of them and breaking the knees of two war
chiefs, who afterwards died.

The news of the battle was carried all over the country by

Indian runners, and the excitement was great in all the small
settlements. I was notified of what had taken place, early Tues-
day morning, by an Indian who came to my house and gave me
a full account of all that had been done. The Indian said it
was the wish of all the Indians that I should lead them, and that
I must go back with him to the camp. :
. Istarted at once, and by taking the Indian trail over the
mountain, I reached the camp in about twelve miles from Har-
mony. To go round by the wagon road it would have been be-
tween forty and fifty miles.

When I reached the camp I found the Indians in a frenzy of
excitement. They threatened to kill me unless I agreed to lead
them against the emigrants, and help them kill them. They
also said they had been told that they could kill the emigrants
without danger to themselves, but they had lost some of their
braves, and others were wounded, and unless they could kill all
the ‘“Mericats,”” as they called them, they would declare war
against the Mormons and kill every one in the settlements. .

I did as well as I could under the circumstances. I was the
only white man there, with a wild and excited band of several
hundred Indians. I tried to persuade them that all would be
well, that I was their friend and would see that they had their
revenge, if I found out that they were entitled to revenge.

My talk only served to increase their excitement, and being
afraid that they would kill me if I undertook to leave them, and
I would not lead them against the emigrants, so I told them that
I would go south and meet their friends, and hurry them up to
help them. I intended to put a stop to the carnage if I had the
power, for I believed that the emigrants had been sufficiently
punished for what they had done, and I felt then, and always
have felt that such wholesale murdering was wrong.

At first the Indians would not consent for me to leave them,
but they finally said I might go and meet their friends.

I then got on my horse and left the Meadows, and went south.

I had gone about sixteen miles, when I met Carl Shirts with
about one hundred Indians, and a number of Mormons from the
southern settlements. They were going to the scene of the con-
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flict. How they learned of the emigrants being at the Meadows
I never knew, but they did know it, and were there fully armed,
and determined to obey orders.

Amongst those that I remember to have met there, were Sam-
uel Knight, Oscar Hamblin, William Young, Carl Shirts, Harri-
son Pearce, James Pearce, John W. Clark, William Slade, Sr.,
James Matthews, Dudley Leavitt, William Hawley, (now a res-
ident of Fillmore, Utah Territory,) William Slade, Jr., and two
others whose names I have forgotten. I think they were George
W. Adair and John Hawley. I know they were at the Meadows
at the time of the massacre, and I think I met them that night
south of the Meadows, with Samuel Knight and the others.

The whites camped there that night with me, but most of the
Indians rushed on to their friends at the camp on the Meadows.

I reported to the whites all that had taken place at the Mead-
ows, but none of them were surprised in the least. They all
seemed to know that the attack was to be made, and all about
it. I spent one of the most miserable nights there that I ever
passed in my life. I spent much of the night in tears and at
prayer. I wrestled with God for wisdom to guide me. I asked
for some sign, some evidence that would satisfy e that my mis-
sion was of Heaven, but I got no satisfaction from my God.

In the morning we all agreed to go on together to Mountain
Meadows, and camp there, and then send a messenger to Haight,
giving him full instructions of what had been done, and to ask
him for further instructions. We knew that the original plan
was for the Indians to do all the work, and the whites to do
nothing, only to stay back and plan for them, and encourage
them to do the work. Now we knew the Indians could not do
the work, and we were in a sad fix.

I did not then know that a messenger had been sent to Brigham
Young for instructions. Haight had not mentioned it to me.
I now think that James Haslem was sent to Brigham Young, as
a sharp play on the part of the authorities to protect themselves,
if trouble ever grew out of the matter.

We went to the Meadows and camped at the springs, about
half a mile from the emigrant camp. There was a larger num-
ber of Indians there then, fully three hundred, and I think as
many as four hundred of them. The two Chiefs who were shot
in the knee were in a bad fix. The Indians had killed a num-
ber of the emigrants’ horses, and about sixty or seventy head



