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The Pied Piper of Hamelin

The Pied Piper of Hamelin is a mythical character made famous in the 19th Century by the English poet Robert Browning in a
poem based upon a popular faery tale.  According to the legend, the German town of Hamelin (now Hameln) was over-run by an infes-
tation of rats.  One day, a man dressed in a suit of many colours and wearing a pied doublet entered the village and offered to rid the
town of its rats in exchange for a sum of money.  When the city officials agreed to this arrangement, the man drew out a pipe and began
playing it, whereupon all the rats followed the piper into the Weser River.  However, when the piper claimed his reward the mayor
refused to pay him.  Swearing vengeance, the Pied Piper once more walked the streets playing his pipe, whereupon all of the children in
the town began following him.  The piper and the children all entered a cave in nearby Köppen Hill and were never seen again.

End of story.

In Robert Browning’s version, all of the children in the town followed the piper into the cave except one child who was lame, and
was thus unable to keep up.  In a more contemporary version by an American author named Mercer Mayer, two of the children returned
several months later — but one of the two returnees had been stricken blind whilst the other had been stricken deaf, and thus were
unable to provide any information about where the piper had taken the children.

According to historians who have researched the matter, the legend may be based at least partly on fact.  Old writings on the walls
of several houses in Hameln say that on July 26, 1284, a piper led 130 children out of town and that they were lost in Köppen Hill.
Some believe that the piper may have been an agent of the bishop of Olmütz, who in the late Thirteenth Century drew many of
Hamelin’s youth to Moravia where they settled.  Others claim that robbers kidnapped the children.  It is also possible that the legend
originated with the Children’s Crusade of 1212CE...

Or —

Perhaps there is yet another explanation…
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Forward & Acknowledgements
So who was the Pied Piper, anyway?  How did he do what he did? Why did he do what he did?
I have been haunted by these questions ever since I was a small child.
And, since I was a child myself when I first heard the story, the most pressing question: What did the Pied Piper do with the chil-

dren that he took?
Well, folks, those questions — and many more — are finally answered in The Pied Piper of California! Be prepared for some

surprises!

While most of the central characters and events described in this novel are pure fiction, I have also taken the liberty of including a
large number of actual historic persons and events, and I have woven them into my fictional story.  This is a format known as ‘historic
fiction’.

Why historic fiction?  The main appeal that this format holds for me is freedom.  For instance, I am able to attribute motive to
historic persons, which is something that no reputable historian ever could or should be able to do.  Also, I am under no obligation to
stick strictly to the facts, and in fact, in The Pied Piper of California I sometimes have actual people who actually existed doing and
saying things that they never actually did or said, and I have fictional characters doing and saying things that were actually said and
done.  I also have actual people who actually existed doing and saying things that they actually did and said, but at a different time and
place than they actually did or said them, all of this in addition to various other permutations of fact.  Sometimes I had a very specific
purpose for doing these things; sometimes my reasoning was artistic and/or whimsical.  (Some would argue that there is no difference
between art and whimsy.)  I have included an afterward that separates ‘fact’ from ‘fancy’, but the point here is that the writer of historic
fiction is able to maneuver within a framework of almost unlimited freedom.

Another advantage to writing historic fiction is that I am under no obligation to do my own research, and since I don’t speak library
or Internet, then this is appreciated indeed!  What little research I have tried to do in the past was one of the most stressful, nerve-
wracking things I have ever attempted.  It is with deep and heartfelt thanks that I express my profound gratitude to those who braved
newspaper morgues, courthouse basements, and card catalogues in order to ascertain the facts that I here present to you.

Primarily, I wish to thank Fawn M. Brodie for the vast majority of the material contained herein about Joseph Smith Jr.  Ms.
Brodie’s reputation is unassailable.  The challenges presented to Ms. Brodie in this endeavour were even further exacerbated by the fact
that, even though there are few American events that were better documented than the rise of Joseph Smith Jr. and the Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter Day Saints, there are also few that are so surrounded in evasions, lies, cover-ups, and controversy.  Fawn Brodie is a
superwoman to have waded through all of that.

As you read the opening chapters of The Pied Piper of California, it may seem to some as if I were a Mormon-basher of the worst
kind.  I ask you to indulge me.  As you progress into the main text of the story, it should soon become obvious to you that actually I am
a very sympathetic and respectful Mormon-basher.  My personal ‘opinion’ is that Joseph Smith Jr. was one of the most incredibly
fascinating men that this young country has ever produced.  At the same time, I feel that all of the lies and mystical hocus-pocus with
which the modern church insists upon surrounding him serve only to cheapen the man and to destroy his credibility.  In The Pied Piper
of California, I do my best to demolish the myths surrounding Joseph Smith Jr. at the same time as I do my best to exalt the man
himself.

One thing I will say before we begin: I found the actual life of Joseph Smith Jr. to have been so incredible and fantastic that I saw
virtually no need to fictionalize it at all.  With but a few minor exceptions, which I have noted in the afterward, there is evidence indi-
cating that Mr. Smith actually did and said almost everything I have him doing and saying in The Pied Piper of California.

Thanks to Wallace Stegner for further information about the Mormons, thanks to Stephen B. Oates for information about the real
Texas Rangers, and thanks to Harold Schindler for facts about Porter Rockwell.  My gratitude is also extended to D. E. Livingston-
Little for info on the Mexican War, and to Daniel Tyler for his look at Governor Armijo of New Mexico.

Thanks are also hereby extended to Ali for performing Puffmaster duties whilst this was being written.  I was financially destitute
at the time, and his contribution was absolutely necessary to the creation of this story.  I must also thank Kimberly Dodd for invaluable
critical input, and Jennifer Worrells for providing the angst, which I seem to need to be able to do things like this.
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And finally a word about Native Americans: Some members of that proud and touchy race will very likely criticize me for writing
about them.  They will probably use the argument that a California-born white boy is incapable of understanding historic Native Ameri-
can culture.  I must give some support this argument myself.  As I go to great lengths to point out in The Pied Piper of California,
Native American and European cultures were so completely and radically different from each other — down to their very views of
reality itself — that there probably wasn’t and isn’t a lot of common ground for understanding.

But you see, that is the whole point of their inclusion!  These very cultural differences are central to the main theme that I attempt
to develop in The Pied Piper of California, and I consider them to be essential to the story.  I intend no offence or disrespect, (quite the
opposite, if fact), and I can only say that I hope that none is taken.

Writing The Pied Piper of California has been one of the incredible experiences of my life.  If you have even a small fraction of
the fun reading it that I did writing it, then you’re in for a very good time — enjoy!

Dana Walker
April 1999

Seattle, Washington
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Grow Up!
Grow Up! They told the child!

And told the child!
To grow up is the end all and be all of your existence!
The main objective of all your childhood endeavours!

Grow up!  They told the child
They drilled the child

They hammered the child

But the child said,
‘I live in a world of magic, fairy-tales, and dreams!

Does growing up mean I must leave all this?’

‘Ah!’  Says the adult
with all of his adult knowledge and wisdom

‘To grow up means you must trade magic for ‘logic’
You must exchange fairy-tales for ‘facts’

You must give up dreams for ‘reality’
This is what it means to grow up’

‘But what would happen,’
asks the child,

‘if I just never grew up…’
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Book I
Sammy the Swineherd

You hand in your ticket
You look at the geek

Who walks right up to you
When he hears you speak

He says to you, ‘How does it feel to be such a freak?!’
You say; ‘Impossible!’

As he hands you a bone…

And you know there’s something happening here
But you don’t know what it is?

Do you?  Mr. Jones…

-Bob Dylan
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December 31, 1847
Hard Rock

Territorio de Alta California, Mexico

’d like to be able to say that the heavenly choirs sang and that the ancient sages all had prophetic visions on the day that Peter the
pie-eyed Pied Piper came to town but to be honest he was barely noticed at first.  We received no such warnings.  He did manage

to raise a few eyebrows as he was dressed like an actor out of some period piece or something; he wore, among other things, a pied
doublet of foreign look, a pair of multi-coloured leggings, and a pied yellow and orange cap that matched his doublet.  His cap sported a
spectacular coloured feather coming out the side.  However, for reasons that I will reveal in a moment the Pied Piper’s arrival failed to
provide any prophetic omens about what this man would mean to this town.  The point is rather moot anyway since Hard Rock has no
ancient sages that I know of and the closest thing we have to a choir is when the drunks down to Grey’s Saloon get going — and they
are anything but heavenly!

The main reason such an unusual man did not earn more notice was partly because Hard Rock is the only permanent town between
Sutter’s Mill and that new settlement that religious cult just settled over to the Great Salt Lake Valley.  This means we are on the
furthest edge of the furthest frontier.  We get what is left from everywhere else.  There’s no law here except what we make ourselves.
We get every kind of strange eccentric character you can imagine and many you can’t imagine parading through our quaint little burgh.

The Pied Piper’s age was hard to guess as he is one of those people who are ageless.  He was probably somewhere between thirty
and forty though I wouldn’t swear to it.  He was a fetchingly handsome man with a dance in his step and a fire in his eye.  All in all he
was a thoroughly unusual man, even for Hard Rock in these crazy closing days of 1847.  However, there was another very compelling
reason why people had other things on their minds, and paid Peter little mind:  Shortly before the Pied Piper’s arrival — and shortly
after the snowdrifts had completely cut Hard Rock off from the outside world for the winter — we suffered an invasion.  The invaders
were known far and wide as the ‘Tulip Gang’.  We called them the ‘Rats’.

I figure that Hard Rock had about seven to eight hundred men-at-arms at the time — for everyone in Hard Rock is armed.  In addi-
tion to outlaw gangs and hostile Indians, there are rattlesnakes, grizzly bears, cougars, and people who are worse than any of them.

Yet — in spite of the fact that we outnumbered them by a factor of fifty or sixty-to-one — once it became clear that the Rat’s
policy was to shoot anyone who opposed them all opposition instantly ceased.

And a reign of terror began.

But if I am going to tell you the story of Hard Rock, I should do it right, and begin at the beginning…



I am uniquely qualified to tell the story of Hard Rock for a couple of reasons, the first being that I have lived here longer than
anyone else, albeit that my initial settlement here came about purely by accident.  (My wagon broke down here back in 1838 as I blazed
a trail through then uncharted wilderness.)  (Adolph Brandon can sometimes be heard making the claim that he was the valley’s first
resident, but while he may have fished and trapped here before my arrival he wasn’t here when I got here...)

As far as I know, I was the first white man ever to settle permanently in the entire Great Basin.  (In this case Jim Bridger makes
that claim, but again I’m afraid I was here before he was!)  And until the Mormons showed up this year Hard Rock was still the only
settlement in the entire Great Basin.

Anyway, Marshall Little showed up in ’39 and Adolph Brandon met and married Ruth Schmidt by 1840.  Both men settled next
door to each other near the head of the valley.  My Uncle Rex and several friends showed up a couple of years later.  Then, the word
was out; folks kept trickling in until about five years ago when that trickle turned into a torrent.  Technically we are part of the
Territorio de Alta California and under Mexican jurisdiction but the Mexicans only maintain an isolated chain of forts along the coast
and the Americans are kicking them out of there even as I write this.  Besides, with but one exception the Mexicans have never had
anything to do with those of us east of the Sierra divide anyway.  That exception occurred about two years ago when a delegation of
Mexican officials showed up trying to ‘collect taxes’.  When we asked what we would receive for these ‘taxes’ the Mexicans said that
we would be under the protection of the Mexican government.  Since a central goal of the majority of the citizens of Hard Rock is
protection from governments of any sort we laughed in their faces.  When they became huffy and began threatening forced compulsion
their entire delegation was put in a place where they won’t need protection from anything ever again.

So much for incorporating Hard Rock into the Mexican Empire.

Another reason that I can so effectively relate the story of Hard Rock is that no one here pays any attention to me whatsoever.  It’s
almost as if I’m invisible.  Everyone completely ignores me and acts as if I’m not even there.

I have carefully cultivated and encouraged this total lack of concern.
I have done this by never saying anything significant whatsoever to any of them — ever.  And except for quietly tending to my

herd of swine I never do anything significant whatsoever with any of them.
Ever.
My communication consists of grunts and monosyllables.

I
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What scant attention that is paid to me is generally in the form of lewd jokes pertaining to my sexual practices in relation to my
swine.  (It is often leeringly suggested to me that I should trade my swine for sheep, if I may provide an example of the calibre of the
humour here in Hard Rock…)

Anyway, since I never say anything and since I never do anything everyone assumes that I am an idiot and totally disregards me.
(Break the word ‘assume’ down into its syllables and it makes ‘{an} ass- {of}u-{and}me{!}’)  People around here pretty much do
whatever they’re going to do and say whatever they’re going to say with no regard to my perspective or to my presence.  (But I am
present!  I do have a perspective!  So the real joke is on them!)

Being virtually invisible has many rewards.  No one ever expects anything out of me.  No one ever wants anything from me.  I am
free to live my life in pretty much any manner I please with no outside interference.  And I am constantly seeing and hearing things that
people definitely wouldn’t want me seeing or hearing if they knew that I was really there.

I consider this quite an accomplishment for a small-town resident.
Anyway, to continue:
About 1843 was when folks really started showing up.  This was a good place to farm and there was ranching available up-valley.

Henry Rupert arrived with his corn.  Jason Burger brought a blacksmith shop.  Ralph Gleason’s house became an impromptu inn.  Then
in 1845, evidently anticipating the human flood that was about to descend down the California Trail, Frances Small arrived from who
knows where with all of his money that he got from god knows where and things really started booming.  Since my wagon broke down
I have watched Hard Rock grow to the point where we now have five churches, three saloons, an inn and eatery, Uncle Rex’s cannery, a
sawmill, a busy mercantile area, and even a newspaper of sorts:  And of course in the center of town, both literally and figuratively,
stands Frances Small’s bank.

With a gold rush imminent it would appear as if Hard Rock is about to become even wealthier — or at least Frances Small is. He
has now manipulated everyone and every-thing to the point where he has our entire valley in his pocket.  He financed a granary for
Henry Rupert to store his corn.  He made a substantial loan to Ralph Gleason to expand his inn.  John Beyers was contracted to build
Mr. Small’s infamous ‘Mansion on the Hill’, thus getting Mr. Beyers firmly established in the valley and firmly in the debt of Frances
Small.  Mr. Small also owns Greg Saur and his newspaper, not to mention Eric Ziet and his dry goods store. Frances Small is also the
main financier of the local Methodist Church and Reverend Clarke loses no opportunity to express his deepest gratitude.  I saw Mr.
Small suddenly produce Eugene Boggs out of thin air and summarily name him the ‘Mayor’ of Hard Rock.  (Hard Rock, of course, has
no kind of charter or status or official doodlys of any kind of squat of any kind so having a ‘mayor’ is a bit of a joke.)  The ruthless Jack
Valance, Sheriff of Hard Rock (again with no authority except that which he takes) was also very obviously a friend of Mr. Small’s
from ‘before’, wherever the giboodladidly that was!

And I watched all of this happen from ‘behind the scenes’ so to speak.
Mr. Small was also responsible for the extermination of the Naiute Indian tribe and I’m sure he considers that one of his greatest

triumphs.  First he had Eric Ziet sell them blankets that were infested with smallpox bacteria.  This tactic managed to kill over eighty
percent of the tribe without anyone taking any risks or wasting any money on bullets.  (Of course smallpox doesn’t differentiate
between women and children but such concerns seem to be non-concerns for men such as Frances Small…)  After the disease had done
its work Mr. Ziet returned to the Indians and explained that the blankets helped to spread the sickness and that he, Eric Ziet, would
gladly haul the blankets away (for a fee, of course…)  Thus the Small/Ziet consortium made money on the deal both coming and going
— and they now had a fresh supply of infested blankets to sell to the next tribe down the road!

These men have true genius I tell ya!
Then, Eric Ziet started selling the Naiutes guns and whiskey at the same time that Greg Saur’s newspaper began screaming horror

stories about drunken Indians arming themselves.
Then — Frances Small proved once and for all that he was indeed a superior man.  He not only came up with a plan to exterminate

the Naiutes but at the very same time he would simultaneously acquire one of the two pieces of prime real estate in the whole Truckee
Valley that were not already in his possession, i.e. the Little Ranch…

On this arid east slope of the Sierra Nevada there is very little rain, and without water very little can be done with the land.
However, while virtually no water falls from the sky there is lots of water in the creeks rivers and streams flowing down off the Sierra.
This has resulted in a situation wherein it is possible for one man to own innumerable acres of land and yet be a pauper if his land has
no water while the man who owns just a few acres of prime river-bottom is a wealthy man indeed.

And Marshall Little owned several of the primest in the valley, i.e. right where the Truckee River comes out of its gorge at the
head of the valley.  Theoretically Marshall Little could dam the Truckee and keep all the water to himself!  Though Mr. Little was a
kind man and would never think of doing such a thing Frances Small did not sit lightly with the thought that he might have and Achil-
les’ heel.  However, Marshall Little proved to be as formidable an opponent as Mr. Small had to face in his entire conquest of the
Truckee Valley.  Mr. Little was not dangerous to Mr. Small by virtue of his business acumen or his political connections or his wealth
or anything like that, but rather by virtue of the fact that Marshall Little was a kind, gentle, and truly wise human being who was loved
and respected by all who knew him.  Even I was fond of Marshall Little as he was one of but a small handful of people in Hard Rock
who have always treated me with dignity and respect in spite of the fact that he thought that I was an idiot.  I knew that the long ride to
the Little Ranch would be rewarded with smiles warmth and a home cooked meal with intelligent and interesting people.  Mary Little
was beautiful, not in the shallow frilly sense like Reverend Clarke’s wife Tabitha, but in the sense that she was such a bubbly kind and
real human being that it made her already pleasant countenance into a rare treasure.  The Little children were also a testimonial to this
extraordinary couple’s goodness.  Ten year old Rebecca and seven-year-old Lawrence were beautiful, bright, happy, well-mannered
children who were as generous, easy, and outgoing as their parents.  Every day at the Hard Rock School (such as it is — Frances Small
isn’t big on spending lots of money on education) Larry Little would bring a huge satchel to school with him.  In this satchel was
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Larry’s ‘lunch’.  Larry’s ‘lunch’ was so enormous that it took four or five other children to help him eat it — and it didn’t take long to
notice that the ‘helpers’ invariably consisted of the poorer children who often had no lunch of their own.  While the vast majority of the
children of Hard Rock either ignore me or are blatantly cruel, Rebecca and Larry Little were invariably kind and generous.

Rebecca Little once baked me a cake — the only gift I have ever received from anyone in Hard Rock.
Marshall Little was not susceptible to many of the tactics generally employed by Frances Small in his machinations.  Mr. Little

was immune to extortion or blackmail, for instance, since there were no skeletons in his closet.  He was too smart to cheat or swindle,
too popular to discredit or murder, too rich and content to buy out and it was a matter of much speculation in the Truckee Valley
whether or not an act of God would dislodge Marshall Little from his stronghold.

All of this was completely unacceptable to Frances Small.
Never mind that Marshall Little posed no threat to Mr. Small.  Marshall Little was a peace loving non-violent man.  Never mind

that Marshall Little represented no competing interest to Mr. Small.  Marshall Little was perfectly content with what he had and
harboured no desire to own everything in sight.

Unfortunately, Marshall Little also harboured no desire to be under the thumb of Frances Small.  Mr. Little’s independence, in
addition to his ownership of the number one piece of prime real estate in the entire valley, was a constant thorn in Mr. Small’s paw.

Mr. Little’s open opposition to Mr. Small’s planned Indian war was the last straw.  Marshall Little was strongly outspoken in his
belief that there was more than enough room in the Great Basin to go around and that the white and red man should be able to live their
own lives in their own manners in peace and mutual respect.  Mr. Little said that an unprovoked and unnecessary war against a bunch of
peaceful and virtually harmless aborigines was criminally irresponsible.

Mr. Little’s opinion carried a lot of weight because it was Mr. Little’s opinion.  Add to that the fact that Mr. Little’s arguments
were sound reasonable and made perfect sense and you have Frances Small chomping at the bit.  Frances Small felt an Indian war to be
just as necessary to his future plans as was his acquisition of the Little Ranch, soundness and reasonability be damned!

Frances Small had large designs and he wasn’t about to let minor considerations like morals or ethics or a few people’s lives stand
in his way!

Even though I abhorred the outcome, and even though the subsequent events led to my taking a personal vow that somehow some-
day I am going to go take that evil little gray man down — I could not help but grudgingly admire the diabolical cunning and genius
exhibited by Frances Small...



At about this time I accompanied Uncle Rex to a secret meeting in the office of Mayor Boggs.  As usual I was completely ignored
by the participants who had years ago grown accustomed to my ever-present non-presence.

This turned out to be much more than just a typical meeting though.  For reasons that very quickly became obvious Mr. Small
himself was not in attendance.  Sheriff Valance was in charge and when he revealed the devastatingly simple nature of Mr. Small’s plan
we were all left slack-jawed in wonder.

We were all to dress up as Naiutes, complete with tomahawks, lances, bows, and arrows.  This equipment was to be supplied by
Greg Saur and Sheriff Valance as agents for Frances Small.  We were to raid the Little Ranch, kill everyone there — and then blame it
all on the Naiutes!  Thus, in one very fell swoop Frances Small accomplishes both of his major goals, i.e. acquiring the Little Ranch and
instigating the Naiute war.




Present that infamous night were myself, Uncle Rex, Sheriff Valance, Reginald Cheatham, Byron Howe, Henry Rupert, John
Beyers, Eric Ziet, Greg Saur, Reverend Clarke, and two relative newcomers to the valley the brothers Charley and Billy Click.

The Click brothers were along by virtue of the fact that next to Adolph Brandon Charley Click was the best shot in the valley with
brother Billy running a close second.  (Adolph Brandon himself was not along by virtue of the fact that he had virtue.  Adolph Brandon
was another independent operator who was free of Frances Small’s influence, and was another thorn that needed removal…)  The Click
brothers were also along by virtue of the fact that they were ruthless killers without conscience.

I went along harbouring the hope that I may find myself in a position to lend assistance to the Littles.
As it turned out I was able to help one of them albeit that I did it simply by doing what I always do anyway, i.e. by keeping my

mouth shut.
And so, in the darkest hour of the night, we descended upon the Little Ranch.
I’m not going to go into any real detail about that night.  Predictably, Marshall Little was brave to the end; which came shortly

after our arrival.  Marshall wouldn’t quit fighting.  After having been apparently subdued Marshall produced a knife from somewhere
and proceeded to slice Billy Click’s throat open as Billy was trying to tie Marshall up.  Then, pausing briefly to gut Charley Click,
Marshall launched himself upon Reginald Cheatham who began screaming like a little girl.  Finally, when it appeared as if Marshall
were about to also succeed in sending Mr. Cheatham to meet his maker Byron Howe stepped up behind them and blew Marshall Little’s
brains out all over Mr. Cheatham, who was on the floor underneath Mr. Little by this point and who continued to scream for another
five minutes after it was all over.

Reginald Cheatham wasn’t the only one to scream that night.  And unlike Reginald Cheatham, the other screamers actually had
something worth screaming about.
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Mary Little probably had it the worst.  She had to watch first her husband, and then her son get shot in the head.  Then, she had to
watch as Reverend Clarke carnally assaulted, tortured, and then finally killed little Becky.

Then it was Mary’s turn.
While everyone but Reverend Clarke eschewed violating a ten-year old girl (real humanists these guys are) Mary was fair game for

all.  For hours and hours it went on.  Then, after the poor woman expired of one thing or another (probably loss of blood) they did
something that I should have expected but which took me by surprise nonetheless; they torched the house.  Now it may seem trivial to
become so upset about such a thing after all that had just transpired, but you see; I knew something that no one else knew:  I knew that
Larry Little wasn’t dead!  Not only that, but I’m pretty sure he regained consciousness shortly after Sheriff Valance’s ineptly placed
bullet bounced off of Larry’s head and that he had been playing opossum all through the entire ordeal.  I ignored the exhortations of my
‘comrades’ to leave the burning house for as long as I could in order to see if I could help Larry (I pretended that the smoke and the
flames fascinated me) but finally Uncle Rex physically dragged me out of the house.  Larry managed to rescue himself though I wonder
if he would have bothered if he had known what sort of a fate was lying in wait for him.  And as it was, my silence saved Larry’s life
but my dawdling at the end cost him his leg.  Sensing my presence, and not being aware of the fact that I was a ‘good’ guy (whatever
that means!) Larry had delayed his departure until I had affected mine.  Then, just as he was preparing to leave, a burning china cabinet
fell down upon Larry’s left leg, crushing it and making it useless forever.  In a superhuman display of courage and strength, overcoming
what must have been incredible pain, Larry managed to free himself and crawl two miles down-stream toward Hard Rock before he
finally lost consciousness.  Fortunately (that is, if you consider Larry’s survival to have been fortunate) Larry happened to pass out right
in front of Adolph Brandon’s ranch.  This was fortunate in that Adolph Brandon wasn’t out to kill Larry.  It was also fortunate in that
Adolph Brandon’s Dogherd detected Larry’s presence immediately and Adolph found him soon enough to save his life.  And it was
fortunate in that even if Larry can never use his leg again at least thanks to Adolph’s expert administrations he wouldn’t lose it either.

Also instrumental in Larry’s survival after the fact is the fact that Larry has evidently acquired the ‘forgetting disease’.  This is a
phenomenon I have often noticed in the often-traumatized children of this often-fatal land; it’s as if the brain can’t handle some piece of
knowledge so it simply forgets whatever that something was.  To this day Larry maintains that he remembers nothing from the time he
went to sleep in his house until he woke up at Adolph Brandon’s place three days later.  This fact has seriously reduced the risk that
Frances Small feels over Larry’s continued existence.



When Adolph Brandon later investigated the burned out Little Ranch, he was puzzled.  Adolph could not be accused of being an
Indian lover but Adolph knew Indians and he had a grudging respect for them and this made no sense.  Having found that Marshall
Little was one of the few white men whom he could trust, Howling Wolf and Marshall Little had been close personal friends for years.
It was Marshall Little to whom Howling Wolf appealed in his negotiations with the ever more troublesome whites — those troubles
being largely manufactured by Frances Small.

Why would the Naiutes kill their own best friend?
And if they did kill the Little family then why didn’t the kill anyone else?  There were several other ranches in the immediate

vicinity, including his own, and a halfway efficient raiding party could pillage and plunder three or four ranches on a good night.  This
made no sense.

And thus even Adolph Brandon fell victim to one of Frances Small’s most effective weapons, i.e. his capacity to astonish: No one
— not Marshall Little, not Adolph Brandon, not one member of the entire Naiute Tribe — could for even one second conceive of such
utterly conscious malice and cruel selfishness until it was already entirely too late to escape it.  And if even the mighty Marshall Little
could fall victim to Mr. Small’s machinations then what possible chance had his six-year old son, now alone in the world?  For you see,
the Little Ranch still had an heir.  Technically, the Little Ranch now belonged to Larry Little. Poor Larry.  Fortunately for Larry (that is
if you consider Larry’s survival to be fortunate) Mr. Small arranged a simple expedient to having Larry murdered.  I’d like to think that
Frances Small was showing a shred of humanity, but the more likely explanation was that it would have looked highly suspicious to
murder Larry at this point.

And besides that Adolph Brandon’s Dogherd provided a barrier between Mr. Small’s henchmen and Larry that would have
required a small army to breach.

So instead of murdering Larry Mr. Small adopted him.  This tactic made Mr. Small the owner of the Little Ranch in all but name
and placed the threat posed by Larry directly under his own roof.  Mr. Small was now free to murder Larry a few years down the road
when things had cooled off — or be used if he proved more pliable than his father had been...

Thus, Lame Larry as he is now and probably will forever be known, managed to eke out a barely tolerable existence until the arri-
val of the Pied Piper.

But if Lame Larry managed to survive the machinations of Frances Small the same cannot be said for the Naiute Nation.
Mayor Boggs denounced the ‘Little Massacre’ and led the rallying cry to remove the menace of the Naiutes.  Greg Saur’s newspa-

per joined him, effectively whipping the citizens to frenzy.  The main problem now facing them in getting their Indian war going was
the fact that the vast majority of the Indians didn’t want to fight.  Howling Wolf himself actually rode into Hard Rock to ‘talk peace’
with the whites forcing Mayor Boggs into the uncomfortable position of having to actually speak with the man.  Without preamble
Mayor Boggs accused the Naiutes of murdering the Little family and then rudely ignored Howling Wolf’s protestations of innocence.
(Unknown to me at the time, Mayor Boggs’s accusing Howling Wolf of speaking false words was one of the worst insults he could
have hurled at the old chief.  It is a testimonial to the patience and sincerity of Howling Wolf that he swallowed his pride and his rage
and consented to continue speaking with this animal.)  I listened as Mayor Boggs assured Howling Wolf that all the Naiutes who
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desired peace would be safe as long as they camped at Rock River, a tributary of the Truckee and about twenty miles from Hard Rock.
Mayor Boggs also promised that any Naiutes not camped at Rock River would be ‘hunted down and shot like dogs’.



A few days later, I joined an armed force under the leadership of Sheriff Jack Valance.  A large percentage of this makeshift ‘army’
proceeded to get roaring drunk.  We rode through the night and arrived at Rock River a couple of hours before dawn.  Since they were
under our ‘protection’ the Indians had seen no need to post sentries.  We surrounded Howling Wolf’s camp.  Then, at the crack of
dawn, we descended upon the helpless peaceful sleeping defenseless camp and butchered a major portion of its inhabitants.  I’m not
going to list all of the outrages that I witnessed that day but I will provide a representational example:  I watched Reginald Cheatham
cut off the breast of a wounded young Naiute maiden explaining that he intended to make a souvenir tobacco pouch out of it. I watched
Byron Howe yank an infant from its mother’s arms and smash its head on a rock as the horrified mother looked on.  Her horror was
short lived, however, as Uncle Rex decapitated her a moment later.  Henry Rupert proved that he had imagination and a sense of
humour when he cut the penis off a dead man and left it hanging out of his dead mouth.

And thus, we showed these ignorant savages how it’s done in civilized cultures.



The next day Mayor Boggs reported in Greg Saur’s newspaper that the Indian threat had been removed, and that peace had been
restored to the area.  As usual, everything that Mayor Boggs said was completely opposite to the actual facts of the matter.  The only
Indians who had been at Rock River had been the Indians who didn’t want to fight.  Now we heard from the ones who did! We had
already been at peace.  The action at Rock River did not remove an Indian threat, it created one.  ‘Peace’ was not ‘restored’ but rather
the peace that we did have had been shattered.  It precipitated a bloody war that lasted for two years and ended only with the complete
fragmentation and virtual extinction of the entire Naiute Nation — which had been the whole point in the first place.

Frances Small and Eric Ziet sold many guns during this period.  The paranoia generated by the war provided Mr. Small with the
springboard he needed to consolidate his power base.  From there, Frances Small used lies, extortion, bribery, threats, and murder to
gain his current economic stranglehold upon the Truckee Valley.

And I watched it all happen.  Silently.  Unnoticed.  Unremarked.

Then, I watched Timmy Tulip and his gang come take it all away from them.



I’ve never admitted it out loud (like I say, I virtually never say anything to anyone) but I’ve always had a lot more respect for
Timmy and the Rats than I ever did for our ‘founding fathers’.  Sure the Rats were liars, murderers, and thieves, and sure they were
pushy and rude, and sure except for Sherlock and Timmy himself they were totally lacking any grace, culture, manners, couth or sense
whatsoever.  At least they were completely up front and in your face about just who and what they were.  They didn’t smile in your face
and pretend they were your friends as they were preparing to murder your family and steal everything you own, as Mr. Small and
Edwin Dewey are so wont to do.  They didn’t preach brotherly love as they prepared to carnally assault your wife and burn your home,
as Reverend Clarke is so wont to do — speaking of Reverend Clarke, allow me to illustrate an example displaying the level of the
profundity concerning theological thought provided by our good reverend:  “The Bible is a great book!  You can make it say whatever
you want it to say!  We use it first to justify killing the Indians, and then we throw it to them as a sop after we have taken everything
else!  And you can do whatever you want to do because everything will be forgiven! Yes, great book indeed!  It is a perfect tool for the
advancement of our civilization!”  Reverend Clarke once gave us the benefit of a history lesson also: “So you’ve got Jesus walking
around, right?  Then, a few years later you’ve got the Romans throwing the Christians to the lions, right?  So a couple of high-up
Roman mucky-mucks are watching this go down, and one says to the other, ‘Wow, look!  These people are throwing themselves to the
lions because they believe this horseypiddlypoo!  This is some potent stuff!  Maybe we should cheque it out!’  And then a little later —
you’ve got the Roman Catholic Church!”

Anyway — the Rats evidently spent a couple of months hanging around in the surrounding mountains spying on us before they
actually moved in.  We had previously seen all of them at different times in groups of two or three but we had never before seen all of
them together.  They had never created any problems.  They had never given us any reason to notice them.  Then, right after the first big
snowstorm of the season, they suddenly arrived en-masse.  This time, they created lots of problems.  This time, they gave us lots of
reasons to notice them.

They set the tone of their visit right off the bat:  Immediately after entering Grey’s Saloon Spade Tulip shot the bartender dead.
(Spade claimed that he always received superior service from the replacement bartender when he followed this policy.)  Within ten
minutes of their arrival Asshole Tulip had shot John Beyers in the foot, Badger Tulip beat the gigibidlios out of Earl Grey, and Turkey
Tulip shot Jason Burger’s dog.  Then, when Sheriff Valance arrived to see what all the commotion was about, he was simultaneously
shot by at least nine of the Tulips the instant he tried to exert his authority.

The suddenly-ex-sheriff of Hard Rock literally flew backwards right out of the bat-wing doors that he had entered not three
seconds earlier…
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The Rats had a good laugh.
Then, they set up drinks for the survivors.

Yes indeed, the Tulip Gang was in town!
And they were ready to party hearty!

For the next month Hard Rock experienced a drunken orgy of madness mayhem and murder.  There were Rats everywhere getting
into everything.  They invaded people’s homes and pawed through personal property taking whatever struck their fancy.  Their presence
was both invasive and pervasive.  Sponge Tulip in particular was in the habit of walking around taking anything he wanted from anyone
he wanted whilst Faggot Tulip simply took whomever he wanted.  Spade Tulip’s success at the gambling table was greatly facilitated
by his habit of shooting anyone who beat him and claiming their winnings.  Badger Tulip was the meanest fighter anyone had ever seen
while Turkey Tulip was the best shot anyone had ever seen.  Except for when he was smoking opium Rattlesnake was psychotic and
except for when he was asleep Asshole was just plain mean.  Sherlock Tulip was a psychic genius while Grunge appeared to be a near
idiot.  Sherman Tulip was usually busy cooking while Timmy smiled benevolently over the insanity that he loosely orchestrated.  And
ever in Timmy’s footstep was young Johnny, worshipping the ground his elder brother walked upon.

For all his money and power and connections in high places Frances Small found himself helpless in the face of Sherlock Tulip’s
.44.  After cleaning out Mr. Small’s house of all valuables Frances was forced to stand helplessly by and watch as Grunge and Badger
took turns carnally assaulting Loretta Bare, his maidservant.  (Before Hard Rock’s ordeal was over, Grunge had assaulted nearly every
woman in town, while Faggot had assaulted nearly every man in town!)

For weeks as the snow drifted over Hard Rock, and we entered our annual isolation from the rest of the world the Rats had their
way.

And we were on our own.



The Pied Piper’s arrival was as unexpected as was that of the Rats; but as I say, his was conducted with a bit less fanfare. No one
really took special note of him until he danced into Gleason’s Inn one night asking for dinner and lodging.

Ralph eyed the strange looking man warily.  Ralph’s wife Edna answered his enquiry; “We have a room, but I doubt that you will
be doing much sleeping what with the Rats cutting up all night every night!  Between the screaming and the gunfire a body can hardly
get any rest anymore!”

“I see,” replied Peter!  “You have now made me curious as to just who these ‘Rats’ are!”
“Don’t worry, you will meet them soon enough!” said Henry Rupert.
“You will be lucky if they don’t steal that pretty feather out of your cap,” said Uncle Rex.  Ralph then said, “So say, you’re a

strange seeming fellow!  Just who are you?”
With a flourish, Peter replied, “Why, I’m Peter the Pied Piper, and I’m very pleased to make your acquaintance,” he said, indicat-

ing his pied doublet as the key to interpreting his name.  “But tell me, what would it be worth to be rid of these ‘Rats’?”
Henry Rupert laughed, and said, “If you can get rid of the Rats we will make you a very wealthy man indeed!”
“So you say,” said Peter, “but will you keep your word?”
“The people of Hard Rock always keep their word!” assured the corn chandler.  (I almost guffawed over that one!)
“Well,” replied Peter, “maybe you could tell your people that I would be willing to take the Rats off your hands — for a fee of

course.”
And it was really weird, but I think all of us took Peter at his word when he said this.
Peter then ate his dinner joking and laughing the entire time.  Then he paid for his lodging and prepared to depart.  As he was

leaving though, he suddenly stepped right in front of me and regarded me closely with those strange, penetrating pie-eyes of his.

I almost died.

I have spoken of how I shun attention being paid to me by anyone and this man wasn’t just anyone.  You could see it in his eyes.  I
saw heaven, hell, and my own soul in that man’s eyes in that moment.  I now realize that the reason that I so feared this man’s regard
was because for the first time in my life I had met someone from whom I could not hide.  It was the scariest thing I have ever experi-
enced.  Then, into my ear he whispered, “And I think that Sammy the Swineherd sees much more than he tells, eh?”

And with that the Pied Piper once again smiled as he danced out the door...



The next day I accompanied Uncle Rex to his weekly meeting in the office of Mayor Boggs.  The city’s leading men all attended,
as usual.  Among others there were Greg Saur, Ralph Gleason, Earl Grey, and those ubiquitous land developers Dewey, Cheatham, and
Howe.  And of course Mayor Boggs was in attendance.

As was his custom Frances Small sat silently in the rear of the room.
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“I’ll have to rebuild my saloon!” cried Earl Grey.  “They’ve stolen all my horses!” exclaimed Ralph Gleason.  “They’ve stolen
everything I own!” complained Henry Rupert.  “We must take action!” proclaimed Mayor Boggs.  (The Mayor, as usual, was unspecific
about exactly what that action should be though…)  “But what can we do?” whined Reginald Cheatham.  (I noted the fact that Mr.
Cheatham showed much more confidence and courage whilst butchering an unarmed village full of sleeping women and children than
he did facing a dozen well-armed killers.)  (Who seemed never to sleep.)

“There was a stranger in the inn last night…” hesitantly began Henry Rupert.  Silence greeted Mr. Rupert’s seeming non sequitur
until Ralph Gleason added, “Yes indeed!  A very strange fellow he was…’ but Ralph also broke off as if he didn’t know how to
continue.  “He had a beautiful yellow feather in his cap…” began Uncle Rex, but he also allowed his sentence to trail off in confusion.
The others stared at them as if they were crazy.

Then, in a voice dripping sarcasm (his favourite tone) Edwin Dewey said, “At the risk of sounding irrelevant what does all of this
have to do with the price of feces in China?  If we don’t do something about the Rats land values are going to plummet!  You don’t
suppose we could stick to the issues at hand do you?”

“Well,” Rupert hesitantly continued, “he said he could get rid of the Rats.”
Everyone who had not themselves been at the inn stared at the King of Corn incredulously.  After a pregnant pause Edwin Dewey,

as if making sure that he had heard correctly, said, “What?  A lone stranger with a feather in his cap claims he can get rid of the Rats?
Does he keep a secret army hidden in his cap, or what?”

All of those sitting at the table dutifully laughed at Mr. Dewey’s lame joke — that is, all except those of us who had gazed into a
certain pair of pie-eyes...

Ralph Gleason and Uncle Rex seemed content to allow Mr. Rupert to explain.  Henry dutifully stumbled on:  “He is also a piper.”
Edwin Dewey’s astonishment grew.  In a highly fake-animated fashion Mr. Dewey replied, “Oh!  I see now!  How dull witted of

me!  It should have been obvious! He’ll simply play his pipe and enchant the Rats!”
Mr. Dewey was plainly taking great joy in Mr. Rupert’s straight-man rôle.  Henry Rupert was nothing if he wasn’t obtuse; either

missing or ignoring Edwin Dewey’s sarcasm he saw fit to add, “He also wants a fee.”
Good lord!  This was getting better and better!  Edwin Dewey looked at Henry Rupert in disbelief.  “Oh, he wants a fee, does he?

Well, I suppose that would be worth a little something…”  Mayor Boggs, sensing which way the wind was blowing, reacted like the
politician that he is; he blew right with it:  “If he is so good he can put out his hat and the good citizens of Hard Rock will fill it with
gold — that is, if he still has any room in there, what with his secret army and all!”

Laughter erupted around the room.
Then, in words spoken so quietly that they were barely perceptible above the general din, I heard a gentle and kind-sounding voice

say, “Tell me more of this man.”

Like cut with a knife, all other sound in the room instantly ceased, and a hush descended.  Suddenly, everything was different.

Frances Small had Spoken.

Mayor Boggs, sensing that the wind had suddenly done a one-eighty, reacted like the politician that he is; he blew right with it:
“Yes, Rupert, tell us more of this man!”

“Not much more to it than that.  He said he could get rid of the Rats for a fee.”  “I see,” said Mr. Small, “and I have here three
grown men who seem not to disbelieve him.”  (Actually there were four, but I don’t count…)  “And he wants a fee?”  (This last fact
seemed to weigh as heavily upon Mr. Small’s assessment of the piper as did his confidence in the perceptions of his associates.)  “Did
he say he wanted his fee in advance?”

“He didn’t say.”
“Hmmm.”  Frances Small Pondered.  Then He Said, “Did he say how he intended to affect this miracle?”
“He didn’t say.”
Frances Small Pondered Again.  Then, in his kindly grandfatherly way that struck terror into all who heard it Frances Small Asked,

“Do you happen to know his current location?”
“Probably at my inn,” replied Ralph Gleason.
Then, Mr. Small Said:  “I have a feeling about this and the bottom line is that we have nothing to lose at this point.  I believe it

would be a good idea to summon this strange stranger with the feather in his cap and hear what sort of a tune he plays on that pipe of
his.”

And so it was Commanded.
And so it came to pass.  Peter the Pied Piper found himself summoned to the office of Eugene Boggs, the sort of Mayor of the sort

of town of Hard Rock.



With a flourish, Peter danced into the Mayor’s office.  I found it very interesting that although his minions conducted the entire
interview and Frances Small said not one word until the very end Peter still spoke the entire time directly to Mr. Small as if they were
the only two in the room.  Mr. Small most definitely noticed this fact and was obviously discomfited by it.

“I don’t want to throw good money after bad,” said Edwin Dewey, “what sort of guarantees do we have?”  “Simple,” said Peter to
Mr. Small, “you don’t pay a pfennig until the Rats are gone!”
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“And just how large a fee did you have in mind?” asked the ever fiscally conscious Edwin Dewey.  “My fee will be 100 pieces of
gold!” said Peter to Mr. Small.  “No more and no less!”

There were gasps around the room.  Still, Reginald Cheatham said, “Heck, man, take a thousand!”
“Just how do you intend to pull this miracle off?” asked the ever-windy Mayor Boggs.  With a mischievous grin, Peter told Mr.

Small, “Ah!  I’m afraid that that must remain my secret!”  Everyone accepted this statement without further comment.  (Secrets were
their native tongue, after all...)

Mayor Boggs decided to spew some more; “100 pieces of gold!  That is a pretty hefty fee, don’t you think?”
“It is worth it to you or it is not,” Peter said to Mr. Small, “but that is my fee.”
Mayor Boggs attempted to cast an inquiring glance at Mr. Small without anyone noticing.
Everyone noticed.
Mr. Small then rewarded the Mayor’s efforts with a barely perceivable nod that was perceived by everyone.
“Agreed then!  100 pieces of gold when the Rats are gone!” said Mayor Boggs to the Pied Piper.
“Agreed then!  100 pieces of gold when the Rats are gone!” said the Pied Piper to Frances Small.
Finally, Frances Small himself spoke: “You call yourself ‘The Pied Piper’, eh?  Haven’t I heard of you somewhere before?”
Peter’s smile grew even wider, and his pie-eyes danced even more merrily as he answered, “Possibly!  Possibly!  You see — I was

once quite famous for picking pecks of pickled peppers!”
And with that the Pied Piper bowed, replaced his feathered cap upon his head, and danced out of the Mayor’s office.
We all sat in stunned silence for a moment.  Finally, Mayor Boggs said, “Whew!  What a relief!  At first I was afraid he might be

that infamous ‘pumpkin eater’ that you hear so much about…”



The Rats were in an unusually celebratory mood that night.  Faggot Tulip carnally assaulted little Charley Small, our banker’s
twelve-year-old son, while Grunge provided the same services to Becky Boggs, our Mayor’s beautiful nineteen-year-old daughter.
Sponge stole several multi-hundred dollar bottles of wine from Edwin Dewey’s cellar while Turkey conducted shooting practice on the
few that Sponge missed.  (Turkey never missed.)  Badger seriously beat up Jason Burger for no apparent reason.  Spade forced three
cowboys to play cards with him, and then ended up shooting one, claiming his winnings.  (Spade was a very bad card player.) Rattle-
snake was smoking opium, so at least he wasn’t bothering anyone, (I wish more of them would take up the habit!)  Asshole was being
an asshole.  Sherman cooked while Johnny, Sherlock, and Timmy ate.  And drank.  And drank.

Many hours later, they were mellowing in Grey’s Saloon as the dawn broke.
It was Midwinter’s Day.  Hard Rock was blanketed with a thick, frozen fog.
I happened to be passing through the Town Square in these misty pre-dawn hours to tend to my swine.  Just as I was passing the

well in front of Grey’s Saloon, the Pied Piper suddenly seemed to materialize from nowhere out of the mist.  He glanced directly into
my eyes with a look that will haunt me for the rest of my days.

Then, the Pied Piper began playing his pipe…

Suddenly, I felt as if I was going crazy!  All kinds of powerful and confusing emotions suddenly overwhelmed me like some
gigantic tidal wave.  My senses had gone haywire.  The world started swimming around in a blinding swirl of colour and motion.  I saw
things that weren’t there.  I didn’t see things that were there.  My senses were hyper-intensified.  Everything I thought saw and heard
was exaggerated by several magnitudes.  I was incapable of coherent thought or action.

Then, things got much crazier.

The Rats all came prancing out of Grey’s Saloon whooping, hollering, and seeming to be having the time of their lives!  They
surrounded Peter, and for about five minutes they gaily danced in circles around him!  I couldn’t help but notice that the Pied Piper’s
music seemed to be having a very different effect upon me than it was on the Rats.  The Rats weren’t confused at all.  The Rats were
happy! They hugged, laughed, and just couldn’t seem to feel good enough!  Rattlesnake and Asshole had to fire their guns into the air
before they could adequately express their exuberance.

Then, Peter stopped playing.
Almost immediately, I returned to my normal state of awareness, with only a slight ‘hangover’ to show for it.  The Rats appeared

confused for a moment.  Then Sherlock angrily growled, “Hey, bud, just who in the jinglyfidliazoblio are you?”
“Why, I’m Peter the Pied Piper, and I’m pleased to make your acquaintance!”
At this point, Sherlock seemed to be the only Rat with the sense to be alarmed at the situation.  He muttered, “I don’t think I like

this…”

Faggot said, “I think you look like a faggot!”
“Why, how kind of you to say so good sir!”
Asshole said, “I think you look like an asshole!”
“Why, thank you for taking notice!”
Spade said, “I think you look like a wanna-be nigger!”
“How right you are!  How right you are!”
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Grunge said, “I think you look like doggiedodoodlios!”
“Why, what an original and intelligent assessment, young man!”
Turkey said, “I think you look like you just came out of the north end of a southbound cow!”
“Why, I’m honoured that you think so!”
Rattlesnake, removing his thirteen-inch bowie knife said, “I think you look like shish-ke-bob!”
“Oh!  Compliments will get you everywhere!”

“Would you all most kindly pretty please huh huh huh shut yer frigging yaps for two seconds please?”

Evidently, Timmy Tulip shared Frances Small’s ability to produce dramatic effect with just a few quietly spoken words, for the
Rats froze, and all laughter and conversation immediately ceased.  Timmy wasn’t quite as quick as Sherlock on the take but he was with
him now; something wasn’t right here.  The stranger’s complete lack of fear was unnerving for one thing.  This man was either crazy, or
he knew something that they didn’t know.

Timmy did a quick survey of the surrounding windows and rooftops.
Sherlock, Winchester firmly in hand, was already doing the same thing.
Then, quietly, almost gently, Timmy said, “Be alert boys.”

It was like magic!  In the space of a single heartbeat, a weapon of some sort suddenly appeared in the hands of the other eleven
Tulips, and they spun around so that they were all facing away from the well, their amassed firearms poking out everywhere like some
incredibly deadly cactus with bullets.

Their senses were hyper-alert.
Their reflexes were lightening quick.
This was the Tulip Gang in action mode.
If anyone wanted a war, the Tulips were certainly willing and prepared to give them one.  They were truly an awesome force.
They fanned out and all of them began scanning the surrounding windows and rooftops.  Adolph Brandon’s wife Ruth had spent

the night in town at the home of her sister, and she picked this unfortunate moment to peer out the parlour window.  Sherlock Tulip
instantly put a Winchester shell between her eyes.  Sherlock’s action ignited a barrage of gunfire from the rest of the Rats that lasted for
a full half-minute.  While it was an incredibly intimidating display that did a good amount of property damage, no one else was actually
hit.

When the Tulips figured that their point had been sufficiently made, silence once again descended upon the Town Square.
Timmy, who had stood silently facing Peter this entire time, now addressed him:  “I sincerely apologize if I am taking away your

precious time, and I really hate to cause you any inconvenience, but I would really really appreciate it if you would kindly pretty please
with sugar on top tell me who in the foodlio you are, and I’d really really appreciate it oh so greatly if you would do it right foodliating
NOW!”  And as he shouted the last word, (in contrast to the rest of his speech, which had been delivered in a very quiet tone), Timmy
raised, cocked, and pointed his .44 directly into the Pied Piper’s face.

“What would you like me to be?”  Peter cheerfully asked.  “Maybe I’m a dream come true!  Or maybe I’m a manifestation of your
darkest nightmare! I know who I am, but who I am in relation to you is rather dependent upon you!”

I don’t know what Timmy Tulip saw in the Pied Piper’s eyes at that moment, (probably something similar to what I had seen at the
well a short while earlier), but it obviously scared the bejoodliofoodliays out of him.

And Timmy Tulip was not a man who scared easily.
Like a child barely restraining a temper tantrum, Timmy almost whined, “I want to know who you are, you motherfooliator!”
The rest of the Rats shifted uncomfortably.  This whole scene was quickly becoming even more surreal than it already was.  They

were twelve of the baddest hombres in the West facing one faggot-looking wimp.  They had as much firepower as a platoon of cavalry
while the stranger was armed with only a pipe and a knapsack.  Yet, both Timmy and Sherlock were obviously scared half to death!

Understand now, these men quite literally fed upon fear.  They could spot it a mile away.  (I’ve heard Rattlesnake claim that he
could smell it!)

And there was no hiding the fact; the legendary Timmy Tulip was radiating fear, whilst the Pied Piper obviously had none at all.
His pie-eyes were dancing in amusement, in fact.  These men had all grown up together, and this situation was utterly without prece-
dent.  Timmy was now actually shaking in his attempts to maintain the cool for which he was so famous.  He turned away in disgust,
and then, (as if implying that the Pied Piper wasn’t worth being shot by the boss man himself), Timmy said to Turkey, “Turkey, would
you please blow this gentleman’s brains out?”

And so, from fifteen feet away, Turkey blew Peter’s brains out.
Except he missed.  Except that was impossible.  Turkey Tulip could shoot the ass off a gnat at 100 yards.  For him to miss a target

as large as a human brain from fifteen feet was simply inconceivable.  It couldn’t happen
It was more likely that water would begin flowing uphill.
It was as if the sun had suddenly risen in the west.
It was like an honest man had become a successful politician.
But there stood the Pied Piper, his pie-eyes glowing with mirth, his brain obviously still intact and functioning properly.  Silently,

in shock, the Rats simply stared at the Pied Piper in gape-mouthed amazement as they tried to comprehend the enormity of the event.
(Turkey himself simply stared at his gun in puzzlement, but didn’t seem overly upset.)  Then, just as eleven-and-one-half pairs of Tulip
eyes widened in shock and fear, (Badger had lost one of his eyes in a fight), and just as twelve of the deadliest guns in the West were
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rising simultaneously to converge upon Peter the Pied Piper, Peter, laughing, held up his hands and said, “Whoa!  Wait one moment
gentlemen!  I have a bargain to strike with you:  Before you take my life, please allow me to try to give you yours!”

And with that, the Pied Piper once again began playing his pipe.
Instantly, I was once again going crazy, and the Rats once again began their happy dance.
Peter then began leading them in a parade through the town.  Everywhere they went, curtains could be seen parting, and people

could be seen peeking out in wonder.  (That is, until they got within hearing range of Peter’s pipe; then, their looks would change from
one of wonder to one of confusion and fear…)

After circling the well a few more times, Peter led the Rats to the road that heads west, and then they all disappeared over the hori-
zon.  After regaining our minds, the rest of us stood gazing west for a long while.

What was there to say?
Two hours later, the Pied Piper came floating back down the Truckee in a small boat.  His leggings were wet, and he had them

drying in the bow.  He seemed to be enjoying the weak winter sunshine, which had now broken through the fog.
He smiled and waved when he saw us.
Of the terrible Tulips, there was no sign…
When the people of Hard Rock realized that the Rats were gone, a celebration ensued with the Pied Piper as the guest of honour.

Loretta Bare’s son Jimmy asked the question that the adults were all afraid to ask:  “And just what did you do with the Rats?”
Peter simply smiled, and said, “Never you mind, I left them in very good hands!”
This answer caused many to feel uncomfortable, but then many things about the Pied Piper made many uncomfortable.  However,

there was no denying it; the Rats were gone. Adolph Brandon tried to track them to see where they went but he said that their trail
disappeared into the Rock River and never came out again.  They were presumed drowned.

At the party Mayor Boggs appeared uncomfortable when upon asking Peter if he wanted a beer was told by him, “I’m sorry my
good sir, but I don’t drink beer.  And besides, I will need a clear head when I count my gold!”  Peter smiled a smile that seemed cynical
to me, then said, “Ah!  But the day is young!  There is plenty of time later to concern ourselves over such matters!”

Peter once again began playing his pipe — but this time it was just normal dance music, (albeit expertly played), and not the music
that made men lose their minds.



About an hour before sunset, with the celebration still in full swing, I watched Reginald Cheatham playing the part of Frances
Small’s dog and gathering all of the main players; Edwin Dewey, Byron Howe, Henry Rupert, Ralph Gleason, Uncle Rex, and Mayor
Boggs all disappeared one by one immediately after Mr. Cheatham whispered into their ears.  I, of course, knew exactly what was up
and waited for the inevitable scenario to play itself out.  Finally, on this memorable Midwinter’s Day, I saw Mr. Cheatham approach the
Pied Piper himself and whisper into his ear.

I wandered into the mayor’s office in order to personally witness the insertion of the shaft.
The first thing I noticed upon entering the Mayor’s office was that all of the townsmen were very drunk.
I had a feeling that Peter the Pied Piper was not going to be such an easy man to dupe or swindle and I believe they knew that they

were about to make a very serious mistake; yet it was impossible for these men to maintain their little fantasies without the unques-
tioned belief that there are no powers on earth above Frances Small.

To acknowledge otherwise would probably destroy their little minds.
Ironically, Mr. Small himself was conspicuously absent from this meeting.  Thus, it was Mayor Boggs that greeted the Pied Piper

and he did so with joyous enthusiasm — always a dangerous sign.  The Mayor said, “I trust you enjoyed our celebration?  Also, in
appreciation of your services rendered, Ralph Gleason has offered to lodge you for the night in his inn free of charge!”

However, Peter replied, “I’m sorry my good sir, but it is my policy to never spend more than one night under the same roof and I
must decline Mr. Gleason’s kind offer.  I would like now to collect my fee and be on my way.”

This was obviously not according to plan and I found it highly comical to watch the assembled townsmen attempt to maintain their
comradely smiles as they were simultaneously poodliating in their droodliays.

Mayor Boggs sputtered, “But night is approaching and it is the dead of winter!  Surely, you must wait ‘till morning!  It’s over 50
miles to Sutter’s Mill and nothing between but ice rocks and twenty-foot snowdrifts!”

Mayor Boggs then proved his desperation by mentioning a very touchy subject here in Hard Rock; “I’m sure you have heard of the
misfortunes suffered by the Donner Party!  And only a few miles from here, and just last winter at that!  It is suicide to leave now!
Surely you would be safer in Gleason’s Inn and your gold would be safer in our bank!”  (Yep! They planned to murder Peter in his
sleep that night!  Just as I thought!)

While Mayor Boggs seemed to be in charge, Mr. Small’s absence actually placed Edwin Dewey — the very man who had
consigned the Donners to their gruesome fate — in charge.  Peter proved that he once again knew who was truly running the show by
addressing Mr. Dewey rather than Mayor Boggs; “Ah, but I have a bed close by and in that bed is my beloved wife and I desire both
she and it greatly — so please sir?  My fee?”

Mr. Dewey was not nearly as smooth as Frances Small; he was a haughty and contemptuous blowhole.  He applied power like a
blunt instrument rather than a delicate instrument.  He considered himself merely honest, which in a very strange way was actually true.
Thus, Mr. Dewey was completely in character when he addressed Peter directly:  “We have decided that your fee is excessive.  You
obviously believe us to be idiots and fools but we will certainly not allow you to take advantage of our generous natures.  Here, take
three pieces of gold and be happy!”

Mr. Dewey contemptuously threw three pieces of gold onto the floor at Peter’s feet.
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Peter ignored the gold ignored the laughter ignored the implied danger and merrily continued as if Mr. Dewey had never spoken;
“And in case you’ve forgotten, sir, my fee — which all of you agreed to pay — was 100 pieces of gold.”

“100 pieces of gold for playing a single song?”  Mayor Boggs seemed utterly incredulous at such an outrageous demand.  “Had it
been necessary to charm each Rat individually then such a sum might be supportable but as guardian of the public trust I cannot allow
what amounts to outright theft of public funds, especially since there seemed to be so little danger to you personally!  If you think for
one minute that…”

Peter proved his expertise in dealing with the obfuscation of politicians by rudely interrupting:  “Are you rid of the Rats or are you
not?  Did you agree to pay a fee of 100 pieces of gold for this service or did you not?”

“Well,” stammered Mayor Boggs, “how are we to know that they’re really gone?  Maybe they’re waiting just outside town to come
back after you have collected your gold!”

Once again ignoring Mayor Boggs and directly addressing Edwin Dewey Peter calmly and patiently replied, “Mr. Dewey, you
know the Rats are gone and that I have kept my word.  What I want to know now is this:  Are you going to keep your word?  Are you or
are you not going to pay my fee?”

Edwin Dewey — a man expert at avoiding personal responsibility for his actions — gave a stern look to Mayor Boggs.
The Mayor — taking his cue — took a deep breath and with total and complete lack of assurance said, “In the name of the good

people of Hard Rock I must tell you that we will not!”

Upon Mayor Boggs’s pronouncement, Peter’s eyes took on a quality similar to that I had seen at the well that morning.  The others
saw it too.  It frightened them in a profoundly deep manner.

Without another word the Pied Piper turned and left.

The three pieces of gold were left lying untouched on the floor.  No one was laughing anymore.

I ran to the door and threw it open.  I heard the sounds of merrymaking continue unabated as the Pied Piper silently slip out of
town...

Interlude:
Dancing Spirit

In his language there was no word for ‘greatness’.
He simply was.
His language lacked many words that might seem essential to some.  He seemed to get along fine without them, though.  He had no

way to make a ‘promise’, for instance.  If a man’s word was not good then he wasn’t a man.
This particular man’s word needed no extra assurances.
In this man’s reality honour and courage were the accepted norms so he had no specific words he could use to describe those

attributes; only words spoken softly and sadly to describe their lack.
This man had neither a word nor even a concept of a ‘weed’ or a ‘pest’.  He knew that everything he saw was part of the Mystery

and that they all had their specific and important place in the Scheme of Things.  He knew that they were part of he that he was part of
they and that they were all part of everything.

He was Dancing Spirit.  Dancing Spirit was a Naiute Elder.

Dancing Spirit sought an answer to a problem; he had spent the last six days in what would someday be called the Black Rock
Desert in what would someday be called the State of Nevada seeking an answer.  In those six days Dancing Spirit had eaten no food and
hunger had gnawed at his belly until he was no longer hungry.  He had roasted his body in the hot desert sun until he was no longer hot.
He had frozen his naked body in the icy desert nights until he was no longer cold.  He had a conversation with a rattlesnake and he
hunted with an owl.

Dancing Spirit had rescued five young boys from the massacre at Rock River.  They had been living unnoticed ever since in a
hidden valley located in the caldera of the volcano known as ‘Mt. Larkin’.

Dancing Spirit sought to preserve his culture.  He knew he and his five boys were the only survivors of the entire Naiute tribe as
such.  His boys were now all in their teens; one of them was approaching twenty:  Hidden Valley needed women.

The language you speak influences what you can think which influences what you can perceive which influences what you can
experience which influences how you act which influences who you are.

Other words that were not translatable into Naiute because they lacked the concepts were:  Admit, assume, believe, faith, because,
could, doubt, expect, end, forget, forgive, guilt, mercy, should, sorry, how, and waste. His language contained virtually no pronouns.
Everyone and everything had a name or a description and they deserved the respect to be named or described when spoken of. Dancing
Spirit had no words for us them you me or it.
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Naiute women would be good but they were almost all dead and Dancing Spirit knew that a culture was made up of ideals and of
spirit more than it was made up of blood so he knew that non-Naiute women would be just fine.  They could be opened to Naiute reality
if they were young enough.

On the seventh day Dancing Spirit had his vision.  He was told that he would find women for his young men in the valley of the
Truckee.

May 1, 1848
Hard Rock, California

Winter has passed.  Life continues.  That little beebooch John C. Frémont has evidently made good on the promise he made when
he passed through Hard Rock to take California away from the Mexicans.  Another general named Scott even marched all the way into
Mexico City and knocked ol’ Santa Anna on his tatamioblio again.  The result of all this poodlia is that we are part of the United States
now.  Since California isn’t a state and since they have no territorial charter then as of now there is no law in California.  (As if we ever
had any ‘law’ in Hard Rock to begin with!)  Another wrinkle:  The Mormons and the Californians are evidently locked in a territorial
dispute over where the boundary between California and the newly formed Utah Territory is going to be — and Hard Rock sits right in
the disputed area.

As if anyone here gives a blue shifoodlio.
The only concern anyone in Hard Rock has for any of these concerns are concerns that the Americans are going to prove much

more intrusive than the Mexicans were.

As to important matters: Hard Rock is growing, and more people are flooding through every year.  Earl Grey is rebuilding his
saloon.  People are trying to rebuild their lives.  The various victims of violence are either coping or not coping depending upon their
natures.  Easter has come and gone.  People have died.  Others have been born.  We are also now famous as ‘the town that turned the
Donners away’.  I’m afraid that the appellation is well deserved.  The Donners showed up on our doorstep in early November far too
late to try to cross the mighty Sierra.  They asked to purchase supplies and Edwin Dewey turned them away straight up.

They left that same day and the next day the worst winter in history struck a month earlier than usual.

If there is any justice in the universe it escapes my ability to detect.  Frances Small Edwin Dewey Reverend Clarke and all the rest
prosper and seem to have no trouble sleeping at night whilst the Donners froze to death.

In this spring-like weather the incidents of last Midwinter’s Day seem now like some half-forgotten dream.
Once again Frances Small appears to have gotten away with it.

June 30, 1848
Hard Rock, California

I knew it!  I knew it!  I knew it!
I knew they shouldn’t have messed with the Pied Piper!  I knew he wouldn’t let them just get away with it!
Even I was completely unprepared for the uniquely devastating nature of the Pied Piper’s revenge, though!

It was sunrise on Midsummer’s Day.  It was beautiful.  The weather was warm.  Flowers bloomed.  Hard Rock slept peacefully.
This is my favourite time of day.  Once again I was on my way to tend to my herd of swine when once again I heard the pipe of the Pied
Piper!  And once again, I felt that crazy, spinning overload of the brain!

Then, I saw him!  He was floating down the Truckee in a small boat!
He looked different now.  He was wearing a green huntsman’s coat.  His leggings cap and feather were now all of a deep scarlet

colour.  His pie-eyes blazed furiously.
He no longer looked like the pleasant young man of last winter.
In fact, he looked like he was pissed!
There was no doubt it was he; there was no mistaking that crazy music.
Uncle Rex had been walking by with a couple of workers from his cannery.  All of them also appeared to be losing their minds;

especially when a flood of children began pouring out of the city to surround Peter on the dock.  Uncle Rex tried to stop some of the
children crying, “Stop!  Where are you going?”  But the children ignored him and Uncle Rex was in no condition to do anything about
it.

A couple of times Peter stopped playing and looked as if he was counting children.  (Or was he waiting for someone?)  Every time
that he stopped the children would beg him to continue, whereupon he smiled nodded and continue playing.

Finally Becky Boggs, who was nineteen and not really a child anymore, came out of the city.  She was leading Michael and Johnny
Rupert, Hans Beyers, and Frances Small’s son Charley.

When he saw them Peter smiled and began leading the children in a gay parade, dancing and singing all through the town.  More
children poured out of the surrounding houses to join in.  Some of the parents and relatives tried to stop them but the children ignored
them and Peter’s music was scrambling all of the adult’s brains so that they were unable to do anything about it.
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After circling the well in front of the Town Square a few times Peter led the children out of town and they disappeared over the
western horizon.

With but one exception, every child in Hard Rock between the ages of five and fifteen disappeared along with him.



After they left, the people of Hard Rock mostly milled about in confusion for a while.  One group took off to try to catch them.
They never came back.

Some expressed hopeful feelings.  “They’ll be back when they get tired and hungry,’ said Reverend Clarke’s wife Tabitha.  “Becky
Boggs is with them, and she’s old enough to know what’s what,” said my Aunt Anita.

But by morning, everyone realized that the children were gone.  Extensive searches were conducted.  Mothers wept.  Father’s
steely eyes glittered.  Queries were sent to the coast — all to no avail.  130 children had disappeared without a trace.  As had been the
case with the Rats, Adolph Brandon claimed that the trail led into the Rock River and then never came out again.

It would seem that the Pied Piper has collected his fee with interest.



As if that Midsummer's Day weren’t already strange enough I was attending to my herd of swine later that very same afternoon
when I suddenly found myself surrounded by Indians!

And not just any Indians; these were armed Naiute warriors in their prime fully decked out in Naiute warrior regalia!
Now understand; the only Indians I had seen since the Rock River Massacre eight years previously were mostly drunken wanna-be

white men who were beaten and cowed shadows of their former selves.  What few contacts I had personally had with Indians outside
Rock River had been peaceful and friendly encounters with people who were somewhat child-like and often very drunk who wanted
very much to be my friend.

This was nothing like that; not at all.  These men were not child-like.  They did not appear to be drunk.  They evinced absolutely
no interest whatsoever in becoming my friend.

In fact, I was quite sure that they intended to brutally murder me.
Not only did they appear completely un-beaten and un-cowed; they were the scariest and most impressive examples of humanity

that I have ever seen in my whole life.  They were a living pageant of colour pride confidence glory and — wildness! It was obvious
from their demeanour that these men were freedom and majesty personified.  Utterly untamed.  Volatile.  Capable of and willing to do
anything.  Without limits.

I couldn’t help but feel that I was in the presence of superior beings.
And not only were they superior:  These men, with their exotic dress, their face-paint, their feathered lances, their eyes that

regarded me with a total lack of any emotion whatsoever, their overwhelmingly powerful presence…
These people were completely and utterly alien to anything that I had ever before seen or imagined.  Of all the twenty-eight or six-

jillion thoughts and seven-hundred-sixty-four emotions I experienced in those few moments, that was the foremost thought and the
most powerful emotion:  That these men lived in a world and in a reality so completely and so totally different from mine that we might
well have been of different worlds.

And if these men decided to kill me, there would be absolutely nothing I would be able to do to stop them.
I prepared to die.

Then I heard someone laughing behind me.  When I turned to look I saw the most ancient looking human being that I have ever
seen.  He had wrinkles inside wrinkles inside wrinkles and he had eyes that seemed to be seeing many cosmic secrets — and that
seemed to be viewing some big joke there.

If the young Naiutes looked like they were of another world, this man looked like he was of another universe!
The old man said something to the others in Naiute.  The warriors laughed at whatever it was that he said.  Then they turned their

backs on me and rode away without another word or backward glance.

I haven’t seen or heard of them since.
I never spoke to anyone of the incident.

Interlude:
Dancing Spirit

Dancing Spirit had returned to his once pristine and beautiful valley only to find it logged plowed mined ripped-up torn-down
polluted desecrated and destroyed.  The aliens had taken a paradise whose beauty had several times brought tears to the eyes of Dancing
Spirit and they had turned it into a stinking ugly dying eyesore.  Dancing Spirit wondered how the aliens could so hate the Earth life and
beauty.  He decided that the aliens must be so ugly inside that they could not stand the face of beauty and therefore felt compelled to
destroy it.
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They had come across a swineherd just outside of the town who had obviously been very surprised to see them.  Dancing Spirit
said, “It would be most undignified should Naiute warriors find it necessary to change this one’s diapers.  These warriors should ride!
Quickly!”

His warriors had laughed.  They rode on — deeply insulting the swineherd by contemptuously turning their backs upon him as they
left.

His language contained no words for ‘faith’ or ‘belief’.  They simply were.  Dancing Spirit knew what he knew and what he didn’t
know was part of the Mystery.  He was content with that.  Dancing Spirit had ‘faith’ that the Mystery would reveal to him whatever it
was that he needed to know to do whatever it was that he needed to do.  He just had no way to put the concept into words for among the
Naiute it is so obvious that it is taken for granted.

Shortly after confronting the swineherd Dancing Spirit and his warriors found 130 white children alone in the woods with a teen-
age girl and a pie-eyed white man who could speak with the Mystery...

December 31, 1852
Hard Rock, California

One of the many paradoxes about the human mind that baffle me the most is its ability to maintain outrageous hypocrisy within
itself.

For instance:  Men who had the murder of so many children on their heads could still care so much for their own.
Several dozen townspeople had stormed the office of Mayor Boggs the day after the Disappearance and blamed Boggs for not

paying the piper thus causing the disappearance of the children.  They quickly realized that Mayor Boggs was a beaten man and that
there probably wasn’t much that they could do to make him feel any worse than he already did.  His sly politician’s smile bombastic
good-old-boy demeanor contrived laugh calculating eyes it’s-all-right-I’ve-got-it-all-under-control attitude were gone.  What faced
them behind the Mayor’s desk was an unadorned man who had just suffered life’s worst disaster.  Whatever else you may wish to say
about Eugene Boggs he loved his Becky and her untimely demise (for just about everyone figures that is the only thing that could have
happened) seems to have removed the man’s purpose.

Yet another paradox about the mind is its need to place blame outside of itself for its hurts.
Adolph Brandon, whose wife was killed by the Rats, and whose children Amelia and Demian had disappeared with the Pied Piper,

angrily demanded to know why Mayor Boggs had not paid the piper.  Mayor Boggs pointed out that it had been a joint decision made
by the entire council — which everyone understood to mean that it had been a unilateral decision made by Frances Small.  Everyone
knew that you might as well vent your anger at a volcano or a tidal wave as to direct it towards Frances Small.

Plus:  Mayor Boggs had lost Becky.  He too had paid the ultimate price.
There was one child who had been left behind by the Pied Piper and in another display of the cruel paradox that seems so common

in this world this child was the one child who led the most miserable existence in Hard Rock and who harboured the most need to
escape its oppression.

Even as the townspeople stood gazing in horror after the Pied Piper and their departed children there was one child who could be
seen forlornly limping back alone:  Lame Larry Little had been unable to keep up.  He was obviously heartbroken over the fact.  His
existence at the Mansion on the Hill was barely tolerable.  Mr. Small treated his dog better than he treated Lame Larry Little and he
didn’t treat his dog very well.  Lame Larry had to find his own food he had to find his own clothes and he had to avoid Frances Small
lest he receive a beating for anything or everything.  Larry’s situation was all the more cruel and bitter because of the fact that Mr.
Small treated his own son Charley like a royal prince.  The dichotomy did not escape anyone who was aware of it.

Larry is still pretty much on his own these days but his situation has been improved by the fact that he is now completely ignored
by Frances Small.

Mr. Small has other things on his mind these days.



Mr. Small now spends lots of time locked away in the Mansion on the Hill but Mr. Small always spent a lot of time locked away in
the Mansion on the Hill.  I have heard Mr. Small’s maidservant Loretta Bare say that Frances Small in his own rather cold and distant
way was also consumed by grief over the loss of Charley.

Loretta was recovering from her assault by the Rats and from the disappearance of her son Jimmy to the Pied Piper.  Thus we may
forgive her if she misinterpreted the feelings being felt (if this isn’t an oxymoron) by Frances Small.  What Frances Small was feeling
was not grief.  Frances Small was not programmed for that emotion.  No, that cold icy stare that Loretta Bare saw enter Frances Small’s
eyes after the Pied Piper’s visit was not grief.

It was pure unadulterated hatred and lust for revenge.



It’s been four years now since the Disappearance and Hard Rock still hasn’t recovered.  I doubt that it ever will, at least in this
lifetime.  All the children are gone.  All of the women are recovering from traumas resulting from vicious carnal assault and evince little
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interest in the process of creating any more.  A sense of hopelessness and futility has settled over Hard Rock.  The people here now
endure their lives rather than live them.

And in case you receive the wrong impression please understand that the vast majority of the citizens of Hard Rock are not back-
stabbing baby-butchers.  While Hard Rock is admittedly a hard-bitten town most of the folks here are good caring people who are
honestly ignorant of the shenanigans being played by Mr. Small and company and would be quite horrified if they did know what was
going on.  My knowledge comes only by virtue of the fact that they don’t worry or think about me so I see everything.

California is now an official state in the United States, and Hard Rock is now an official town in the State of California.
We hate it.
The Mormons are insane they want to take over the whole world and they’re living right next door.
We hate that too.
One of the high-up Mormon mucky-mucks happened to be in town at the time of Peter’s visit and one of his children happened to

join the Pied Piper’s parade.  The Mormon hierarchy is evidently very upset over that fact and they have built a fort at Genoa — only a
day’s ride from here.  The dual purpose of this fort is to provide a base for Mormon conquest and as a staging ground for search parties
looking for the children.

We hate this also.
The 49er gold rush is over and business has seriously declined but some things never change.  Henry Rupert harvests his corn.

Uncle Rex fishes and cans.  Greg Saur prints.  Edwin Dewey brokers.  Reverend Clarke preaches.  Mayor Boggs spews.  Frances Small
has become even more cutthroat and ruthless and even more friendly and generous to those whom he is about to rob and/or cheat and/or
swindle and/or murder.  As a result he has become even richer and more powerful and he has gained even more respect and love and
public accolades.

But Hard Rock is in a funk.  Strangers passing through town notice it without realizing what they are noticing.  They just know
they leave Hard Rock feeling sad and forlorn.

Back in ’46, before the Pied Piper even arrived, we had the satisfaction of seeing that arrogant little poopydoodoo John C. Frémont
being escorted back east in chains under arrest for insubordination.  The party that was escorting him had been the unfortunate discov-
erers of the even more unfortunate Donner Party.  They had spent several days in Hard Rock dealing with the Donner survivors on their
way through.  This was also Hard Rock’s first encounter with the Mormons as a large party of them was included in the escort.

I mention all of this because one of the Mormons was a man named simply ‘Bug’ and this ‘Bug’ person now spends lots of time in
Hard Rock.  Bug is a very strange young man and he has buddied up with Lame Larry of all people!  Anyway (get to the point please?)
Bug isn’t the brightest person in the world but he does seem to have some strange connection with the ‘spirit world’, (whatever that is!)
Anyway, Bug says that Hard Rock is ‘haunted’.

Frances Small has financed numerous search parties to look for the children.  (Mr. Small obviously does not believe that his son is
dead.)  However, this practice has tapered off over the last couple of years due both to the fact that no one has ever found even the
slightest of traces of them nor heard even the quietest of rumours — and to the fact that the search parties themselves began disappear-
ing with alarming frequency.  Mr. Small sent the ever-willing Adolph Brandon out repeatedly, obviously hoping that both the aging
mountain-man and those dangerous beasts of his would also join the ranks of the missing.  Other than Adolph Brandon though, Mayor
Boggs is now having a hard time finding searchers no matter how large a purse he offers. Byron Howe suggested that they institute a
draft of all persons under a certain income level, but Edwin Dewey reluctantly rejected the idea on the grounds that if the ‘commoners’
ever got together and formed any kind of united front, then they, the ‘elite’, would be in very deep twadyboopers.  “Let us not forget the
lesson of the French Revolution!” he was fond of pointing out.  “We must always keep the cows ignorant and content until we really
need them for something, and you keep them ignorant and content by always assuring that they have a steady supply of whiskey and
bibles.  Make sure you discredit and/or blackmail and/or kill all potential troublemakers before they gain a following, and always keep
them at each other’s throats.  This way the white man hates the red man and the Protestant hates the Catholic and the American hates
the Englishman and they are all so busy hating each other that they pay no attention whatsoever to us, their true enemies!  And never
give them a ‘cause’ to rally around!  I’m afraid that if we institute a draft that we might provide them with just such a cause…”

Among the aforementioned ‘commoners’, i.e. those who worked slaved suffered and died in order to make Frances Small and
Edwin Dewey wealthy men, the subject of that terrible Midsummer's Day is rarely discussed — yet rumour abounds.  Most think that
the Pied Piper drowned both the Rats and the children in Rock River.  Others say they have gone to the coast and are leading prosperous
lives there.  Yet others believe that the Pied Piper has taken them deep into some underground realm from which he came himself.

After four and a half years everyone figured we had seen the last of the Pied Piper and our children — but such was not the case.
Like a recurring nightmare, the Pied Piper’s ghost seems destined to continue haunting our lives and eating away at our consciences.

Just a few days ago, on Midwinter’s Day, Michael Rupert, Hans Beyers, and Grunge Tulip showed up in town.



No one recognized them at first.  It has been four and a half years.  Michael is now nine — Hans is sixteen.  Grunge appears to
have aged twenty years.  They’re wretched, dirt poor, and starving.

Also:  Hans is blind, Michael is deaf, and Grunge is mute.
They walked into Gleason’s Inn.  Ralph Gleason, Uncle Rex, Henry Rupert, and John Beyers were there at the time.
Neither John nor Henry recognized their own sons.
Edna Gleason eyed the tattered and unlikely trio with a wary eye.  Then, she said, “Rooms are two bits a night — in advance.”
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Hans responded, “I’m sorry, don’t you recognize me?  Father?  I’m Hans.  This is Michael Rupert, who was the youngest of the
children to leave with the Pied Piper, and this is Percy Tulip who visited Hard Rock with his brothers a few years back.”

It’s like a bomb has gone off.  Hard Rock has come alive again as hope is rekindled.  New search parties are planned for the spring.
People are smiling and full of hope once again.  A sense of buoyancy now lifts our spirits.

This sense of buoyancy is only slightly deflated by the fact that the returning trio is of absolutely no use at all as far as finding the
rest of the children are concerned.  Hans is blind so he never saw the place.  Michael is deaf so he can’t hear our questions.  ‘Percy’ is
mute, so he can’t answer our questions.  They have been lost in the mountains for several months so there is no chance of backtracking
them. Hans is a friendly enough chap but now seems always confused. Percy has become silent and withdrawn.  He is the object of
much hatred here.

Michael now spends all his time building castles in the sand and gazing off to the west with a smile on his face…

December 31, 1853
Hard Rock, California

Search parties found not a clue and two more of them disappeared, including Adolph Brandon and his entire Dogherd.  The whole
Brandon family:  Father, mother, and both children, are now either dead or missing.

Even the dogs! And the curse of the Pied Piper continues.
On Midsummer's Day, the fifth anniversary of the Pied Piper’s visit, Hans Beyers died when he fell down a stairway that he

couldn’t see, Michael Rupert was run over and killed by a carriage that he couldn’t hear, and Percy Tulip fell down into the well and
was unable to call for help.

Interlude:
Adolph Brandon

Adolph Brandon was at home.

‘Home’ was not the cabin he maintained in the Truckee Valley where he had housed his wife until she had been killed by Sherlock
Tulip and where he had housed his children until their kidnapping by the Pied Piper.  No, the only time Adolph Brandon truly felt at
home was when he found himself surrounded by walls of trees under a ceiling of sky.  Adolph Brandon had been a hunter and trapper
all his life.  He could track just about anything and he could track it just about anywhere.  In addition, his Dogherd was a deadly and
well-oiled machine.  Adolph Brandon and his Dogherd had been responsible for the deaths of more wildlife than any other single entity
in the state.

Adolph and two other men were leading the Dogherd on yet another search for the children.  This was Adolph’s ninth such search
in the last five years.  Adolph Brandon wanted his children back.

He also wanted Sherlock Tulip and the Pied Piper — albeit for different reasons.

In desperation Adolph had decided to climb Mt. Larkin to see what he could see from its lofty summit.  It was about four days ride
north of Hard Rock and no one had ever climbed it as far as Adolph knew.  A few had tried but none had ever made it and several had
failed to return.  Mt. Larkin now had a reputation of being ‘haunted’.

It turned out that Mt. Larkin was a volcano with a gargantuan caldera.  Inside the caldera was a large valley with a large lake.
Another smaller volcano had formed in the middle of the lake creating an island.

It was one of the most obscenely beautiful places Adolph Brandon had ever seen in his life and he gazed upon the spectacle in
wonder.

Then, suddenly, he saw cultivated fields!  He also saw buildings and other signs of a large group of people!
Adolph Brandon instantly understood that this was the place.  Adolph Brandon instantly understood that he had found the Pied

Piper’s lair.

He turned to tell his companions — and froze when he saw his daughter Amelia playing with his dogs.

He saw several other things that he found almost equally as disturbing:  He saw that his daughter was dressed like an Indian squaw.
He saw that about twenty Naiute warriors surrounded him and his companions (though many of these ‘Naiutes’ had distinctly Cauca-
sian features.)

Then he saw that one of the warriors was his son Demian.



Dana Walker

28

Adolph Brandon could hear a gnat fart at twenty paces.  He wondered how it was possible for them to have been surrounded by so
many people without either he or his dogs becoming aware of them.

Amelia spoke; “Well met dear Father!”
Adolph said the only thing he could say; “Well met, Amelia.”
Amelia smiled and asked, “So tell me, what brings you to this neck of the woods?”
“I’ve, er — I’ve, uh, come to take you home?”

Adolph was at a complete loss.  This was his daughter.  And yet — it wasn’t his daughter.  And these circumstances were so
bizarre that he didn’t even want to contemplate them.  Why were they dressed like Indians for god’s sake?  And wasn’t that Timmy
Tulip?  Looking more like an Indian than most Indians that Adolph had seen!

Amelia laughed again, and said, “No, Father — actually you should allow us to take you home!”

Suddenly, from the surrounding woods Adolph Brandon heard the sound of a pipe playing…
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Book II
Jackson Beebe Mooreman

In the beginning, Man created God
And in the image of Man created He Him

And Man gave unto his God a multitude of names
That He might be Lord over all the Earth

When it was suited to Man
And on the seven-millionth day Man rested

And did lean heavily upon his God
And saw that it was good

And Man formed Aqualung of the dust of the ground
And a host of others likened unto his kind

And these lesser men Man did cast into the void
And some were burned

And some were put apart from their kind
And thus, Man became the God that He had created

And with His miracles did rule over the Earth
But as all these things came to pass —

The Spirit that did cause Man to create his God
Yet lived on in all men: Even within Aqualung

And Man saw it not

But for Christ’s sake, he’d better start looking…

-Ian Anderson
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Midsummer’s Eve, 1860
Hidden Valley

ver since I was a child I have had this horrible suspicion that my whole life was some big terrible mistake.

I don’t mean that statement in the shallow sense that I am illegitimate or that I made mistakes in my life.  In fact, if my
reading of the situation is correct we are completely at the mercy of a destiny that has been doled out to us by a very capricious and
arbitrary God who has a truly bizarre and ironic sense of humour.  The complete devastation of everything I have ever touched in my
whole life has long ago convinced me of that.  My incredible misfortune was entirely too perfect and beautiful to have been the result of
mere chance — thus it is impossible to make a ‘mistake’ with your life.

No, when I say that my whole life was some big mistake I mean it in the large cosmic sense:  That my very life itself, its very
existence, wasn’t supposed to happen.  That I don’t belong here.  That there is no place where I fit in.  That there is nothing at which I
am useful.  That there is no one to whom I am particularly important.  That my life has served no purpose.

That it has had no meaning of any kind.
That it has been pointless — except possibly to provide God with a few laughs.

Up until a month ago, I had been a perpetual outsider both in my dealings with others and in my dealings with myself.  To quote an
old friend: ‘No man knows my history’.

I feel I must warn you at this point that unless you are a connoisseur of the very finest of the very bitterest of ironies then you may
find the story of my life to be unpleasant.

For instance:  All my life every time that I thought I finally knew something about anything I found out that everything that I
thought that I ever knew about everything was all totally wrong.

For instance:  I will explain how my very name has become synonymous with religious hypocrisy.  In addition I will also explain
that the reason my name is a synonym for religious hypocrisy is because I refused to be a religious hypocrite!

Ha Ha Ha!  God really got me a good one there let me tell ya!

And the Lord wasn’t done with me yet, oh no!  Once you get the Almighty going He can just be a barrel of laughs!

Try this one:  For the last two years, I have been living in hiding under an assumed name.  I have been doing this because there are
several thousand people running around this part of the world who have taken a holy vow to shoot me on sight and for some reason that
I can’t fathom I am still reluctant to give up this pointless exercise in futility that I jokingly refer to as ‘my life’.  Of this murderous
multitude the one who most concerns me has reputedly already killed over 100 people though I tend to think that his actual ‘count’ is
somewhere between forty or fifty.

Either figure is of concern to someone whom this man wishes to kill and until a month ago he wished to kill me very much.
This man harbours a few other virtues that a person who is on his death list could be concerned about also.  His marksmanship

abilities are legendary, for instance.  If called upon to do so this man is capable of tracking a lizard across solid rock.  Not only that but
if he is tracking that lizard he is doing it because God told him to do it and if God tells this man to do something then he is ready willing
and able to follow God’s course with a superhuman strength and determination that allows him to track that lizard for days on end with
no sleep/food/rest through all terrain/weather/ obstacles until he has that evil lizard from hell firmly fixed within his deadly holy gun-
sights!

And that’s not all!  A divine blessing of immunity protects this man from his enemies!  This blessing has served him unfailingly
for over fourteen years now in spite of the fact that this man has spent those fourteen years as a soldier in the front lines of this deadliest
of wars in this deadliest of lands.

For — of course — this man can be none other than the infamous Porter Rockwell; the Angel of Death himself.  High Holy Assas-
sin of the Mormon Church.  Ranking member of the shadowy and sinister ‘Sons of Dan’.  Personal bodyguard of both Joseph Smith Jr.
and Brigham Young.

Still here?  Haven’t left yet?  Wanna wallow in more gore do ya?  You would think that having the deadliest human being in the
history of the West leading several thousand berserker fanatics on a holy crusade to kill me would be irony enough, eh?  I mean, God
must be rolling around on the floor holding His stomach in divine laughter by now, right?

Well, if you think that then you don’t know the Lord like I do!

Here’s the punch line to that particular joke:  For most of our adult lives Porter Rockwell and I were the best of friends.

And I’m not done yet!  In fact, I haven’t even told you the really good part yet!

E
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A month ago, I found a community where I felt completely at home and where I was completely accepted.  (This is utterly unprec-
edented in my life!)  In this community I found the woman who is the answer to every romantic dream I’ve ever had and there was
everything here I needed to live a rich productive and rewarding life.

Great, eh?  Except you may have noticed that I am speaking in the past tense.

The reason I am doing that is that I am going to die in the morning.

Yep, God’s Great Last Laugh.

And that’s not all! Not by any means!  I’m going to die tomorrow in an action that I know to be the only moral and ethical thing
that I can do in the situation that I am currently in.  It is an action that forces me to take up arms against former comrades and friends
and an action that will certainly be considered high treason by my government, my peers, my fellow countrymen, and by the history
books.  I will join Benedict Arnold in the ranks of America’s most dastardly dastards.  It is also an action that has virtually no chance of
achieving its stated goal:  i.e., that of saving my newfound home from annihilation.  I might just as well go out behind the latrine and
pet my lizard for all the good that my conscionable and honourable death is going to bring about.

So — you get the point, eh?  Not a pretty picture.

I have known of my impending death for several days now so I have had the rare luxury of being able to prepare for it.  I have
spent this time updating and editing the diary that I have kept since I was a small boy.

If you’re still interested you are free to read it and see if you can make any sense out of anything…

June 15, 1821
Manchester, New York

Hi.  My name is Jackson Beebe Mooreman and I am eleven years old.  I find that life hurts sometimes but that it is very interesting
sometimes too so I guess it’s worth it.

I live in Manchester, New York, in the United States of America.

I don’t know why I’m writing this and I don’t know if anyone will ever read it but I really need someone to talk to.  My parents
just died and I only have one friend and there’s lots of things I can’t really talk to him about because he is always so busy with his own
life that he doesn’t really have much time to talk to me about personal kinds of things.  Besides, he’s just not that kind of guy.  He’s
always somewhere up in the clouds and I can’t bother him with my petty earthly concerns.  That’s not the kind of friends we are.

I’m real smart but I don’t know what to do with my smartness.  I’m also real shy and most people are not comfortable around me.
I read a lot.
I really miss my mother.
My friend’s name is Joe.  When my parents died I moved in with Joe’s family.  He has lots of brothers and it’s a pretty crazy place

but I like it okay I guess.  Joe is real smart too but he does know what to do with it!  Joe totally pulls the wool over all of the adult’s
eyes all the time and he usually gets away with it.  He’s got half the valley thinking that he can find buried treasure by placing an
unusual looking stone over his eyes and then placing his face in his hat in a manner which blocks out all the light.  He claims that he
can ‘see under the earth’ when he does this.  A whole bunch of the adults actually believe him!  Some of them even pay us to come find
‘buried treasure’ on their land!  Joe’s father went to William Stafford for instance and told Mr. Stafford that Joe had detected a remark-
able treasure on Mr. Stafford’s land.  Joe Senior had then said that in order to procure the treasure it was necessary that Mr. Stafford
supply us with a fat black sheep.  This sheep was to have its throat cut and then be led around in a circle as it bled in the area of the
treasure.  (This was to propitiate the ‘evil spirits’.)  Then and only then, claimed Joe Sr., could the treasure be obtained.

And Mr. Stafford gave us a fat black sheep!
Joe later told Mr. Stafford that the sheep had been killed pursuant to direction, but that there had been some mistake made in the

process and that it had not achieved the desired effect.
Meanwhile, we had a good laugh as we sold the sheep to a farmer from out of Rochester.
It seems as if some people will believe anything — at least, if the right person is telling it to them.

Joe is a gas!

Everyone says that God took my mother.  Sometimes I wish that He would take me too.

July 1, 1824
Manchester, New York

Hi.  I’m fourteen now.  Life still hurts but it’s still interesting too so I guess it’s still worth it.
Governor Clinton is having a canal built that is going to link the Great Lakes with the Atlantic Ocean and Joe says everyone is

going to get rich soon.  I don’t know if ‘getting rich’ is what we need around here but we sure seem to need something as everyone
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seems to be going crazy the last few years.  All of the old churches are splitting up and everyone is running around doing all kinds of
crazy things.  There is Anna Lee and her Shakers; Miss Lee claims that she is the reincarnated Christ.  Miss Lee has stiff competition
for that title in the form of Jemima Wilkinson though; Jemima rules her colony with revelations from Heaven and she claims that she
will never die.  Her chief aide, the Prophet Elijah, ties a girdle tightly around his waist.  Then, when his belly swells in protest, the
Prophet Elijah is filled with prophetic visions.

I went down to Seneca Lake once to watch Jemima ‘walk on water’. When the waters failed to support her weight Jemima blithely
declared that the faith of her followers was so strong that they had no need of miracles.

Oh.
Like I said three years ago, some people will believe anything if the right person is telling it to them
When I tell you what Jemima’s followers believe, it sounds ridiculous.  But when the charismatic, beautiful, raven-haired Jemima

told you, well…

I’ve been back east a couple of times and I’ve seen the preachers there.  They are generally sober serious and educated men who
are permanent and responsible members of their communities.

It’s not like that here west of the Alleghenies; we like the circuit riders and faith healers that stir the masses to paroxysms of reli-
gious frenzy and insanity.  The Finger Lakes region is literally crawling with them.  It seems lately as if there is another revival nearly
every day.

Oh, and these guys know their Hell intimately, let me tell you!  They paint a picture of a sinner’s fate so hideous that sometimes
hundreds of shuddering and fearful penitents will surge forward toward some bushel-box altar in order to be ‘born again’.  I figure that
some of these folks must have been born forty or fifty times by now.  Many of them fall to the ground senseless, elegantly dressed
ladies groveling in the mud right next to trappers.

I’ve seen people crawling around on all fours barking and growling like dogs.

Joe finds all of this fascinating.  He doesn’t give a blue figoodlio about what they are saying but he studies the methods and tech-
niques that the preachers use to move the crowds with great interest.  He has noted the fact that revival conversions seem to be very
short lived.  After the people come down from their frenzies many of them seem to feel that it was all just an unreal delusion.  He notes
that others seem actually embarrassed by the experience.  (I would imagine that this is especially true of the dog barkers.)  Joe also
notes the fact that the revivals seem to have deadened people’s normal antipathy toward religious eccentricity and extremism.

Meanwhile, we now have a whole crew of money-diggers out fleecing the county.
It is sometimes difficult to keep a straight face when I hear someone going on about what a powerful ‘seer’ Joe is.  Joe and I are

often amazed at people’s gullibility.  It seems as if people will believe whatever they want to believe even if it flies in the face of all
known facts.  This is especially true if in addition you have a strong personality reinforcing your belief.

As far as I know I am the only person with whom Joe trusts his secrets.  I’m not really sure why Joe feels the need to fool everyone
all the time.  He’s not mean or cruel or anything, and in fact part of why he does what he does is because he wants to make people
happy and he’s very good at it.  People are always leaving Joe’s presence filled with joy.

His pranks also seem to reinforce some trait in his personality or something.  I know for a fact that Joe even has his own father
completely hoodwinked and I suspect that his mother is in the dark.  Except for William all of his brothers are unsuspecting also.  Joe
has a warm open magnetic personality that causes many to instantly like him and feel comfortable with him.  This in turn makes them
want to believe whatever blidlydoops Joe is laying on them.

Another thing you should know about Joe:  I am convinced that Joe lives almost constantly in a fantasy in his head.  He has very
vivid dreams and I suspect that he sometimes has trouble differentiating between dreams and waking reality.  He is nineteen years old
now and he should be getting ready to shoulder adult responsibilities but I sense that Joe is one of those people who will forever remain
a little boy living in his little world of magic and dreams and visions.

I obviously find him to be fascinating.

So do the girls…

September 5, 1824
Manchester, New York

Joe’s family has suffered a couple of incidents.  Joe’s older brother Alvin died last year of an overdose of calomel that he had taken
for a stomach disorder.  The minister who preached Alvin’s sermon noted the fact that Alvin wasn’t a churchgoer and intimated very
strongly that Alvin had gone to Hell.  Our rage against the parson had barely cooled when persistent rumours began circulating that
Alvin’s body had been dug up and dissected.  Fearing the rumours to be true Joe Sr. actually went and dug up Alvin’s body himself to
verify the tale’s veracity.  He then had published a paid advertisement in the Wayne Sentinel laying false the rumour.

Evidently there are some do not think very highly of Joe’s money-digging activities.
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October 31, 1825
Manchester, New York

An elderly farmer from South Bainbridge named Josiah Stowel came all the way from Pennsylvania looking for Joe!  Mr. Stowel
claimed to have a line on a lost Spanish silver mine in the Susquehanna Valley and he had heard of Joe from local relatives.

Would Joe be interested in accompanying Mr. Stowel to Pennsylvania to look for the mine?  We would be paid $14 per day each
plus room and board.

Manna from Heaven!
Harvest is over and the prospect of travel is appealing to both of us.  Joe insisted that Joe Sr. be allowed to come along, to which

Mr. Stowel agreed.
We’re off tomorrow.

November 30, 1825
New Harmony, Pennsylvania

We have stopped in the Allegheny foothills and we are staying with a large, bearish, no-nonsense kind of man from Vermont
named Isaac Hale.  At first Mr. Hale was supportive of our work, but after several failures at finding anything Mr. Hale appears to be
losing faith in Joe.  Isaac’s daughter Emma appears to be quite taken though — and it seems mutual…

As for the mine Joe finally announced that the enchantment was so strong that he couldn’t see it.  This explanation completely
failed to impress Mr. Hale.

With Joe’s ‘too strong to see’ pronouncement everyone else left but me.  Joe wants to stay in the area to pursue his courtship of
Emma and since I have pretty much become Joe’s best friend and confidante I’ve decided to stay on with him.  I don’t have anything
else going on anyway.

I see what Joe sees in Emma Hale.  She is intelligent beautiful quiet and obviously in love with my tall handsome charismatic
friend.

We are going to board with Josiah Stowel in South Bainbridge.

January 18, 1827
South Bainbridge, New York

When Joe asked for Emma’s hand Isaac Hale not only thundered an emphatic refusal but he accused Joe of being a cheap imposter
and fraud before turning us out of his house.

Joe and I returned to South Bainbridge (no quitting with Joe once he has his mind set) and we’ve been working odd jobs and taking
classes.  We also make regular journeys into the mountains to ‘look for treasure’.  Joe has spies in New Harmony who let him know
when Isaac Hale is out of town thus making it safe to visit Emma.

Joe has always bravely flown in the face of his many detractors but I have never seen this aspect of his character before, i.e. his
reckless courting of physical danger.  If Isaac Hale ever catches Joe in his house with Emma Mr. Hale could and most likely would kill
Joe very dead and the local community would applaud a father for being so vigourous in defending the virtue of his daughter.

When I asked him about it Joe’s reply revealed another previously hidden aspect of his character.  He said, “Some things are more
important than mere life.”  This statement revealed Joe to be a much deeper and much more introspective person than I had previously
given him credit for.

And all of this sometimes makes me wonder what other kinds of surprises that Joseph Smith Jr. might have in store for me…



Joe’s problems, when they came, were not because of Isaac Hale but came about due to his money digging activities.  Last March,
a neighbor of Mr. Stowel’s named Peter Bridgman swore out a warrant and Joe was arrested for ‘being a disorderly person and an
imposter’.

Joe’s trial was a disaster though it did provide some valuable schooling for Joe Smith.  Joe actually tried to convince a court of law
that he could see hidden treasures in the earth when he first held a certain stone over his eyes and then blocked out all the surrounding
light with his hat.  And even doing that he pulled his punches by stating that he had pretty much given it up as it seemed injurious to his
health.  (Especially his eyes.)  (It made them sore.)  He also stated that he never solicited business of this kind and he had always rather
have declined anything to do with it — thus implying that he was pretty much forced into money-digging by others due to their aware-
ness of his natural aptitude.

Josiah Stowel then immediately upstaged Joe’s disastrous performance and promptly demolished even the smallest chance Joe
might still have had of ever winning this case.  Mr. Stowel accomplished this feat by defending Joe with great vigour.  The kind elderly
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rich stupid gullible Josiah Stowel swore under oath that he ‘positively knew’ that Joe was able to see valuable treasures under the
ground through a ‘seer’ stone.

Mr. Stowel related a story wherein Joe instructed Mr. Stowel to remove a tree stump under which he would find buried both a
treasure and a tail-feather.  Mr. Stowel followed instructions and lo and behold!  At a depth of five feet he did indeed find a tail-feather!
(I had had difficulty stifling my laughter when Joe tossed the feather into the hole at a moment when Mr. Stowel’s attention was
diverted.)

Unfortunately the chest of money had ‘moved down’ into the earth and proved unavailable.  When the phenomena of ‘moving
down’ elicited amused enquiry from the bench Mr. Stowel repeated to this somber and dignified court Joe’s explanation that buried
treasures move up and down under the ground according to the cycles of the moon and/or according to the whims of often malevolent
spirits and demons.  Unless all the conditions were perfect:  The timing right all the rituals performed and all the spirits propitiated then
the treasure would be unobtainable.

Many of the spectators were openly laughing by now.

Then, one after another an entire parade of the friends and relatives of Josiah Stowel lined up to paint a very vivid and a very
believable picture of a smooth-talking con-artist taking advantage of a kindly and somewhat gullible old man.

I could tell by the look on his face that even with his superhuman ability to live in fantasy Joe realized that he was going down.

Joseph Smith Jr. was found guilty of ‘being a disorderly person and an imposter’.



This incident has shaken Joe up but I think that is probably a good thing.  I think that the derision heaped upon him in an official
court of law has finally highlighted the futility of his chosen avocation.  I think that this process was well along its way even before the
trial.  For several months preceding the trial I had sensed that Joe was becoming disillusioned with his own illusions so to speak.  Many
of the local religious madmen (who seem to wander our woods like some small scattered army of fiery-eyed, mossy-headed lunatics)
actually believe their own lunacies.  They tend to be uneducated naïve ignorant folk who profoundly believe in their rabbit’s feet and
mineral rods.

Joe isn’t like that.  Any intelligent and aware novice of the necromantic arts knows that it’s ninety percent sham, and he is able to
see through the fallacies that may escape a mind that is ignorant or deluded.  Joe’s type is much more likely to survive in the evangeli-
cal jungle because where the true believer is at a loss at the blatant failure of his pretensions the deliberate imposter always has a ready
excuse on hand when his charms conspicuously fail.  While Joe speaks lunacy and lives in fantasy at the same time he is still very much
a man of the real world.  He is not so much a scryer as he is a professional magician.  A magician is not naïve.  He is not only fully
aware of the illusion’s source, but he consciously manipulates it.

Joe’s ‘teacher’ was a man who passed through Palmyra a few years ago named Walters.  I met Walters a few times and he was
definitely an illusionist of the latter sort.

So if money digging wasn’t fooling them anymore then Joe Smith would find something else.
Joe and I have been taking many classes here in South Bainbridge learning everything we can about everything we can.  Joe

quickly bounced back from the trial and now seems even stronger and better for it.  Adversity and opposition seems to excite and
inspire Joe with even more determination.

Joe continued his clandestine relationship with Emma Hale until this morning.  This morning, it stopped being clandestine.  Today,
January 18th 1827, Joseph Smith Jr. and Emma Hale were married in a ceremony performed in the home of Squire Tarbell of South
Bainbridge, New York, County of Wayne.

The groom was incredibly dashing and handsome.  The bride was one of the most radiant and beautiful ladies I have ever seen in
my life.

It seems to be a match made in Heaven.

June 15, 1829
Manchester, New York

Well, Joe wasted no time instigating his next scam — though I can’t help but feeling that possibly even Joe has bitten off more
than he can chew this time!  It was all a logical and predictable chain of events I guess but it all came about in steps and I’m quite sure
Joe himself didn’t ever expect it to go as far as it has gone.  Once he started the ball rolling it seemed to take on a life of its own.  It
gathered momentum and kept growing until it became like some wild beast that he was barely managing to keep under restraint.

It all started right after Joe’s marriage; Joe announced that he intended to write a book.  Considering the depth of his imagination
combined with his ability to spin believable yarns this seemed like a very good idea to me and I encouraged him in this endeavour.  Joe
said that his book was going to be about the Moundbuilders.  This made perfect sense.  Fascination with the mystery of the
Moundbuilders has turned nearly everyone in the area into amateur antiquarians.  After all, discovering that the landscape of two states
is dotted with small mountains composed of human skeletons is apt to pique the interest of even the most jaded.  Joe said he wasn’t
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going to pull some cheap conjuring trick out of a hat such as Walters’ fake record of Indian treasures but that he was going to write a
‘large and learned history’ of pre-historic North America.  Joe has already been entertaining all of us for years with his colourful theo-
ries about the Moundbuilders.  He describes them in incredible detail; he has told us how they dress their modes of travel their religions
and of their commerce.  He rattles off all of these stories with the greatest of ease as if he had been living with these people all of his
life.

The most popular theory is that western New York and Ohio was once the scene of a terrible slaughter and that the mounds are the
cemeteries of an entire race.  This ‘lost civilization’ theory is prevalent mostly because no one believes that the beautifully and profes-
sionally crafted pottery and copper ornaments or the wondrous construction of the ancient forts could be the work of the ignorant
savages that now infest our woods.  (I must admit here that I’ve never met an Indian myself so I have no personal knowledge.)  Most
folks figure that the Moundbuilders were a race of peaceful farmers and metalworkers that were invaded and exterminated by the blood-
thirsty progenitors of our modern aborigines.

Joe got up to leave evidently ready to go begin the project then and there.  Before he left though, he hesitated a moment.  Then, like
a homing pigeon returning to its roost, Joe just couldn’t seem to resist tossing just one itty-bitty conjuring trick into his scheme.  With
that rakish grin of his which told me that Joe Smith was about to pull a fast one he said, “I might pretend to have found some ancient
document or engraving or something in one of our digging expeditions.  This would lend a little more credibility to my ‘history’ I
would think.”

I remembered that during our studies in South Bainbridge Joe had shown me an article about workers on the Erie Canal uncovering
several brass plates along with some human skeletons and some pottery shards.

About this same time Joe had shown me an article relating a story about a history of the Indians that was found buried under a tree
stump in Canada.

I remember that Joe had been utterly fascinated by these reports.

So if Joe was gonna write a book then he needed a scribe and he needed financing, i.e. he needed a scholar and a sucker.

Fortunately, both were close at hand.



It turned out that Joe had the subconscious foresight to marry a fully qualified scribe.  (At least I think it was subconscious.)  And
as for a sucker — as usual, there were several close at hand from which to choose.

He wisely chose Martin Harris.  First, though, he followed his usual procedure and tested his new scam on his own family before
releasing it to the general public.  In typical Joe Smith style he took a seemingly insignificant opportunity that would have escaped
anyone else’s attention and turned it into a bag of gold.

In this case, that bag of gold took the form of, literally, a bag of sand.
We came into dinner.  Emma asked what was in the bag.
To my amazement Joe begins telling them this incredible fable of having a dream wherein the Spirit of the Almighty had informed

him that in a certain hill near Palmyra was deposited a ‘golden bible’ containing an ancient record of divine origin!  Then, he said that
he, Joseph Smith Jr., had gone to the indicated location and that he had indeed discovered a set of golden plates!  And they were
inscribed with a strange foreign writing!  They were in the bag even as he spoke!

I was aghast.  Joe had gone too far this time.  Even his family couldn’t possibly ever believe such poodlia.
To my amazement everyone except the ever-cynical brother William swallowed it completely!  (And since William is always cyni-

cal about everything, no one ever takes his cynicism seriously.)  When William quite naturally asked to view these ‘golden plates’ Joe
appeared horrified, and said, “No!  You mustn’t ever!  Upon their presentation to my care the Angel of the Lord promised instant death
to anyone who ever gazed upon these golden plates!”

Then, Joe immediately left to go hide his ‘golden bible’.

He moved it often and greatly feared its theft.




I feel the need here to explain something lest you receive the impression that both the Smith family and half of Canandaigua
County were complete idiots to have believed these blatant hagiepodidlios:  Joe is the most powerful example of what is called a ‘char-
ismatic personality’ of which I have ever been aware.  What I mean by this is that Joe has the ability to take people who have a certain
type of personality and make them see and believe just about anything he wants them to see and believe.  Not everyone is susceptible to
Joe’s charms.  In fact the vast majority of those who meet Joe think that he is completely full of it.  But those who do believe in him
believe hard!

It’s hard to say exactly what ‘it’ is about Joe Smith that makes him Joe Smith.
There’s his physical presence:  He is 6’3” and powerfully built.
That helps but it’s still not ‘it’.
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Joe just missed being an incredibly handsome man.  The one and only reason he is not is because he has an over-large nose and
even that helps Joe because it humanizes him.  In a way Joe’s homely little flaw makes him all the more believable.  I think many men
would feel highly intimidated by Joe if he were stage-actor handsome in addition to his already formidable array of other attributes.
Joe’s good looks combined with his dorky nose makes it easier for him to garner their trust.

Again, that helps, but again that’s still not ‘it’.
Joe’s eyes:  Joe Smith has the most expressive eyes I have ever seen.  Joe literally hypnotizes people with his eyes and weaves

some sort of spell over them.  He does it to me and I’m aware of the illusion!  (At least I think it’s an illusion.)
Yet, even his eyes, powerful as they are, are still not ‘it’.

To be perfectly honest I haven’t the slightest clue of what ‘it’ is.  It is probably a combination of all of the above plus a bunch of
other stuff that I’m not aware of.

One thing I do know is that this current situation is becoming very weird and I think one of the scariest aspects of everything that is
happening is that Joe is growing.  As this thing gets bigger and bigger Joe gets bigger and bigger right along with it.  His ‘powers’ seem
to be growing exponentially as he has overcome the string of crisis that engulfed him.

And I have the distinct feeling that Joe is just starting to get warmed up.
That he is similar to an infant who is just learning how to walk.
That he is just beginning to test the limits of what is possible to him…



At the time that Joe announced he was writing a book, he was twenty-one years old.  Joe and I both take many classes in all kinds
of subjects and both of us read every article newspaper periodical and book we can get our hands on.  However, the fact remains that
the Palmyra/Manchester area is a cultural backwater.  Joe has no real formal education whatsoever.  He is a child of ignorant and super-
stitious New England farmers who have transplanted themselves to western New York.

In other words, Joe had less than zero qualifications to write a short article for the Palmyra Register much less a convincing schol-
arly history of a continent.

Yet when Joe made the outrageously presumptuous statement that he intended to do just that I did not doubt for one second that
that was exactly what he would indeed do and indeed it is exactly what he has indeed done.



As high as my expectations for Joe’s book were, though, he has so far surpassed those expectations that I no longer even remember
what they once might have been so completely overwhelmed were they by the reality of what he has created.  I was utterly unprepared
for the sheer size majesty scope and power of the thing.  My friend has created a magnificent epic classic tome.  He has created it whole
cloth from a jillion pieces of information that we have picked up over the years and combined this knowledge with a feat of the imagi-
nation that staggers the mind.  It is a work of art.  It is a work of genius on many different levels.  It is poetry.  It is actually indescriba-
ble.  It’s one of those places that you must just go there to understand.

Joe has not just written a book, he has created a whole world.
And as usual he has also created a storm.
That night at dinner when Joe first revealed his secret cosmic bag of sand I’m sure he had no idea himself where this thing was

going to go, but once the masquerade was begun there was no point at which Joe could have gotten off even had he desired to do so.
This thing is either going to fly or it is going to crash and burn.  Whatever it does Joe is going to go with it.

At times it seemed as if the whole thing was completely out of hand and out of control, but ultimately Joe proved a master of the
art.

And like any master of any art his creations exalted Joe.  He more than willingly paid the necessary price.
Anyway, except for William Joe’s whole family swallowed Joe’s story.

Martin Harris not only believed every word but he actually elaborated upon it.  He also offered to finance the publication costs and
to pay off Joe’s debts.  Mr. Harris’s faith in a record that he wasn’t allowed to view boded well for the future success of the project.

The Orin Rockwell family from here in Manchester was among those completely taken in by Joe’s con, especially Orin’s young
fourteen-year-old son Orrin.  (I will assume that the spelling difference in their names was to avoid confusion between father and son.)
(For the same reason, I will assume that that is why young Orrin is always referred to by his middle name of ‘Porter’.)  The entire
Rockwell family started coming over on a regular basis to hear Joe relate the story of his finding the ‘golden bible’.  Young Porter
Rockwell in particular was an indefatigable fund-raiser in the cause of Joe’s book.  (I wonder if Porter’s enthusiasm would be damp-
ened by the knowledge that his mother had once wasted a lot of energy on a Joe Smith inspired wild-goose chase for buried treasure on
their land a few years back…)

Porter Rockwell obviously worships Joe Smith.  As I started to get to know the boy the reasons became apparent.  Apparent to me
anyway because Porter is attracted to Joe for many of the same reasons that I am, i.e. Joe Smith is everything that we are not but wish
we could be.  Joseph Smith Jr. is tall handsome and has oodles of charm and charisma.  He is dynamic and interesting and he can hold
an audience in the palm of his hand.
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Porter Rockwell, on the other hand, is slightly short slightly stocky and has no charisma or personality whatsoever.  When he
becomes upset Porter has a high squeaky feminine sounding voice about which he is very sensitive.  He is quiet shy and reserved; in
manner and style Porter Rockwell and Joseph Smith Jr. are like opposite poles of a magnet which, typically, attract each other.  Porter is
now an almost permanent fixture in our lives.  Some thought that I might be jealous of Joe’s new ‘confidante’ but Porter is one of the
marks.

He is one of the illusioned.
I am the one with the inside scoop.

Or so I thought.



The first indication that everything that I thought I knew was all totally wrong was when Joe convinced Emma.  I never included
Emma with William in the list of critics in Joe’s family because Emma never expressed her doubts publicly.  Emma never expresses
much of anything publicly.  She is one of the shyest people I have ever met.  Still, from little things she said and from occasional little
looks I would catch in her eye as Joe told one of his more outlandish fibs I could tell that Emma didn’t know what to make of this busi-
ness at all.  Her doubts could only have dramatically increased when Joe first began ‘translating’ his ‘golden hoax’.  I say this because,
like most very shy people, Emma Hale Smith is not stupid.  In fact, like most very shy people, Emma Hale Smith is actually exception-
ally intelligent.  So what was an exceptionally intelligent young lady who had been raised by an exceptionally intelligent no-nonsense
father supposed to think when her husband starts placing rocks in his eyes covering his face with his hat and begins spouting an incredi-
ble torrent of never-ending words relating a story that is as vast and detailed as it is complex — all the while claiming that he is ‘trans-
lating’ hieroglyphics from a sheet made of gold that is evidently instant death to look upon but which can still be stolen in spite of that
fact?

However, a week or two after Joe began narrating his book (sorry, but unlike Joe, I am utterly incapable of deceiving people, espe-
cially in a private correspondence of this nature and I refuse to say ‘translating the golden bible’) Emma’s attitude completely changed.
Even Emma was overwhelmed by the extemporaneous torrent of didactic sophistry that was erupting from her husband’s mouth.



Finishing the book in Palmyra proved to be impossible for a number of reasons not the least of which was the fact that beautiful
Emma was homesick and miserable.  We returned to New Harmony to face the wrath of Isaac Hale.  (Not to mention to retrieve some
valuable property belonging to Emma…)

In addition to financing our journey to New Harmony Martin Harris paid off all of Joe’s debts.  He promised to come to New Har-
mony himself to act as secretary.

I half expected Isaac Hale to come out shooting when the three of us showed up on his doorstep.
Instead, he came out crying.
“You!” he cried in tearful rage.  “You have stolen my daughter and married her!”  For a moment Mr. Hale wordlessly sputtered a

description of his personal attitude toward such an outrage that was highly descriptive and very eloquent in spite of its complete lack of
verbosity.

Then, visibly making great effort to reign in his raging emotions enough to deal in a reasonable manner with this unreasonable
situation, Isaac Hale proceeded to issue the most damning indictment of Joseph Smith Jr. that I had ever yet heard.  He said:  “I would
much rather have followed Emma to her grave than to this!  Do you hear me!  You’re a charlatan!  A fake!  A liar!  You spend all of
your time uselessly digging for non-existent treasure, you pretend you can see through a stone, and thus you attempt to deceive people!”

Then, to the astonishment of both Emma and myself (will this man never cease to amaze me?)  Joe broke down into tears himself
and admitted all!  He stated that he had indeed been fleecing the citizens of several different counties for several years now but he had
seen the errors of his ways!  He was done with his days of money digging and trickery!  He was ready to become an honest man, and
support Emma with an honest job!

Mr. Hale totally bought it.  I didn’t blame him.  It was the most masterful Joe Smith performance to date. I totally bought and I
knew it was all totally staged.  As usual, Joe played Isaac Hale like a finely tuned instrument.

His performance produced the desired effect in spades.  Mr. Hale and Joe fell into an embrace with many protestations of affection
and much talk of ‘new beginnings’ and ‘fresh starts’.

This heartfelt lifelong truce between father and son-in-law lasted for almost two whole weeks:  About the time it took Mr. Hale to
learn what Joe’s latest version of ‘honest work’ was.

Mr. Hale was especially unimpressed with the proscription against him viewing the plates.
He tried.  He really tried.  Isaac Hale loved his daughter with all of his heart and soul and he knew that his relationship with her

would be so much easier if he could just learn to keep his detestation of his son-in-law at manageable ebb — but this was too much.
“And who will be the first to actually see this ‘golden bible’?” asked Mr. Hale.  “A child shall be the first to witness,” said Joe in

his stentorian prophesying prophet mode.  Displaying great patience, Mr. Hale explained to Joe that if there was anything in his house
of such a description, which he could not be allowed to see, then he, Isaac Hale, was determined to see it.

Joe promptly left carrying his mysterious golden plates in order to hide them in the woods.

Mr. Hale suggested to me that we might want to find another place to live.
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Had Mr. Hale taken the time to read Joe’s book I think possibly even he would have been won over.  I can’t say enough about
Joe’s book.  You really should read it — not as any inspired work of God or anything but rather as an astonishing display of creative
imagination.  Joseph Smith Jr. used the entire Western Hemisphere for his setting and 2,000 years of history for his plot.  Never having
written anything in his life he laid out for himself a task that would have daunted the most experienced novelist.  Had he been experi-
enced, he surely would have realized that his goal was impossible and The Book of Mormon might never have been.  Fortunately Joe is
just an ignorant hick.

He didn’t know he couldn’t do it.

So he did it.



The Book of Mormon deals with the activities of the two ‘lost tribes of Israel’ that came to America.  Lehi and Ishmael, the found-
ers of the American race, headed these two tribes.  By focusing his book upon Lehi and his son Nephi Joe launched himself smoothly
into his narrative.

The prose has the old familiar cadence and verbiage of The King James Bible but the story itself is like nothing that anyone has
ever read before.

“I Nephi,” the book begins, “having been born of goodly parents, therefore I was taught somewhat in all the learning of my father;
and having seen many afflictions in the course of my days, yet nevertheless having been highly favoured of the Lord in all my days;
yeah, having had a great knowledge of the goodness and the mysteries of God, therefore I make a record of my proceedings in my
days.”

And so on…
Joe says it’s a history of the Indians from the earliest times.  Like the Bible, prophets write it and it is divided into books.  Nephi

left Jerusalem in 600 CE and sailed with his father Lehi and some others to avoid the destruction of their city.  Like Joe himself, Nephi
had two older brothers and three younger.  Nephi’s two older brothers, Laman and Lemuel, were evil-tempered and sinful so the Lord
cursed they and their descendants with red skin while Nephi and his pious younger brothers were thus ‘favoured by the Lord’ and begat
only white children.

And so it came to pass that two races grew up in America:  The Nephites, peaceful and domestic farmers, and the Lamanites,
bloodthirsty and idolatrous.  They fought intermittently for a thousand years.

The Nephites finally erected small forts throwing up banks of earth with timbers set up to the height of a man and then upon the
timbers they added a frame of pickets.  (An exact description of the Moundbuilder forts, of course.)  After each battle, the dead were
heaped up into piles and covered with a shallow covering.  (Thus explaining the mounds themselves!)

The largest mounds were those of the great final battle that utterly wiped out the Nephite race.
When Martin Harris came to cheque on Joe’s progress last February he was ecstatic when he learned of the details for Joe’s book

answered many of his own questions.  This, of course, is exactly what it was intended to do.  (Everybody wants to believe that the Indi-
ans are a remnant of the ten lost tribes anyway so there you go!)  This theory is especially popular among the clergy, including such
notables as William Penn, Roger Williams, Cotton Mather, and Jonathan Edwards.

As I got into the heart of Joe’s text it became increasingly obvious to me where the majority of his ideas had come from.  A good
portion of The Book of Mormon is directly, often word for word, plagiarized from a fairly popular book that we both read a couple of
years ago by a pastor named Ethan Smith out of Poultney, Vermont.  This book was titled View of the Hebrews; or the Ten Tribes of
Israel in America. The other Mr. Smith (was there conscious planning on Joe’s part in plagiarizing the work of a man who shared his
last name?) had managed to collect almost all of the results of a century’s worth of specious scholarship and had then combined this
with several of his own observations on the subject of the mounds.  He then added this to Caleb Atwater’s descriptions of the Ohio
mounds and Alexander Von Humboldt’s account of the ruins of Central America.  Then he combined all of it and mish-mashed a big
hodge-podge.

Enter Joseph Smith Jr.
Joe now comes along, takes the other Mr. Smith’s mish-mashed hodge-podge, remashes some mishes, unpodges a few hodges,

then adds an even larger mish-mash of his own hodge-podges combining it all into a big glorious swirlidy-bizydaloon!
And so it came to pass. The Book of Mormon came into being.
One glaring example of Joe’s plagiarism is where Ethan Smith excitedly describes copper breastplates with two buttons fastened to

the outside of each breastplate in resemblance of the ‘Urim and Thummem’, the ancient magic lots that miraculously blazed on the
ephod of the high priest of ancient Israel.  So of course Joe’s ‘seer stones’ through which he ‘sees’ the ‘translation’ of the Golden Bible
(Okay, I will capitalize Golden Bible now, since that is the proper name for it…) are referred to as the ‘Urim and Thummem’.

However, View of the Hebrews is merely bad scholarship.  I personally consider The Book of Mormon to be one of the great works
of creative fiction in all of human history.
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Martin Harris.  All his young life Joe has had the ability to draw unto himself whoever he needed to do whatever he needed to get
done.  Witness Emma.  Witness Josiah Stowel.  Witness Porter Rockwell.  Witness myself.

Martin Harris was form fitted for his rôle.  Round-faced and slightly bearded Martin’s sad, empty eyes blazoned his credulity like a
banner for all to see.  There was one drawback to Martin Harris though; Martin had a wife and Martin’s wife was not credulous.  She
was no quiet obedient wife either.

In fact it would not be exaggerating to state that Martin’s wife was quite vocal in expressing her opinions.  Not only that but Mrs.
Harris indulged this obscene behaviour even when her opinions differed from those of her husband!  In fact Lucy Harris not only loudly
voiced opinions that were in direct contradiction to those just expressed by her husband but Mrs. Harris seemed to save her most
incredibly rude demonstrations for just those occasions.  Not only that but she often saw fit to hurl personal insults toward Mr. Harris
and anyone else that could believe such ‘silly’ things into the bargain.

Among the countless and innumerable things that Mrs. Harris consigned to the category of ‘silly’ was any opinion held by any
person upon any subject that differed from her own opinion in any way whatsoever.  Joe spent many hours lamenting the fact that in
this modern enlightened age there are still fathers who are neglectful of their sacred duty to teach their daughters a woman’s proper
place.

Mrs. Harris’s habit of disagreeing with Mr. Harris was often embarrassing because she usually expressed her disagreement in a
very loud and piercing tone of voice — and Lucy Harris pretty much disagreed with every single opinion her husband ever dared to
utter even when that opinion was in agreement with an opinion just expressed by Lucy herself because Lucy Harris considered Martin
Harris to be a complete fool.

Joe often wondered how Martin could ever have picked such a woman.
I haven’t known very many geniuses but the three that I have known I have known well as they were my father my brother and Joe.

With all three of them it never ceased to amaze me that in spite of their incredible knowledge and insights there were yet large gaps in
their knowledge — and these gaps were often in seemingly obvious areas.  Even with Joe’s incredible insight into people there are some
aspects of their nature of which he appears to be completely ignorant.  I had sized up the nature of the relationship between Mr. and
Mrs. Harris within five minutes of meeting them.  Martin Harris did not pick Lucy; Lucy picked Martin Harris. She picked Martin
Harris for the same reason that Joe had picked him:  Martin was rich gullible and not very bright.  A powerful person could completely
dominate Martin and spend all of his money at the same time.

Lucy Harris quickly and accurately sized up Joe Smith as a fellow predator in her private hunting grounds.
And thus was the battle commenced.  The stakes were high.
For you see this holy battle was being fought for nothing less than the very soul (and consequently the very chequebook) of Martin

Harris!
Lucy Harris also quickly and accurately sized up Joe Smith as a highly polished professional at this game and she realized that

some sort of drastic measures might eventually be called for to deal with this dangerous new threat.  She nagged Martin incessantly
about every penny Martin spent on Joe’s endeavours — and when Lucy Harris nagged it was not an event to be ignored or taken lightly.

Finally, in a move to placate Lucy, Martin insisted that before laying down any money for publication costs that he must view for
himself the ‘golden plates from Heaven’.  Since the plates didn’t really exist Joe maintained his refusal to allow Martin to view them.
Martin then insisted upon seeing at least a copy of the original Hebrew characters in order that Martin may take them to experts for
validation.  I watched Joe as he considered Martin’s proposal.  I would have expected an arbitrary refusal to this request also but Joe
does not very often do what I expect him to do.  Rather than telling Martin Harris to kiss his fizoodliyay Joe instead got the ‘look’ and
when Joe gets the ‘look’ you know that his brain is dancing with some hot new mama of a scheme that’s going to rock their socks off!

Knowing the ‘look’ quite well, I eagerly awaited the arrival of Joe’s latest.
Slowly Joe said, “Well, Martin, you see — it’s not, er, — it’s not really in Hebrew.”
Both Martin and I eyed Joe eagerly; Martin eager for holy cosmic revelations from Heaven to be revealed to his lowly person;

myself eager to hear what sort of ingenious turkey-twaddle Joe had come up with this time with which to bamboozle the hapless Mr.
Harris.

“Actually…” said Joe, as his eyes lit up with that light that told me he had tried the idea out for size and found that it fit well
indeed, “…it is in Egyptian!”

Martin actually gasped.
I, however, found Joe’s pronouncement to be anti-climactic.  Egyptian?  Hebrew?  Schmeebrew?  So frigging what?  Knowing Joe,

though, I devoted further thought to the significance of the plates being inscribed in Egyptian rather than Hebrew.  Joe provided a
further clue when, his mind obviously racing as he quickly began noting the implications of whatever new scenario was playing out in
his head, he began weaving these implications into the cloth of his fabrication and said; “Yes — ancient Egyptian!  In fact — ancient
reformed Egyptian!”  Joe was triumphant.

My puzzled confusion grew deeper.  I looked at Joe and saw that not only was Joe looking right at me but that as usual he was
totally reading my mind.  He knew that I still didn’t get it and that I was desperately trying to figure it out.  He smiled his ‘devil’s grin’
(sorry, but there’s no other way to describe it.  Joseph Smith Jr. is the quintessential rogue) as he eagerly waited for me to clue in.  Joe
was eager for me to figure it out because I could then perform one of the main functions and rituals of our relationship, i.e., for me to
gasp in astonishment and then to stand in awe-struck wonder in the face of Joe’s brilliance and genius.  I racked my brain as eager to
figure it out as Joe was for me to figure it out for I too cherish my rôle in our friendship.  I tried to remember everything we had read
about the Egyptian language during our studies.  It was very ancient.  The Egyptians had one of the first truly large-scale civilizations in
all of history.  I remembered that the writing is called ‘hieroglyphics’.  I also remembered that most men of learning have been
completely unable to decipher them and that most of them say that they are forever completely indecipherable and that — wait!  That
was it! Forever completely indecipherable!
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I gasped in astonishment and then stood in awe-struck wonder in the face of Joe’s brilliance and genius.
Joe beamed.
‘Forever and completely indecipherable’ meant that no one would ever be able to actually read them!  Leave it to Joe to think of

something like that.
And do you think he’s just going to rest on his bummaroonario with that?  Not Joe!  As frosting on the cake Joe comes up with

‘reformed’ Egyptian thus assuring that even if inroads are ever made in deciphering Egyptian then reformed Egyptian is liable to really
confuse them!

The next day Martin Harris was happily on his way east to obtain scholarly endorsement of Joe’s ‘reformed Egyptian hieroglyph-
ics’.  Joe asked me to accompany Martin in case there was any disaster control duty that I could perform.  As it was the whole trip
turned out to be a complete disaster.  Fortunately Martin didn’t notice.

The first scholar on Martin’s top-ten list was Samuel L. Mitchell, who was Vice-President of Rutgers University and was reputed
to have an encyclopedia for a brain.  Martin typically picked one of the worst possible men as far as trying to gain any sympathy for the
‘Indians are lost Jews’ theory.  Mitchell is of that small and unpopular opinion that the Indians are descended from Mongolians who
migrated over on a land bridge during the ice age when the sea levels were lower yadda yadda yadda.

I presented this theory to Joe once explaining that it was popular among the learned and that they had a large body of evidence to
back up their beliefs.  Joe immediately dismissed it as useless, though.  Joe’s audience didn’t consist of learned professors back east but
superstitious woodsmen on the frontier.  Mongols were impossible for his audience to relate to.  But lost Jews!  This rang a chord that
resonated with their deepest passions!

Mr. Mitchell needed only to glance at Joe’s highly amateurish forgery to know it was a bunch of popydody.  However, Martin was
so insistent upon receiving a second opinion that, against his better judgment, Mr. Mitchell provided us with an introduction to Dr.
Charles Anthon, Professor of Greek and Latin at Columbia College.

Perhaps Mr. Mitchell thought he was being kind though I think it more likely that in the face of Martin’s pathological need to see
the Golden Bible verified Mr. Mitchell just didn’t have the personal courage to force Martin to face hard truths.

Perhaps Mr. Mitchell shared Joe’s need to make people feel good if he could even when it meant stretching the truth a little or
telling a fib or two.

Whatever.  We left with an introduction.
Professor Anthon didn’t bother with any pretty lies and obviously didn’t care if he hurt Martin’s feelings.  Professor Anthon told

Martin in plain unequivocal language that not only was Joe’s manuscript popydody but that it was poorly done and amateurish
popydody.

There has been a lot of controversy about what happened next and for several reasons I have never before revealed to anyone what
actually did happen which was this:  Martin Harris indulged in possibly the most incredible display of hearing what he wanted to hear
as opposed to what was actually being said that has probably ever been in all of history.  After Professor Anthon made his opinion quite
clearly known Martin asked, “But is any of it authentic Egyptian hieroglyphics?”

To his later regret Professor Anthon replied, “Yes, there are a few authentic hieroglyphics but they are mixed in with a bunch of
other nonsense and they do not make any sense whatsoever.  They are very obviously a bad forgery of some sort.”

But Martin had heard what he wanted to hear.  Martin Harris quickly returned post-haste to Manchester with the joyous news that
Professor Anthon of Columbia College had confirmed that Joe’s manuscript consisted of authentic Egyptian hieroglyphics.

Predictably Professor Anthon heard that his name was being used to back the authenticity of The Book of Mormon.  Predictably he
was outraged and published a violent rebuttal.  He not only denied that he had authenticated The Book of Mormon but he had seen fit to
add, and I quote:  “I became convinced that the whole ‘Golden Bible’ phenomenon was either a hoax upon the learned or a scheme to
cheat the farmer out of his money.”  End quote.



Martin Harris’s faith was now as solid as a rock though.  Martin nearly had a conniption fit when Joe pointed out that Martin had
fulfilled a biblical prophecy from Isaiah about ‘showing sealed books to learned men’.

When Martin heard of Professor Anthon’s denials he blithely said that the good Professor must have been bowing to political pres-
sure from Joe’s enemies.

Martin Harris moved to New Harmony to relieve Emma of the task of taking Joe’s dictation.  Mrs. Harris, frantic now lest her
husband give away his entire fortune, insisted upon accompanying him.  Her sole purpose in coming to New Harmony was to see the
golden plates.  She swore she would not leave until she had done so.  She stayed a fortnight.  She badgered relatives and neighbors.  She
searched the woods for signs of freshly dig soil.  She made our lives hell.  Emma was pregnant.  Joe was desperately poor.  The pres-
ence of this overwhelmingly offensive woman whom we could ill afford to offend was a nightmare.  Martin finally persuaded her to
leave and got to work on the dictation.

A month later Martin begged Joe to allow Martin to take the 116 pages that were now finished and show them to Lucy.  Joe flatly
forbade this.  Martin was very insistent though.  Joe had many other things on his mind. He was distracted both with the book and with
the fact that Emma’s pregnancy was not going well.  That is the only reason I can think of why Joe finally bowed to Martin’s pressure
and allowed him to take the manuscript home.

About a week after Martin left Emma had a stillborn son and for a week after that it was uncertain whether she would survive
herself.  It was an intense and scary time.  Finally, though, Emma pulled through.  Joe and I were visiting Emma in her room during her
convalescence when we suddenly realized that we had not heard from Martin in a long time.  Emma, now a True Believer, encouraged
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Joe to return to Palmyra and retrieve the precious manuscript.  Once again Joe and I found ourselves riding all the way across New
York State.



Our fears were not allayed when upon sight of us Martin broke down into tears and began crying repeatedly that his soul was lost.
Fearing the worst (that Martin had somehow lost or destroyed the pages) Joe tried to calm Martin down enough to receive a coherent
report of what had happened.  He finally succeeded in this endeavour only to discover that the fact of the matter was even much worse
than his worst fears:  Lucy Harris had stolen Joe’s manuscript.  She had hidden it somewhere and no force on earth could persuade her
to reveal its hiding place.

Now it was Joe’s turn to join Martin in breaking down in tears and crying that his soul was lost.
Joe told Martin to go search again.  Martin tearfully replied that he had already searched desperately for weeks.  He had ripped

open mattresses and pillowcases.  He had turned both his house and the surrounding woods over innumerable times.  He had begged
threatened and cajoled his wife repeatedly, all to no avail.  When Joe himself confronted Lucy Harris she laughed in his face and
taunted him saying, “If this be a divine communication, then the same being as revealed it to you can easily replace it!”

And of course, Lucy Harris had Joe by the short hairs and they both knew it.  It would be impossible to dictate the story again for
doing so would invite devastating comparisons.

My respect for Joe’s patience was increased dramatically by the fact that he did not strangle that evil woman until she was very
dead.  Since it has never turned up I think it is now safe to assume that Mrs. Harris actually destroyed it.  At the time it never occurred
to either one of us that anyone would ever actually do such a thing.

And understand that there was much more at stake here than just the manuscript itself.  To openly admit that the ‘golden plates’
were all just a product of his own dreams would forever destroy Emma’s faith in him for one thing and this was something he could not
and would not allow to happen under any circumstances of any sort or of any kind or in any way whatsoever.  It would mean the end of
Martin’s money and this was a condition that Joe was also loath to accept.  I’m sure visions of Isaac Hale’s probable reaction crossed
Joe’s mind.  Mr. Hale’s contempt would be all the more difficult to swallow because if the book scam fell through then Joe would
almost certainly be forced to depend upon Mr. Hale for a livelihood.  Joe would also thoroughly disgrace his family.  Joseph Sr. was
counting on sales from the book to prevent foreclosure on his farm since he had no money for the final payment.

Joe was entirely and completely way too far into the dream/fantasy world that he had created for himself to retreat now yet he
appeared to have painted himself into a corner.  I personally saw no way out of Joe’s dilemma except retreat and ignominious defeat.

However, I forgot to take into account a couple of Joe’s characteristic personality traits:  First, when things seem impossible is
when Joe Smith is at his best.  This is when the master magician proved his supernatural abilities; second, except as a temporary tactical
maneuver I have never seen Joseph Smith Jr. ever retreat from anything in his whole life.

True to character Joe did indeed come up with a solution to his dilemmas though when he announced his solution I found it to be
highly disturbing:  Joe stated that he was going to go look into the Urim and Thummem seeking a vision from God for a solution to his
problems.

Since we were alone at the time I waited for the punch line.  I waited in vain.  I intensified my regard of Joe and with a dawning
horror I realized that he wasn’t joking.  There was a look in his eyes that I had never seen before.  It was sort of desperate and exalted at
the same time.  He seemed confused yet simultaneously at peace.

This was a completely new thing.  The desperation of the situation had evidently triggered something in Joe that had never before
been triggered.  I had not the slightest clue of what that something was but I knew that it was big and scary and that nothing was ever
going to be the same ever again.  I sat in shocked frozen surprise.  I did not have even the slightest clue about even the most micro-
scopic hint of what to do or say or think or feel.  After years of non-stop surprises I had the feeling that Joe was about to spring the
mother of all surprises on me.  And I think I even had an inkling of what the nature of that surprise was going to be, though of course
our memory of the past is always tinted through the glass of the present.  I do know that I greeted Joe’s crazy pronouncement with
terror confusion and a long list of other negative emotions.  I said not one word.  I made not one move.  I blinked not one eyelash.
Upon seeing my reaction, Joe looked away in seeming embarrassment, as well he might.  He offered no further elaboration.  He joined
me in my silence.

Then we were silent some more.
Then we continued our silence, me staring at Joe in gape-mouthed wonder; Joe staring at the floor in — whatever it was he was in.
Finally, still without looking at me or saying a word, Joe suddenly got up and left the room.
I decided to go for a walk in the woods in order to try to make sense of this newest and strangest turn of events in this strange

twisty path upon which Joe was leading me.  As I walked by Joe’s study there sat Joe:  Alone completely still and holding his
frigoodlio-frapping hat over his jumbodlio-frupping face.
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Surprisingly (Actually, with Joe, it would be surprising if it wasn’t surprising!) my old friend Joe was waiting for me when I
returned from my walk.

But not really.  I could tell that something was different.  Some subtle dynamic had changed.

Plus, why was he so happy when he was still subject to the life-destroying blackmail of a woman who very thoroughly and
completely loathed and detested him?  (And this in addition to the fact that she just generally hated his guts and wished that Joe would
go suck on lizard-louie’s pitooglios in a certain portion of Joe’s mother’s anatomy that never experiences direct sunlight…)

His glowing happiness in the face of this mountain of woe seemed dangerously close to some sort of delusional mental escape
hatch that Joe had scrambled through in an effort to keep from going bananas.

Then Joe completely realized the very worst of my deepest fears.  He said:  “Jack!  I’ve had a revelation from the Lord!  He has
shown me a way out of my dilemma!”

My immediate thought was of an observation made once by Joe himself: That every time God starts talking to people, He seems to
have a habit of telling them whatever it was that they wanted to hear in the first place.

This was a joke!  That was the explanation!  Joe was playing me for a mark for some reason and he wanted me to play straight
man!  Then he would reveal the punch line we would have a good laugh and everything would be back like it always was!

Now knowing this I gladly played along:  “And what did you want the Lord to tell you,” I asked?
Of course even before I was done saying the words I realized that everything that I thought I knew about what was now going on

was completely wrong.  I immediately regretted my sarcasm.  I need not have.  Joe was so caught up in his fantasy world now that he
didn’t even notice.

I know Joe Smith.  I can tell when he is being real and when he is in his rôle.  I am often amazed that it is not as blatantly obvious
to others as it is to me.

This time, Joe was dead serious.  He honestly and truly believed that God had spoken to him.

It had finally happened.  Joe had finally overloaded his brain.  He’d gone over the edge.  ‘The mighty pillar hath fallen’!
The pressure had proved too much.  The writing of the book; Emma’s difficult pregnancy and even more difficult delivery; and

subsequent near-fatal convalescence; and the pressure from his father for money; Lucy Harris in general and her theft of the manuscript
in particular; it had proven too much too quickly.  Even superman Joe couldn’t handle this overwhelming avalanche of stress.

I wondered if Isaac Hale would be willing to help me pay for Joe’s institutionalization.

Then, Joe revealed to me the exact details of what the Lord’s revelation to him had been.

And it would seem that the Lord had come up with a very clever, very Joe Smith-like plan that completely flanked Lucy Harris,
and rendered moot the whole issue of the stolen manuscript…



As with many concepts born of genius it seemed simple and obvious in hindsight.
First, God forbade Joe from retranslating the already finished portion of the work.  The Almighty conveniently provided an expla-

nation for this prohibition:  It would seem that Satan (yes, the infamous Lord of Darkness Himself!  Ole’ Lucifer!  Captain of Legions
of Demons!  Lord of the Pits of Hades!  The ultimate ancient bogeyman of all bogeymen of all history that enduringly plots to wreak
pain and misery and death and suffering upon untold millions for unknown generations!  At whose doorstep can be laid all Evil of every
kind in the entire world!) yes, Satan Himself had taken a personal interest in The Book of Mormon! And upon the Dark Lord’s percep-
tion that it was an inspired work the Evil One now plotted to frustrate Joe’s efforts!

God had assured Joe that an altered version of the original translation would be published.  (It turns out the Lord was mistaken in
this instance for, as I said, the manuscript never did turn up).  But the Lord, in His infinite wisdom, had foreseen this contingency!  God
had prepared for Joe another set of plates!  The Almighty had even been thoughtful enough to make these new plates much smaller and
thus much easier to transport and to hide.

These new plates were to cover the exact same period of history as the original plates did.  Now, though, the point of view would
be that of Nephi.  (Nephi, if you will remember, was the son of Lehi, the original narrator.)

Yet another difference soon became apparent as I began reading the Revised Version:  The original story had been concerned
chiefly with the political aspects of ancient history.  This new version is what I can only describe as a biblical text and its content is
almost wholly religious…
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Seemingly everything between Joe and me was the same.  But it wasn’t.  I seemed the same.  Joe seemed the same.  But there were
no more behind the scene jokes.  No more secret looks shared between just the two of us.  Joe was completely swallowed by his fantasy
now.  He seemed to honestly believe that he was now translating the inspired word of God.

I awaited the inevitable calamity.  All reason says that you must accept reality, and that you just can’t continue to live in a fairy-
tale all your life.

However, reason does not seem to have too much to do with affairs surrounding Joseph Smith Jr.  We must always remember Joe’s
uncanny ability to turn his dreams into concrete reality…

April 6, 1830
Manchester, New York

I notice that my very last diary entry was an exhortation to you not to underestimate Joseph Smith Jr.  This is rather ironic since I
have spent a good portion of my life underestimating Joseph Smith Jr. and I continue to do so.  But how can I not?  As far as I know no
one in all of history has ever done the things that Joe is doing so how could anyone fail to be surprised?

There are a few things I would like you to know before I tell you what has happened.  First, I believe I have mentioned that fact
that not everyone is susceptible to Joe’s charms.  Isaac Hale and Lucy Harris’s reactions to Joe were merely radical examples of the
reactions of most people when they learn what Joe is all about.  I’ve also mentioned that those who do believe in Joe believe in him
very hard and that it’s generally one or the other.  Whether you think him a raving lunatic a slick con artist or a mouthpiece of God,
everyone has a strong opinion about Joe one way or the other.  Joe, meanwhile, does whatever he’s going to do seemingly oblivious of
the storms he leaves lying around behind him everywhere he goes.  And it’s like it was with his book; he doesn’t know that you can’t
make fantasy into reality so he does that too!

It all makes me wonder what else Joseph Smith Jr. doesn’t know that he can’t do.
The Book of Mormon has been published and it has caused the predictable storm of controversy.  In April of last year a young

schoolteacher from Palmyra who had been boarding with the Smiths named Oliver Cowdery replaced Martin as secretary.  Joe’s brother
Samuel accompanied Mr. Cowdery to New Harmony.  Samuel told Joe that Joe Sr. and Lucy had been evicted from their house and
were now staying with brother Hyrum.  Joe fell right back into his rhythm and the Revised Version of the Book of Mormon progressed
much more quickly than did the first.  In most ways it is much better than the first.  The new The Book of Mormon starts right out with a
murder and moves quickly from there to battles assassinations slaughter and bloodshed galore!  More than enough to make up for its
complete lack of humanity subtlety wit or style.  Joe’s prophets are always holy and in 2,000 years of history evidently there was not
one single harlot who ever said anything worth repeating.  Joe had a specific audience in mind and for them he had something for
everyone.  (Evidently, Joe’s audience didn’t include harlots.)

Irish immigrants who had been imported for the task were largely responsible for digging the Erie Canal.  Much to the consterna-
tion of the local Protestant natives a string of Catholic churches had sprung up all across western New York as a result and anti-Catholic
feeling was at fever pitch.  In The Book of Mormon the prophet Nephi says that in the last days of America the scourge of the land
would be ‘that great and abominable church!  That whore of all the earth whose foundation is the Devil!’  Nephi also accused the Cath-
olics of ‘desiring gold and silver and the silks and the scarlets and the fine-twined linen and the precious clothing and the harlots.’  (We
will assume the Catholics did not desire the harlots for their conversational skills.)

So the word is out on the Catholics!  It says so right in The Book of Mormon!
And at the same time that Joe was writing his book western New York was being rocked by a murder mystery/political intrigue

that quickly convinced a good part of the citizenry that the Republic was in mortal danger.  This convincing was convincingly
conducted with great alacrity by the newspapers.

You see, at the time there were no monarchists or dictators in any positions of power.  No foreign powers were threatening our
borders, and the Catholics, while an insidious threat if left unchequed, were nonetheless an insignificant minority with little clout or
political influence.  The Erie Canal had indeed made everyone rich and the economy was booming.

In other words, the newspapers were having difficulty finding any subjects to keep the citizenry fearful afraid and up in arms.
Happy contented people don’t buy newspapers and when they don’t buy newspapers then their thoughts emotions and opinions are not
subject to the control of said newspapers and since there are certain very powerful persons who depend upon the newspapers to control
and manipulate the thoughts emotions and opinions of the masses then this situation was unacceptable.

And so the newspapers exposed/created the latest threat to your security/danger to the republic:  The Freemasons!

The story originally came into print back in ’26 just before Joe started writing his books and the controversy rages on to this day!
Imagine!

A group of masked men beat the owner of a printing press and then destroyed the press itself.  In the press office the raiders
discovered fresh proofs of a new book by a man named William Morgan which exposed all of the secret rites and oaths of Freemasonry.
A few days later Mr. Morgan was secretly abducted and clandestinely transported to Palmyra.  Here he received a confidential mock
trial, was found guilty without anyone knowing about it, and then furtively transported to Fort Niagara on the Canadian border with no
one the wiser.

And if anyone knows what happened to him after that then it’s a secret.
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Destroying printing presses and mocking due process are two acts guaranteed to inflame the passions of the newspaper reading
public as the newspapers are well aware.  Since Freemasons secretly own most of the newspapers in the United States they know that
the public’s perception of them is that of a super-cryptic organization of ultra-rich Easterners and Europeans who are secretly plotting to
take over the world and then seize all of the wealth of the common man.  And so, knowing that bad publicity was just as good if not
better than good publicity and with a sense of humorous irony that must have occasioned many laughs and knowing looks down at the
secret Freemason’s lodge the Freemasons secretly launched the anti-Freemason campaign.

The trial of five of our prominent Canandaigua County Masons for the murder of Mr. Morgan was grist for their secret mill.  Since
William Morgan’s body had never been found it was difficult to prove that he had even been murdered much less that the deed had
been done by these men.  Three of the men were acquitted and the other two received sentences of less than a year.

This was highly successful in further inflaming anti-Masonic feeling.  These sentiments were then even further enhanced and fed
by sensationalist lurid headlines of Masonic perfidy.  More trials in February.  More acquittals.  More newspapers.  More fear.  More
rage.  Ancient forgotten suicides were dug out of old newspaper files and lo and behold!  The Freemasons were found to have murdered
all of them!  The Freemasons used the skulls of their victims as tankards at their lodge meetings!  Churches dismissed pastors who
would not denounce Freemasonry.  Deacons who would not renounce their membership were forbidden the sacrament.  Since the Presi-
dent was a prominent Mason anti-Jacksonians saw a chance to form a new political alliance and the Anti-Masonic Party was born.
(Secretly run by the Freemasons, of course!)  Most of our local newspapers tried to stay objective at first but I guess they were pres-
sured by whomever it is that pressures newspapers and they soon joined the bandwagon.  The local Masonic lodge was forced to
disband.  More trials in ’28.  More acquittals.  More public outrage.  The sheriffs who chose the juries and the judges who pronounced
sentences were accused of being secret Freemasons.  Newspapers that refused to denounce Freemasonry were attacked for mocking free
speech.

Anyway, I mention all of this because Joe, never one to pass an opportunity, could hardly pass this one by.  The anti-Masonic
movement lent a certain prestige and honour to the previous political backwater and socially déclassé locale of western New York.
The Book of Mormon started describing the ‘Gadianton’ band, a secret society of ultra-powerful people who secretly plotted to take
over the world and seize all the wealth of the common man.  The Gadiantons had oaths for fraternal protection that exactly paralleled
those of the Masons.  And of course, the Gadiantons avowed aim was the overthrow and destruction of the benevolent democratic
Nephite government.  And for The Book of Mormon as well as for the newspapers anti-Gadiantontry was almost as effective at stirring
the passions of western New York.  Up until the introduction of the Gadiantons The Book of Mormon tends to contain a lot of preach-
ing.

After the Gadiantons show up though, things really get to rocking!

I just sometimes find myself wishing that Joe or God or whoever the bididilydoodily wrote The Book of Mormon had listened to
the criticism of an English scholar concerning the prose.  The sentences are all hacked up and punctuated in a very strange manner.  (I
guess it makes it seem more esoteric or something, but it also makes for difficult reading.)  Innumerable repetitions of repetitious things
that he already said three times being repeatedly repeated over and over again and then a couple of more times on top of that doesn’t
help either.  (And thus do I, the great Jackson Beebe Mooreman, who has never created much of anything, criticize a work I have
already conceded to be one of the greatest works of fiction in all history.)  (But give me a break!  He says ‘…and so it came to pass’ at
least 2,000 times!  It sometimes seems as you read The Book of Mormon that fully half the sentences begin with the word ‘and’!)

Aaaaaaaanyway, if I may quote The Book of Mormon; “And so it came to pass, [Please note the fact that all future reference in this
journal to the phrase ‘and so it came to pass’ shall henceforward be abbreviated to ‘ASICTP’], that they did have their signs, yea, their
secret signs, and their secret words; and this that they might distinguish a brother who had entered into the covenant, that whatsoever
wickedness his brother should do, he should not be injured by his brother, nor by those who did belong to his band, who had taken this
covenant; and thus they murder and plunder and steal and commit whoredoms, and all manner of wickedness, contrary to the laws of
their own country, and also to the laws of their God.”

I don’t know if you noticed, but that was all one sentence.

And it revealed yet another great mystery!  Yep!  Joe had figured it out!  Just like the Masons the Gadiantons claimed to have
derived their secrets from Tubal Cain; the Gadiantons were secret Masons themselves!

Boring from within the Gadiantons managed to bring about the murder at different times of four democratic champions of the
Nephite people. In the end the Gadianton/Masons precipitated the great final war of extermination fought near Hill Cumorah.

The Book of Mormon contains every truth and every error that has been discussed or written about in western New York in the last
ten years. The Book of Mormon has decided once and for all every controversy of our age!  Infant baptism!  Ordination!  The trinity!
The fall of man!  Repentance!  Atonement!  Transubstantiation!  Fasting!  Penance!  Church government!  Resurrection!  Eternal
punishment!  Freemasonry and Republican government!  You got a question?

Yet, it would seem that Joe or God or whoever would have benefited from a couple of history and geography lessons. The Book of
Mormon has Jesus being born in Jerusalem.  (How could the Almighty forget where His own Son was born?  Shame on Him!)
According to The Book of Mormon ol’ John did his baptizing thang in the village of Bethabara.
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Joe and/or God seem to have been completely ignorant of the local flora and fauna of the New World also. The Book of Mormon
has ancient America peopled with horses swine sheep cattle and asses when it is common knowledge that Columbus found this land
devoid of those species. The Book of Mormon also has the Nephites harvesting wheat and barley.

But as I said, The Book of Mormon wasn’t written for scholars.

ASICTP that things got weirder.

Since Joe and God were such good buddies these days the next logical step was to start a church.  Oliver Cowdery was upset
because Joe wasn’t ordained though, and Mouthpiece of the Almighty or not Joe had no earthly authority to found a church.  They
argued about it for several hours and finally concluded that they should fast for several hours, and then go into the woods and pray for
an answer.

Oliver Cowdery is an intelligent and down to earth young man who was not given to strong emotion — yet he returned from the
woods that day in an exalted state saying that he had had a vision from Heaven.  Oliver claimed that God had personally told Oliver that
it was cool for Joe to start a church because John the Baptist was conferring upon them the true Hebraic Priesthood of Aaron.

Then, God had ordered Oliver and Joe to baptize each other.

And thus began what I can only describe as an age of miracles among Joseph Smith Jr. and his ever-increasing number of ever
more loyal followers.



To my utter amazement more and more ‘pilgrims’ from further and further away began appearing in the area seeking out the new
‘Prophet of Palmyra’.  Joe’s patrons actually began to have rivalries about who gave the most of his earthly possessions over to Joe!

The Mormons are definitely a turn-the-other-cheek kind of crowd.  They had no weapons to speak of — which was fortunate; had
any Mormons actually fired upon this vastly superior force I’m quite sure these men would not have hesitated one little bit to butcher
the whole lot of us.

Quite sure!
As it was they were content merely to pull the roofs off all the homes loot and/or burn all the personal property and very thor-

oughly terrorize the people.  When Electa Rockwell protested the destruction of her personal property one of the mobbers held a long
wicked looking knife in front of her face and said, “Get the hell from under foot or it’s this across the throat!”

Porter seethed.

They flogged and clubbed both Porter’s brother-in-law and neighbor. David Whitmer’s wife was pulled from her home by her hair
even as said home was demolished around her.

It was the beginning of an eight-day nightmare of blood and carnage that has now ended on the banks of the Missouri River with
the dazed beaten bleeding cowed survivors fleeing for their lives.



I was soon to learn that this was the latest in a steadily escalating series of disagreements between the ‘Saints’ as the Mormons are
now calling themselves, and their Missouri neighbors.

I could list all of the incidents in order, but instead, I will summarize a story that is by now becoming all too familiar.

Soooooo, ladies and gentlemen, here is:



Dana Walker

46

#10The Mormons take over everything!
Once the Mormons move in, they’re instantly building cities, planting fields, and gaining an economic and political stranglehold on
the area.

#9The Mormons always act like they’re better than everyone else!
Mormons treat non-Mormons with open contempt, and feel no compulsion whatsoever against stating their commonly held belief
that the Mormons are going to inherit all of the property of all the ‘Gentiles’ as soon as the Millennium takes place.

#8The Mormons always actually are better than everyone else!
The fact that they actually are better at everything than everyone else makes the fact that they act like they’re better than every-
one else even more unforgivable.  Their haughty superiority is enough to infuriate all that lack the patience of Jesus.

#7The Mormons are northerners in a slave-holding state!
Missouri was already in the middle of incredibly violent clashes between pro and anti-slavery forces even before the arrival of the
Mormons.  Several hundred Yankees suddenly showing up in their county could have done nothing but to seriously alarm the
already embattled slave-owners of Jackson County and greatly exacerbate an already explosive situation.

#6The Mormons get all the girls!
This is a factor that, to my knowledge, no other student of Mormon-bashology has ever before explored, but one that I personally
feel to be significant.  Like its founder, the Church of Jesus Christ seems to have great appeal to women. (Perhaps those factors
are linked?)  In most frontier towns, men outnumber women by a significant majority.  The opposite is true in Mormon colonies.
Under the best of circumstances if one group of men sees another group of men hogging all the girls, a lot of jealousy and anger
is inevitable.  Missouri in 1833 is not the best of circumstances.  The have-nots in this particular case are a bunch of ignorant
hate-filled outcasts who seek a scapegoat for their sorry conditions.

#5The Mormonswant to be persecuted!
The Mormons definitely have a persecution complex.  They seem to always do exactly the thing most guaranteed to incite their
neighbors to violent reprisal.  Like Joe, it seems to feed some need in them. (Seeking persecution is an activity that virtually never
proves arduous or unsuccessful.)

#4The Mormons are blasphemers!
Mormon presumption is very hard for pious non-Mormons to stomach.

#3Mormon bashing is family fun!
Mormon bashing provides a great method for bonding with your son as you teach him the finer arts of hatred and bigotry!

#2Mormon bashing is profitable!
When you bash Mormons, you get to take everything that they own without paying for it!  As you can imagine, this can provide a
big boost to the bottom line, and it’s a great way to stretch the family budget during those tight periods at the end of the month!

#1The Mormons are there!
Ya know, like the mountain!
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The match that actually set the kindling to the ‘Jackson County War’ was the printing in the Mormon paper The Evening and
Morning Star in Independence of specific and detailed advice to free blacks who might wish to join the Mormon Church and immigrate
to Missouri.  The column described in detail how to get around Missouri’s stringent requirements for free blacks immigrating to their
state.

Of course the main reason that Missouri had such stringent requirements about free blacks immigrating to their state was because
the vast majority of Missourians absolutely positively didn’t want any free blacks immigrating to their state.

Mr. W.W. Phelps, the editor of The Evening and Morning Star, evidently had no clue of the intensity of passion that his article
would unleash amongst thousands of paranoid slavers as he asked them to contemplate the spectacle of hundreds of free niggers
descending upon their county.  This was almost the worst nightmare that these men could imagine.  The only one that could possibly be
worse was exactly the one that Mr. Phelps asked them to consider:  Hundreds of Mormon niggers descending upon their county.

This was a call to arms!
The storm that he had unleashed evidently took Mr. Phelps completely by surprise.  He issued a complete retraction two days later.

It would seem that his plainly worded article of two days before had been misunderstood!  If you read the article a certain way with a
big spin and ignored a couple of lines here and there then added a little creative imagination fueled by a strong desire to read that article
in that certain way you could almost make the article sound like it was discouraging free blacks from immigrating to Missouri!

This spineless, hypocritical wimp out was given all the respect that it deserved:  Mr. Phelps was tarred and feathered and his press
was destroyed.

(An interesting note here was the fact that for the first time in American history the rest of the country’s newspapers did not
condemn this destruction of the holy Printing Press!  They must really hate the Mormons!)

It occurs to me that some who read these words might be from less civilized and/or more backwards cultures where the act of
tarring and feathering your fellow human beings is not practiced.  Allow me to illustrate its charms:  First, the feathers are gingko-
gobulas.  The feathers are merely decoration, and provide a minor annoyance whilst removing the tar.  The tar! That’s the thing!  Espe-
cially said act of removal.  You see, the tar is thick, sticky glue.  It sticks to the skin.

You must peel it off slowly taking several layers of skin with it.
Generally the most popular mode of application is to cover the tarrees’ entire body from head to toe including hair.  Removing it

means quite literally skinning yourself alive.  If they’re particularly sadistic they will glue your eyes shut.  If they’re especially particu-
larly really sadistic and if they really really don’t like you a whole lot they will mix acid in with the tar thus greatly exacerbating both
the pain and the skin irritation.  Since our proud tradition of tarring and feathering also generally includes a free ride to the city limits
whilst tied very uncomfortably to a rail and then being dumped naked and penniless on the side of the road and wondering just exactly
what direction you’re going to take with your life now then the removal of the tar usually required you to skin yourself yourself by
yourself with no clothes and no tools often in the dark and often in inclement weather.

Don’t try this at home kids!

As far as the situation in Missouri was concerned it didn’t matter a gnat’s noony what Mr. Phelps said at this point anyway; the
poodliation had already hit the threshing machine.  The kindling had already been burning and the logs had already been laid. When
Mr. Phelps opened the damper the fire sprang into instant violent life glowing with the intensity and heat of a bonfire.  Trying to shut
the damper again at that point didn’t and never would have accomplished a single foodly on a beedifada’s gorgruntua.  I heard a Gentile
attorney named Hugh L. Brazeale boast that he would wade up to his knees in gore to drive the Mormons from Missouri.

In Missouri, though, I once again noticed the old phenomena of our enemies secretly being our best friends.  (Secret from both
sides as from the way everyone acts Joe and I seem to be the only two aware of the phenomena!)  This time the Missourians provided
the service of driving away the weak Saints making the strong ones much stronger more dedicated and twice as determined as they had
previously been.  The outrages of the Jackson County War also heralded a radical new shift in Mormon policy as pertaining to diplo-
matic relations with Gentiles:  Mormon experience with the Missourians had quickly taught them that when you turned the other cheek
to a Missourian, they not only gleefully slapped that cheek also but then they carnally assaulted your daughter shot your son in the head
burned and/or stole all of your personal belongings and pulled the roof off of your house.

All of this as a prelude to tarring and feathering you.
Oh, they certainly know how to party hearty, do these Missourians!  (Or ‘Pukes’ as we now affectionately refer to them as.)
Some ‘Saints’ were beginning to become rather upset with the ‘Pukes’ over their rude display of inhospitality.

Some militantly so…

Among those experiencing upset over the incredibly bad manners being displayed by the old Missouri settlers was young Orrin
Porter Rockwell.



You may remember previous descriptions of childhood Porter?  From Manchester?  Shy?  Clumsy?  Unsure?  Hands like a girl’s?
High squeaky voice?  Not stupid, but not very bright either?  Always running around Joe’s feet like a cute little puppy dog?  Do you
remember him?
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I remembered him quite well.  I always quite liked Porter.  He was loyal.  He was honest.  He didn’t lie cheat or steal.  He had a
very non-abrasive personality.  Where he used to be like a cute puppy-dog running around Joe’s feet he also had all the charm of a cute
little puppy-dog running around Joe’s feet.  He was always just a nice polite and easy to get along with kind of guy.

Well, Porter’s changed a little.
Porter himself, probably aware of the image that I had of him, graphically displayed the new Porter Rockwell to me himself shortly

after the insanity in Jackson County died down.  If Porter Rockwell as a youth was like a cute puppy-dog fawning for attention Porter
Rockwell as a young adult has grown into a highly dangerous fighting dog fawning for attention…

Shortly after the end of the Jackson County War Porter informed me that he wished to show me something out in the woods.  He
seemed uncomfortable with whatever it was.  Porter knew that I was Joe’s best friend and I figured that he was probably redirecting
some of the father feelings that he had toward Joe and bestowing them upon me.  I accompanied the young man into the woods to hear
what was troubling him.

At length we came to a clearing.  (An admittedly short length since western Missouri consists of more clearing than wood.)  Here
he stopped and obviously suffering from some deep confusion of the soul Porter Rockwell hesitantly asked me, “Jack, if God gives you
some special talent — if He creates you to be real good at something — doesn’t that mean you’re beholden to use that talent in the
Lord’s service?”

Boy!  And I was afraid that he was going to give me a hard one!  Diffidently donning my new mantle of Spiritual Guide to
confused young Mormons, I confidently assured him that, yes, he was absolutely correct!  If he had an abundance of some sort of
unusual talent and if it was a talent that could be put to the Lord’s service then it was indeed his bound and sacred duty to put that talent
to work glorifying the Lord and His Church.

Joe would have been proud.  It was a nice, safe answer.  It was one of those all-purpose good-for-any-occasion types of answers,
right?  In almost any conceivable situation with almost any conceivable young man it was the absolutely correct answer to give when
confronted with that particular question, right?

In a moment I quickly began to have very intense and serious doubts about the wisdom of giving that particular advice to this
particular man at that particular time when he asked that particular question.

“Do you have a silver dollar?” asked Porter.
Considering that we were about as far from anywhere as we could be while still yet actually remaining anywhere at all and consid-

ering that the closest place to spend a silver dollar was Independence and considering that the whole countryside between here and
Independence was infested with heavily armed lunatics who had declared open season on Mormons I said the only logical thing to say;
I said, “Yes, Porter.  Of course I have a silver dollar.”

I fished said coin from my pocket but when I attempted to hand it to Porter he didn’t take it.  Instead he said, “Jack, see that rock
over there?”

I directed my gaze in the indicated direction and immediately located the indicated rock with said gaze. The rock was sitting
approximately thirty feet away.  When it was apparent to Porter that said gaze was firmly locked upon the indicated rock Porter
instructed me to hurl my silver dollar and try to hit the rock with it.

Oh, I see!  I was confused there for a minute but now it all makes perfect sense!
I did the only logical thing to do; I hurled the said coin at the indicated rock in the indicated manner.
Almost simultaneously I heard a gunshot and I saw my coin suddenly disappear in mid-air.  It took me a few moments to figure out

that Porter had produced a firearm from somewhere and that he had shot my coin.  Since I found this a most astonishing thing for Porter
to have done I could think of nothing to say so that was exactly what I said.  My previously said gaze was still locked upon the previ-
ously indicated rock because the owner of said gaze (me) didn’t know what else to do with it.

Then, Porter said, “You got two bits?”
I hesitated.  Said gaze was beginning to burn a hole in the indicated rock.  Porter explained, “So you’ll know it ‘twernt no acci-

dent.”
And so, much warier this time, I fished the much smaller indicated coin out of my pocket and once again hurled it in the indicated

manner at the indicated rock.
Almost simultaneously I heard a gunshot and saw my coin disappear in mid-air.
Again I contemplated the rock.  It was now obvious that some sort of comment was called for.  “Nice shooting, Port,” was all I

could come up with.
Porter mumbled thanks.
I never even remembered Porter Rockwell owning a gun.  “How long you had the gun, Port?”
“Bought it this morning.”
With mounting concern I asked, “Where did you learn to shoot like that?”
Porter justified my concern: “I taught myself this morning.”
So.  Porter Rockwell is a prodigy shootist.
I finally looked at Porter.  I could almost physically see the changes occurring.  Right before my eyes Porter Rockwell was trans-

forming from a shy insecure kid into the ruthless bane of the Missouri Puke mobber.  The little kid in Porter was afraid of what was
happening — but simultaneously the adult was exalted.

“Jack,” said Porter, “the Lord giving me this talent — the Lord picking this particular time to reveal it to me — the Lord must want
me to fight back, right?”

I didn’t know what to say.  The thought of these sweet innocents squaring off for battle against the sort of hard merciless cruel men
that I had seen trashing Blue River earlier was not a pleasant one.
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But I had already buried myself.  I couldn’t just unsay what I had just said.  And besides, Porter was obviously right.  The fact that
God in His infinite wisdom saw fit to provide Porter Rockwell with uncanny and inhuman marksmanship abilities and the fact that the
Lord Almighty in His depthless compassion saw fit to choose this particular moment in history to reveal Porter’s ‘gift’; well, if you
subscribe to the theory that God is there and that He is mucking around with reality and making things happen then His message to
Porter could not have been more clear had the Creator decided to send him a telegram.

It would seem that God had provided Porter with a special dispensation that allowed him to become an exception to the ‘turn the
other cheek’ rule.

In my memory I recalled the Puke mobbers.  They were arrogant cruel vulgar insulting men who thoroughly enjoyed the terror and
madness that they created.  They seemed to actually feed off it.  I remembered watching them ruthlessly shoot an unarmed bedridden
seriously ill man in the head.  I remembered the incredibly vile insults that they had heaped upon Porter’s beloved mother.  I remem-
bered the gleeful savagery that they displayed as they stomped Porter’s neighbor nearly to death.  I thought of the brave idealistic naïve
innocent beautiful young Mormon girls who had been so viciously assaulted by these men.  I remembered the brave idealistic naïve
Mormon wives crawling on hands and knees through the dark screaming and crying desperately as they sought out lost husbands and
sons even as their lives burned behind them.  I remembered the insanity that these men had wrought.  The horror.  The complete and
utter devastation of so many lives.  Of so many souls.  Of so many hearts.  I remembered the sheer utter joy with which these men
committed these atrocities.  How they laughed.  Their cruel vicious vulgar jokes.  The more the girls screamed the more excited they
became.

Then Porter pointed out the cruelest irony of the situation: “And we never done ‘nuthin!  We was just trying to live our lives!”

And as I looked at Porter Rockwell; as I saw the look in his eyes and contemplated the marksmanship display that he had just
demonstrated; I thought I felt — almost — not really, but maybe deep down way inside just about — in spite of all the things that I had
just remembered — I thought that I detected just an infinitesimally insignificant barely noticeable little itty-bitty ghost of the smallest
fraction of a very tiny trace of pity and sympathy for the Missouri Pukes…



There is one Puke, though, that no Mormon has any pity or sympathy for whatsoever. It would seem that the Puke mobbers have
official sanction all the way up to the state house.  For some reason that I have never learned Lilburn Boggs, the Lieutenant Governor of
the State of Missouri, is a most rabid of Mormon haters.  He publicly gloats over our discomfiture and encourages the mobbers in their
depredations.  Lilburn Boggs has become the Nero of the Mormons.  He is now the hated symbol of unjust and unjustified persecution.

And Porter Rockwell was far from being the only Saint who was now adopting a military bent of thought.
As I already knew quite well.
Two days before my conversation with Porter I had already had the satisfaction of personally participating in providing a demon-

stration to the Pukes the new Mormon policy for dealing with father-buggers and mother-stabbers.
David Whitmer was the son of Joe’s patrons from the Fayette, New York days.  During the assault on Blue River Mr. Whitmer’s

wife had been drug out of their home by her hair just before the house itself was destroyed.
David Whitmer was a very pissed off young man.
On Monday November 4th during the height of the Jackson County War I found myself in the pre-dawn hours on top of a hill with

David Whitmer.  About thirty other heavily armed Mormons accompanied us.

We were looking for Pukes.

This was a completely new thing for Mormons to do.  We had never violently attacked anyone in any way before.  Many of the
Saints looked to me as a sort of spokesperson for Joe.  While they didn’t come right out and ask for my official sanction in Joe’s name
the fact that I personally accompanied them on this mission served basically the same purpose — while still leaving Joe an avenue of
‘plausible deniability’.  (Wow, that’s a handy phrase!  Maybe I should copyright it!)  (I’m learning this politics game!)

And actually I’m quite sure that Joe would be quite horrified if he knew what we were up to right at this moment.

But Joe hadn’t been at Blue River.

Suddenly, we saw a group of about thirty men moving through the hollow below us.  Closer inspection revealed them as a group of
fellow Mormons though.  They were evidently on their way to relieve our besieged brethren in the Blue River District.  David was
about to send a rider to invite them to join us when, to our horror, we saw a group of about sixty heavily armed mobbers proceeding
from Blue River!  And they were on a collision course with our compatriots!  The Pukes were obviously prepared ready and anxious for
battle.  (We later learned that the Pukes knew of the existence of this small group of reinforcements and that they were seeking them
out.)

There was no way that we could join our comrades before they collided with the mobbers as they were too far away.  Several of
our men were ready to charge pell-mell down the hill anyway but David restrained them; David Whitmer had a more covert plan of
action in mind…
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Wisely upon espial of a larger force of men who possessed vastly superior arms the other contingent of Saints scattered through the
woods like quail.  The Missourians began trying to find them.  They began dragging Mormon women from surrounding households and
threatening both they and their children with torture and death unless they revealed the whereabouts of their quarry.  So preoccupied
and confident were these mobbers that they didn’t even see us until we were almost upon them…

For the rest of my life I will always remember with great satisfaction the looks on the faces of the Pukes when they saw us coming.

En-masse one and al, their expressions were the quintessential essence of every stereotype of shock amazement dismay disbelief,
and fear — every adverb that you may be able to find in the most comprehensive thesaurus listing synonyms for unpleasant surprise.

As we descended upon the Missourians (issuing forth with blood-curdling screams of our own now that we were spotted) (by the
way, I learned from this experience that the purpose of the obligatory ‘blood-curdling scream’ that is always issued when one large
group of human beings descends upon another large group of human beings with the intent of slaughtering them is not only to inspire a
feeling of terror and hopelessness upon those about to be butchered, but that it also serves the purpose of providing an emotional vent
for the attacker to relieve his utter terror and feeling of disbelief that he is actually doing such an insane thing to do.)  (Possibly, with
repeated exposure to the experience, it would be possible to become blasé about descending upon people and butchering them, but give
me a break!  This was my first time!)

Anyway, where was I?  Oh, yes:  As we were descending upon the shocked Missourians and as I screamed my head off in order to
inspire a feeling of terror and hopelessness in the people that I was about to butcher and in order to vent my own terror and disbelief
that I was actually doing such an insane thing to do I noted that our screams seemed to be achieving at least one of their desired effects:
The Pukes seemed to be so overcome with feelings of terror and hopelessness that they all just froze wherever they happened to be into
whatever position they happened to be in and watched us coming in gape-mouthed wonder.  The other desired effect of the scream
totally failed to materialize though:  I was still terrified, and I was still disbelieving that I was actually doing such an insane thing to do.

But still, I did it.
We continued to charge.  We continued to scream.  They motionlessly continued to watch our approach.

After all, these were the wimpy turn-the-other-cheek Mormons!  The same people who wordlessly accepted the most outrageous of
outrages and did nothing about it!

Maybe they thought we wouldn’t really do it.  Perhaps they believed we would all pull up at the last second and laugh and say it
was all just a big joke ha ha ha!

Finally at least one of the Pukes realized that this wasn’t a joke at all.  They were actually being attacked by a large force of armed
Mormons.

Above our screams I distinctly heard one of the mobbers yelling to his comrades, “Fire!  Fire, goldurn it!”
This provoked a desultory scattering of shots from the disheartened Missourians that didn’t hit anyone.
This in turn provoked a withering fusillade from our ranks which succeeded in felling several of their number.
Like most bullies who run in packs and/or pin badges onto their shirts these men were actually very cowardly human beings.  They

vastly prefer dominating people of a weak and helpless nature than actually fighting a fair fight with anyone.
With curses yelps and various other expressions of alarm and deep concern the Missourians, as one, evidently decided that they

wished to be as far away from this place as they could possibly be as quickly as they could possibly get there.  They promptly began
taking hurried measures to implement this decision.

Later, as we inspected the corpses of our successfully butchered Pukes, I noted with conscious irony that one of the dead was none
other than Hugh L. Brazeale, the Gentile attorney who had previously boasted that he would wade up to his knees in gore.

I further noted with further conscious irony that Mr. Brazeale was indeed covered up to his knees in gore.

I am finding that with the macabre sense of humour that seemingly possesseth our Lord it is probably very wise to think very care-
fully about what you wish for before you wish for it.

Mr. Brazeale, for instance, obviously forgot to specify exactly whose gore that he wished to wade in.

Bummer for him.



So, one thing led to another as things tend to do and I watched as the Missouri mobbers created a Mormon monster.  Like some
demented Svengali, they took a peace-loving bunch of farmers and converted them into vengeful paranoid armed fanatics…

Three prominent Mormons had been jailed in Independence.  They were in jail because they had caught a thief stealing from one of
their stores.  When they took the thief to the magistrate, the magistrate jailed the Mormons for false imprisonment of the thief.  Mobs
threatened our jailed brethren.  A huge bear of a man named Lyman Wight organized over 200 Mormons to ride to Independence. On
the outskirts of town, the Mormon volunteers encountered a troop of Missouri militia under command of Colonel Thomas Pitcher.
Lyman Wight is an honourable, if naïve man.  Mr. Wight thought that Colonel Pitcher’s militia had come to arrest the mobbers for
attacking the Saints.  Lyman figured that the word of Colonel Pitcher was the word of a gentleman.  Lyman Wight didn’t think that a
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man trusted with as much authority as that possessed by Colonel Pitcher would baldly lie to his face, or make false promises.  From his
subsequent actions, it is clear that Mr. Wight was unaware that Colonel Pitcher was a close personal friend of Lieutenant-Governor
Boggs, or that the Colonel was deeply involved in Governor Boggs’s plots to rid the entire state of all Mormons.  Mr. Wight was obvi-
ously completely incognizant of the fact that Colonel Pitcher was one of the signers of a manifesto circulating at the time demanding
that the Mormons immediately leave Missouri.  At the end of this manifesto, the Missourians had warned: ‘Those who fail to comply
with these requisitions should be referred to those of their brethren who have the gifts of divination, and of unknown tongues, to inform
them of the lot which awaits them’.

Bloodthirsty, ignorant, savage murderers they may be, but at least they have a sense of humour about it…

Anyway, Mr. Wight believed Colonel Pitcher when Colonel Pitcher said that our compatriots had already been released from jail.
Mr. Wight also believed Colonel Pitcher’s assurances that if the Mormons would lay down their arms, then the Colonel would see to it
that the Missouri mobbers followed suit, and some kind of reasonable compromise could then be negotiated between the warring
parties.

Colonel Pitcher spoke with convincing warmth and sincerity, and said exactly the words that the Mormons most wanted to hear.
They had never wanted this war.  They had gone to unbelievable lengths to prevent it, in fact.  This force of volunteer farm boys repre-
sented the desperate final efforts of a cornered animal to save its very life.

Disarmament.  Negotiation.  Music to the ears of Lyman Wight.  (As I’m sure was anticipated by he who said the words.)

The Mormons gladly disarmed.

The Missourian mobbers even more gladly didn’t.

Mr. Wight obviously failed to take into account that behind a masque of reasonable civility, Colonel Pitcher was actually a socio-
pathic bigot who considered Lyman Wight to be a deluded fanatic.  Mr. Wight possibly could not conceive that such a man would
blithely tell a bald-faced lie, like telling us our friends were out of jail when actually they weren’t.  Or that Colonel Pitcher could do this
without feeling a prick of conscience, or the smallest bit of guilt.  Mr. Wight was surely unaware that a man such as Colonel Pitcher
would feel absolutely no obligation whatsoever to honour any promise made to any such sub-human scumbag as a Mormon.

As soon as the Mormons were safely disarmed, the entire State of Missouri paused for a moment to let out a collective sigh of
relief.

Then, fully refreshed, and with renewed confidence and vigour, the Missouri mobs once again joyfully descended upon their
hapless, helpless, unarmed victims and carried out the Jackson County War to its present sad conclusion.

For several miles, the banks of the Missouri River are piled high with Mormon refugees and whatever belongings they have
managed to sneak by the pillaging mobs.

They are desperately seeking refuge across the river in Clay County.  Some have found their way here by following the bloody
footprints of their predecessors through the ice-covered fields.  Evidently, our exodus is still much too slow to suit the Pukes, for they
continue to harass stragglers, thundering down on unarmed Mormons and flogging them senseless.  Some who run are shot for daring to
flaunt the will of their assailants.

Such are the scenes that unfold around me now as I sit huddled and shivering here under a thin blanket, blowing on my fingers to
keep them warm enough to write in this journal, waiting to be ferried across the river by a ferry that isn’t currently ferrying anyone due
to the fact that a major ice-storm is raging.  I estimate there to be over 1,000 people shivering and huddling on the riverbank in the ice
storm with me.  Wagons, clothing, furniture, and everything else is scattered in great heaps all up and down the shore, all of it now
becoming coated with a thick layer of ice, including my thin blanket.  Hastily rigged tents give the area the feel of a disaster area.  It
looks like a great cyclone just passed through.  Tight clusters of women and children huddle around miserable sputtering smoky camp-
fires.  Men search for food and firewood.

Such are the scenes unfolding around Orrin Porter Rockwell as he and his wife sit here with me.
A little earlier, as we sat in driving sleet, desultorily eating some mouldy bread we had found, we watched the never-ending parade

of desolate, crying, broken Mormons lining up on the riverbank.  Suddenly, Porter had broken into a disarming smile and said, “Oh, by
the way Jack — welcome to Missouri!”

January 31, 1838
Far West, Missouri

So, yadda yadda yadda.
It’s been a long time now since I’ve written.  Many new things happened all over again, and many old things happened for the first

time.
The whole Church is all back together again!  One big happy family!  And now we have a new name: We are now the Church of

Latter Day Saints!
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I’ve been spending a lot of time with Porter Rockwell and his family.  We stayed in Clay County for two years, and then moved to
Caldwell County when we were burned out of Clay County.

Back in ’34, Joe let Lyman Wight and Parley Pratt talk him into raising a rag-tag army of stumbling farm boys that he dubbed
‘Zion’s Camp’.  He then led them on a disastrous march to Missouri to take Jackson County back away from the Gentiles.

Every time Joe and his ‘army’ tried to cross the Missouri River, though, they always found themselves faced by a much larger and
better-armed army eagerly awaiting them on the opposite shore.

So, Joe marched up and down the north bank of the Missouri River for weeks trying to find an unarmied crossing until cholera
finally wiped out his army.  Twice the Pukes tried to attack; both times, they were thwarted by acts of God.

Then, upon Joe’s return to Ohio, a bitter apostate had gone to great lengths to amass a large amount of documentation concerning
Joe’s chequered past that was upsetting a lot of people.  Rumours that Joe was being less than faithful to Emma were persistent also.

Basically though, both Joe and I lived relatively uneventful and separate lives during this period.

Then Joe decided that he was going to start a bank and begin printing money. To prove that he could back his money Joe showed
several prominent and respected men a large vault full of boxes that were apparently full of gold coins.

However, officials informed Joe that he couldn’t start a bank and that even if he could start a bank he couldn’t just start printing
money.

So Joe, figuring that this is just more unjust persecution, uses typical Joe-logic and decides that he’ll start an anti-bank!  Since an
anti-bank isn’t a bank then an anti-bank can print money!

Joe had his followers assiduously rubber-stamp the word ‘anti’ in front of the word ‘bank’ on all of his ‘money’.
Officials were unimpressed with Joe’s logic.
Also unimpressed with Joe were the holders of his anti-bank notes when they tried to cash them in, which they soon began to do in

large numbers.
For you see:  Joe, showing his usual talent for incredible prophetic foresight, had founded his anti-bank right on the very eve of a

major worldwide economic collapse.  (No, folks, I don’t know how he does it either!)  No sooner had Joe gaily handed out several
barrels-full of his spurious money to everyone in northern Ohio who would accept it than these same people were right back banging on
the door of Joe’s anti-bank bearing their anti-bank notes.  They were there to demand the gold that the notes stated plainly on the face
would be surrendered to the bearer on demand.

As you may have guessed they banged in vain.  Joe’s anti-bank wasn’t surrendering poodlia.
It soon began to seem as if maybe Joe had fibbed a little bit about how much gold he had in his anti-bank.  Soon after this it

became blatantly apparent that Joe had actually fibbed quite a bit about how much gold he had in his anti-bank.
But what about all of those boxes full of gold-coins that were shown to all of those respected and influential men?  Well — it

would seem that all of those boxes had actually been filled with lead shot and had only a thin layer of gold coins strewn over the top.
Whoops.
Long lines of magistrates and officials soon joined even longer lines of frantic creditors waving thick sheaves of anti-bank notes in

seeking to have a word with Joe.
As you may have guessed they sought in vain.  God had evidently suggested to Joe that this might be a real good time to go to

Missouri and build the city that Joe had been promising for God for so long.
Joe thought that this was probably a very good idea.
He managed to slip out the back door without anyone catching him.
Yesterday, we welcomed Joe home to Far West.

April 30, 1839
Commerce, Illinois

I am sitting in a dismal, mosquito infested swamp near a dismal little village called Commerce on the banks of the Mississippi
River in the state of Illinois.

Joe intends to build New Jerusalem here.  I believe it.  These Mormon ants are like Caesar’s armies; they seem capable of building
cities overnight.

Even now I can totally fail to visualize the future showpiece of Latter Day Saint industry destined to rise upon this site. Joe is
visualizing it though, so I have no doubt that it will soon be reality.

When Joe arrived in Far West a little over a year ago, it was very good to see him.  As usual, everything was the same as always at
the same time as everything was completely different.

Joe is a fully matured man now, and he is larger, more commanding, more dignified, more confident, more charming, more
convincing, more of everything that makes Joe Smith Joe Smith.  All of Joe’s brothers are also well over six feet tall, and when the
whole family walks down the street, they are a commanding presence.
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Joe was obviously impressed with Porter Rockwell.

I was impressed with Brigham Young, who had joined the Church shortly before my departure from Ohio.  He, to me, evidences
the quality of Joe’s vision, i.e., that he is able to attract and then to keep men of the calibre of Brigham Young.  Mr. Young has tremen-
dous and enthusiastic energy, and a very shrewd and penetrating intelligence of a type that is not easily directed by influences outside of
itself.

And as you will remember it was Joe’s book and not Joe himself who had initially attracted this man.  But it is Joe himself who
keeps him.  Joe is evidently able to instill in men like Brother Brigham a fervent religious ardour.

All kinds of new secret rites, new ceremonies, new church offices, and all manner of high-holy top-secret mumbo-jumbo goes on
these days.  I don’t get involved in the politics surrounding Joe.  I leave that to Sidney Rigdon, who arrived in April and who promptly
re-assumed his position as the master of palace intrigue.

Evidently Joe and all his high holy mucky-mucks have been indulging their tastes for young teen-age virgins (not to mention each
other’s wives) and have now actually turned it into some kind of holy writ or something.  I keep hearing garbanzo-boogies like ‘multi-
ple wives’, and ‘spiritual marriage’.  Evidently, these terms are intended to make holy what appears to be a big happy orgy down at the
farm.

As for myself, with but a few exceptions, (Emma Smith being one), I am very unimpressed with the female race in general.  Most
of my male counter-parts seem to pursue such relations with great vigour, though.  And Joe is evidently taking advantage of his position
as the sexy new high-holy prophet to wow all of the young girls.

Like politics, this is an aspect of Joe’s life that I avoid.

The only thing that really bothers me about all that is that even if Joe Smith has gained the approval of God for his extra-marital
activities he most certainly has not gained the approval of Emma Smith.

But whatever; Joe and I stepped back into our friendship as if we had never been apart.  Six years just seemed to disappear.  I once
again found myself fully under the spell of this thoroughly captivating man, and rejoiced in being there.

For good or ill, I’m stuck with Joe Smith.

Many in the hierarchy of Joe’s church began seriously wondering just whom the bedoodly I was at this point.  I was obviously a
close personal confidante of their prophet and accorded privileges usually only granted to members of Joe’s family — yet held no
church offices and did not participate in any of the politics or power mongering or back room dealings or secret-society pucky-puddles.
I rarely even attend church services.

Some of the questions and questioners were merely politely curious, such as Brigham Young.  Other questions and questioners
were pointed and suspicious, such as Sidney Rigdon.

The thought crosses my mind that my highly ambiguous status may become dangerous to me someday, especially if I ever lose
Joe’s protection for some reason — and especially if it is ever learned by anyone that I’m not even a member of their joosey-bifoodlin
church!

Anyway, whatever Missourians didn’t already hate us before Joe and Sidney’s arrival quickly learned to soon after.  Patterns that
were all too familiar began repeating themselves all too soon.  The Mormons were being their usual self-righteous-holier-than-thou
selves espousing at great length and in considerable detail the facts of how God was going to soon take everything away from the Gen-
tiles and give it all to the Mormons.  There were many highly concerned slave owners there too.  And, as usual the Mormons were
running around everywhere building cities growing too much corn and just generally taking over and dominating the local economy.

Sidney Rigdon was a man of monumental lack of vision and with a very firm lack of understanding of the economic forces respon-
sible for the collapse of Joe’s anti-bank.  He began wrathfully and righteously conducting a witch-hunt to expose the evil culprits.  His
hunt was tearing Joe’s church apart.  Sometimes I get the distinct impression that Sidney thinks of it as his church.  I know that he takes
a great deal of personal satisfaction from rubbing the success of the Latter Day Saints into the faces of all the Campbellites and Baptists
who had formerly scorned him.  He wrote once that Mormonism ‘has puked the Campbellites effectually.  No emetic could do half so
well!’

Yes, a very vengeful person is our Sidney.

You see, the church in Kirtland had split up violently climaxing with Joe being jeered out of his own temple.  After Joe’s midnight
departure from Ohio the dissenters had seized the temple and busily began issuing resolutions proclaiming the depravity of Joseph
Smith Jr.  Warren Parrish, who had once viewed Joe and Sidney as demigods, wrote:  ‘I now believe them to be confirmed infidels who
have not the fear of God before their eyes.  They lie by revelation, they run away by revelation, and if they do not mend their ways, I
fear they will be damned by revelation.’

Yep, Joe always could arouse the old passions in folks…
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And as usual Joe weathered the storm.  You see, Joe is not capable of seeing himself as part of the world; Joe is astride the world.
The world bends to his will, not vice-versa.  His reception in Far West could have done nothing but increase his confidence that he was
still firmly in the saddle; the whole town turned out to meet him singing and cheering.  Many of his old-homey converts from the early
days, many of whom had been fighting the battles of Missouri for eight years now, considered the collapse in Kirtland to have been a
device used by the Creator to get Joe to Missouri.

And we were justifiably proud of Far West.  In the usual Mormon fashion with no goods minimal cash in a single year out of
absolutely nothing we had built a thriving little burgh enjoying extraordinary growth.  We had laid out Far West according to a plan Joe
once drew up of the perfect city:  Wide, broad streets, each house set back into its own little park, with stables and manufactories on the
edge of town.  Our first public building, a schoolhouse, was already up and running.

Joe had no trouble at all transferring his enthusiasm from Kirtland to Far West, especially considering the spectacular spectacle
with which Kirtland had crashed. Everyone had been screaming for his head and his financial debacle had become very public.  Apos-
tates were practically taking numbers and lining up for the opportunity to denounce Joe and to expose shocking and sensational secrets
about the Church and about Joe’s private life.

Far West must have seemed like Heaven.

But don’t worry!  Very quickly our northern Missouri neighbors began to adopt an attitude towards us very similar to that of their
western Missouri brethren and Far West soon resembled that other place that isn’t Heaven…



I conscientiously avoid involvement in Joe’s political life or in his church.  Joe fully cooperates with me in this endeavour as my
attitude exactly fits his interests also.  In spite of this I still couldn’t help but become aware of some of it simply because Joe and I spent
so much time together and because others are not aware of my complete non-interest and insist upon informing me of it and/or asking
my opinion about it.  Thus, I could tell by where Joe was going and by whom he was seeing that he was checking out the political
waters of his new home and I knew he found them to be occupied by ruthless sharks that only respected brute force and gave no value
at all to moral standards or religious beliefs.

And I am here trying to figure out myself as I explain it to you the militarization of Joseph Smith Jr.  Both sides of the Missouri
conflicts had already been highly militant for years before Joe’s arrival.  Joe’s experience in Kirtland could have done nothing but make
him harder and meaner. Several of his high councilors were urging militant action.  Sidney Rigdon for one; Lyman Wight, now an
‘apostle’ ( one of the highest orders on Joe’s hierarchy of holy mucky-mucks) was another.  And I think that in spite of its disastrous
consequences, that Joe quite enjoyed the ‘general’ fantasy he played with ‘Zion’s Camp’.

The old settlers were against us.  The courts were against us.
On the political front there was the good news that Lilburn Boggs was no longer Lieutenant Governor of Missouri.  Our joy over

this fact was somewhat diminished by the fact that he was now the Governor, though…
For those reasons and probably several others about which I was unaware are the only ones I can think of to explain why Joe did

not immediately tell Sampson Avard to go lick a opossum-puddle.

Sidney Rigdon especially was a big Sampson Avard fan.  That alone would have provided ample reason to view Sampson Avard
with suspicion and doubt; I already had several very compelling reasons to view Mr. Avard in such a manner that were completely
independent of the fact of Sidney’s approval, though.

Part of the secret of being a successful con artist is having a firm and unshakable belief in the superiority of your intelligence and
shrewdness to that of your fellow humans.  I think maybe that if you are not very careful then this confidence can easily lead to over-
confidence, especially if you happen to be a man-god with undeniably astounding powers.  And I think maybe this over-confidence in
your superiority can lead to gaps in your knowledge and awareness, ‘blind spots’ so to speak, that leave one susceptible to the wiles of
other wily con-artists.  Joe thinks that no one is smart enough to pull the wool over his eyes!

I detested Sampson Avard on sight.  I maintained fervently that Joe’s association with that man was going to lead him to some kind
of disaster.  He was the stereotype of a ‘silver-tongued devil’.  I could tell within five minutes that he was a liar who had no honour and
that he was a good-looking charming intelligent sincere smooth-talking weasel that most people like and trust on sight.

He reminded me of Joe without the ethics; a very dangerous thing.

So anyway, Joe decides that we need a military force.  Most people in Joe’s position would form some sort of militia, right?  But
one reason that the Zion’s Camp debacle had occurred was that news of both the existence and of the movements of Zion’s Camp had
been advertised all up and down the Missouri.

This time, things needed to be much more covert.
Then up pops Sampson Avard:  Debonair smooth-talking man with a hidden agenda telling Joe a bunch of things that Joe wants to

hear.
The results of Mr. Avard’s efforts were that in addition to a regular militia they also formed a super-secret army of trained assas-

sins bound by fraternal sacred oaths to secrecy and to utter and complete loyalty to the Church.  This secret army would also serve to
protect the ‘President’, as Joe is now called (his full title evidently having been found inconvenient for everyday use) and to ferret out
dissenters within the Church.
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This last part was of special interest to Sidney Rigdon.  The thought of having secret police at his disposal to use in his latest witch-
hunt must have caused a stain to suddenly appear in Sidney’s drawers, for several of the Kirtland apostates who had denounced Joe and
Sidney were now living in the Far West area.  These men’s criticisms of Sidney had found sympathetic ears among the Missouri Saints
for Sidney Rigdon was considered an up-start newcomer whose political maneuverings had stolen the Prophet away to Ohio and disas-
ter.  Plus, Sidney was open in his dislike of both Missouri and the Missouri Saints.  Most of the aforementioned apostates appeared to
be fearful and unsure of their status at that time and I personally didn’t understand why they kept hanging around.  They were now
shunned and powerless but like some opium addict they just couldn’t seem to kick the habit of Mormonism.

These men’s presence was anathema to Sidney Rigdon.  These men — along with the fiery-tempered David Whitmer and the soul-
ful gullible Oliver Cowdery — were now printed in large bold type outlined emphasized and underlined three times on Sidney’s ever-
growing puppy-poodlia list.

No one can hold a grudge like Sidney!

And so, the new Mormon ‘secret army’ came into being.  The name changed a few times at the beginning but they finally settled
on the infamous name that now strikes terror into the hearts of Mormon-bashers everywhere:  The Sons of Dan.

Officially Joe and Sidney washed their hands of the whole organization and left Sampson Avard a free hand.  (‘Plausible deniabil-
ity’, ya know!)  Between June and November of 1838 Sampson Avard was one of the most powerful men in the Church.  Sampson
Avard then proved himself to be just as rapacious and cruel as the worst border ruffian.  Avard was right into sacred oaths passwords
and secret hand-signs.  I will here repeat for you Mr. Avard’s instructions to his captains:  “Know ye not, brethren, that it will soon be
your privilege to take your respective companies and go out on a scout on the borders of the settlements, and take to yourselves spoils
of the goods of the ungodly Gentiles?  For it is written, the riches of the Gentiles shall be consecrated to my people, the house of Israel;
and thus you will waste away the Gentiles by robbing and plundering them of their property, and in this way we will build up the king-
dom of God, and roll forth the little stone that Daniel saw cut out of the mountain without hands, and roll forth until it filled the whole
earth.’  For this is the very way that God destines to build up His kingdom in the last days.  If any of us should be recognized, who can
harm us?  For we will stand by each other and defend one another in all things…I would swear a lie to clear any of you; and if this
would not do, I would put them or him under the sand as Moses did the Egyptian; and in this way we will consecrate much unto the
Lord…and if one of this Danite society reveals any of these things, I will put him where the dogs cannot bite him.”

The same source that revealed to me these instructions told me he had approached Sidney Rigdon expressing his very deep
concerns about such instructions and Mr. Rigdon suggested to my source that he attend no further Danite meetings if they upset him so
much.  I’m sure my informant received a black mark in Sidney’s ‘Book of the Damned’ for criticizing Mr. Avard too.  I wonder if I am
in Sidney’s book.  I certainly know he wants me to be there, and with men such as Sidney Rigdon that is often reason enough in and of
itself.

ASICTP that the Church of Latter Day Saints experienced its first purge.  After the heads had rolled Sidney Rigdon proved that
being the court-plotter was better than being an old established loyal member; Sidney nailed nearly everyone in his book.

Those on Sydney’ hit list were informed that they were evicted from Caldwell County.  “…we will use the means within our power
to cause you to depart, for go you shall” he said in part.  Both of the Whitmers and Oliver Cowdery set out for Clay County to legally
challenge Sidney’s high-handedness.  On their way back to Far West, they encountered their own wives on the road.  It seems that a
large band of Danites had descended upon the women in their homes, and had evicted them with threats of death should any of them
ever return.  They were allowed to take none of their property except clothing.

Yes, the Mormons had learned well from their Missouri teachers.  Terror, intimidation, and threats; that’ll get their attention every
time!

Ah, but terrorizing a few scapegoats wasn’t enough to slake the thirst of Sidney and Sampson.  Like any secret police organization
they needed new enemies.

As usual there were plenty of these.

As usual they were close at hand.



Ah, good old dependable Sidney Rigdon!  Ya see, Sidney is compelled to vent all his anger and frustration and rage in public on
the pulpit and Sidney’s ability to raise large numbers of others to this same fever pitch of anger and frustration and rage as he did this
was already legendary even before he ever became a Mormon.  Several years as God’s right hand man seems not to have lessened
Sidney’s anger and frustration and rage at all, or his ability to instill these feelings in others; quite the opposite in fact.  Sidney’s impas-
sioned ravings have become even more ‘inspirational’ in his last few years.

Witness the results of Sidney’s now famous speech he delivered at the 4th of July celebration last year; the Mormons were all gath-
ered around the Liberty Pole and Sidney outdid himself.  Fire blazed from his eyes.  Brimstone erupted from his mouth.  Lightning
flashed from his fingertips.

I will here quote Sidney for your edification:
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“And that mob that comes on us to disturb us, it shall be between us and them a war of extermination; for we will follow them till
the last drop of their blood is spilled, or else they will have to exterminate us; for we will carry the seat of war to their own houses and
their own families, and one party or the other shall be utterly destroyed.  Remember it then, all men!  We will never be the aggressors;
we will infringe on the rights of no people, but shall stand for our own until death!  We this day then proclaim ourselves free, with a
purpose and a determination that never can be broken, no, never!”

The whole crowd broke into a roar that swelled out over the prairies.
Yep.  It was one of the most impassioned and inspirational speeches of Sidney’s life.  Sidney’s speech was so impassioned and

inspirational, in fact, that he inspired a whole bunch of impassioned Gentiles to run home to grab their guns and torches.



Three days later a thunderstorm passed through Far West.  Everyone took shelter for it was an exceptionally violent one, and thun-
derbolts rained down upon the Sacred City.

When it was over, we came out to discover that the Liberty Pole had been demolished by a thunderbolt.
No one could see any way that this could be a good omen.



Then came Election Day in Daviess County.  Caldwell County had been created specifically for the Mormons.  It was hoped that
they would stay there.

They didn’t.  They overflowed into surrounding counties, amongst them Daviess.  Fully into their new assertive militant roles the
Mormons decided to vote for the first time in five years when election time came around in Daviess County.  The thought of a large
bloc of Yankee voters participating in their election did not sit lightly on the old settlers.  When the first Mormon attempted to vote a
settler informed him that Mormons were now to be afforded the same status at the polling booth as that of a nigger, i.e., they had no
status.  The Mormon protested.  The Mormon was knocked to the ground.  This prompted thirty other Mormons to display their new no-
more-mister-nice-guy policy; they all picked up oak hearts and proceeded to whip the grudidlies out of over two hundred settlers.  John
L. Butler evidently showed great skill in smashing Pukes.  It is said that with every swing of his four feet seven-pound oak club another
Puke fell.  Mr. Butler himself said he felt the power of the Lord coursing through his body and guiding the arm wielding the club.  Mr.
Butler said he felt he could do no wrong and that he was invincible.  “When I called out for the Danites,” said Mr. Butler, “there was a
power rested upon me such as I had never before felt — I never had to strike a man a second time, and while knocking them down I
really felt that they would soon embrace the gospel.”

The riot was short.  Thirty Mormons had totally routed over two hundred settlers with no casualties of their own.  Nine Pukes lay
motionless on the ground and a score of others were attempting to crawl away.

Even though no one actually died the Mormon’s incredible proclivity for the martial arts highly alarmed the Missourians and the
incident smashed the fragile peace.

Yadda yadda yadda.

The runner who came to us in Far West with the news of the riot told us that two Mormons had been killed and that Justice Adam
Black was raising an army of Missourians to attack Adam-ondi-Ahman, the central Mormon settlement in Daviess County.

This was just what the ‘Let’s-Go-Kick-Some-Major-Bidoodly’ boys had been waiting for.  Sampson Avard called out the troops in
Far West.  Sidney Rigdon urged them onward to deeds of valour.  The testosterone flowed like a river.  “…we will bathe our swords in
the vital blood of the Missourians or die in the attempt!” was one of Sidney’s exhortations.

Both Sidney and Sampson were obviously exalting in what seems to be that most intoxicating of all intoxicants to so many of my
fellow male humans:  Power; especially specifically the power to unleash mass death and destruction upon others.  Moments such as
this were what men such as Sidney and Sampson live for.  To have hundreds of men with fire in their eyes and fingers on their triggers;
men who so eagerly await your command to unleash them!  So anxious are they to go wreak havoc and mayhem that they scream at the
top of their lungs every time you say a single word!  They lustily affirm every impassioned plea you rain down upon them!  They shift
back and forth from foot to foot so anxious are they to go fulfill your will!  This awesome force!  This terrible weapon!  Just waiting for
you to unleash its overwhelming destructive power, and waiting for you to decide upon whom to unleash it!

Imagine our dismay when, upon our arrival at Adam-ondi-Ahman, we discovered that not only had no Mormons been killed and
that no Gentile army was being raised but that the Mormons had in fact pretty thoroughly trashed and cowed the Missourians for the
moment.  (Some people get all the fun!)

We should have turned right back around and marched our little kachingasses right back to Far West.  I say this with hindsight but
I specifically remember having the foresight at the time also.  We should have just quietly left — but Joe, never one to shirk folly in the
Lord’s name, decided that he couldn’t just leave all of this testosterone lying around unused and while Joe was not consumed by the
power of violence to the same extent as Sidney and Sampson he was still allured by some of its charms.

With Sidney and Sampson egging him on Joe decides that he is going to go do some bullying of his own; he decides to go let
Adam Black, the Justice of the Peace, know that the Mormons are serious.
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We arrived at Mr. Black’s home to discover that rather than raising Gentile armies as had been rumoured Mr. Black was instead
alone and asleep.  He was also understandably upset at having said sleep interrupted by a small army of armed thugs barging into his
home and presenting a list of demands.

Unfortunately for Joe, Adam Black turned out to be one of those men who are so rare, especially here on the frontier:  A principled
man of courage.  Adam Black not only flatly refused to sign Joe’s list of demands but he tongue-lashed Joe for creating such a rude
spectacle in the first place — and suddenly in spite of Joe’s army Adam Black had effectively Joe strapped to a barrel with his rear-end
facing the opposite direction of down, for if Joe even threatened much less actually conducted any sort of violence whatsoever toward a
duly elected official of the court then he would find himself in very deep bipydoody.  Every pulpit and newspaper in the country would
be screaming for his head and while this might be good for business in and of itself, threatening and/or assaulting a Justice of the Peace
was also an act liable to produce large armies with the intent of delivering said head.  This was an outcome that Joe found highly
distasteful.

Almost equally distasteful, though, was the thought of backing down to a single unarmed man dressed in nightclothes in front of
his raring-to-go army.

In other words, Joe had once again effectively painted himself into a corner.

Fortunately for Joe, Adam Black, in addition to being principled and courageous, was also intelligent and wise and had a great deal
of political acumen.  He was well aware of Joe’s dilemma and Mr. Black knew that in order to diffuse this potentially explosive situa-
tion it would be in Mr. Black’s own personal interests to provide to Joe a method commonly used by politicians upon finding them-
selves in similar situations, i.e. the ‘face saving device’.  Adam Black agreed that if Joe would take his army away and let him get back
to sleep then he, Adam Black, would be willing to sign a written oath to uphold the Constitution.

Joe agreed.  Mr. Black signed.  Joe took his army and went home.

Joe had already lit his own pyre, though.  Many considered the mere act of showing up at a man’s house in the middle of the night
with a small army to be a threat in and of itself.  Adam Black certainly considered it such.  All of the Missouri settlers certainly consid-
ered it such.  And Lilburn Boggs, the Mormon-hating governor of the State of Missouri, was only all too gleefully happy to consider it
such.

Pulpits and newspapers screamed for Joe’s head.

Governor Boggs ordered out six companies of militia to go get it for them.

Joe voluntarily submitted to arrest.  Since it was patently obvious that a trial in Gallatin would simply turn into a lynching, Joe,
with the help of his lawyer friend Alexander Doniphan, successfully maneuvered to have his trial just one-half mile inside Daviess
County.  This way the Sons of Dan could amass their numbers on the county line in case of any extra-legal hanky-panky on the part of
the Missouri settlers.

Merely having Joe under arrest was not enough to placate the aforementioned settlers, though.  Old familiar patterns began devel-
oping once again.  Yadda yadda yadda.  Armed bands of Pukes began prowling the countryside firing haystacks yadda yadda yadda
whipping Mormon farmers yadda yadda yadda screaming women yadda yadda yadda destroyed homes yadda yadda yadda escalating
violence yadda yadda yadda boom!

It soon became obvious that the Missourians intended to drive every Mormon from every county in Missouri save Caldwell.  Land
agents, fully aware of the financial windfall to be gained by taking advantage of forcefully dispossessed people, swarmed down upon
the Mormons offering to buy the preemption rights on their properties if they were forced to leave.

To their credit, the Mormons, to a man, gave these offers just the reception that they deserved.

Meanwhile, the Sons of Dan had been vastly expanded to become the ‘Armies of Israel’, and included virtually every able bodied
Mormon in Missouri.  But by this point, though, Joe had the sense to keep his army held back strictly for defense; he knew that he
would lose in any war against Missouri.  By this point he and Alexander Doniphan were desperately seeking a peaceful way out of this
mess.

They were actually making major progress toward achieving that goal when, with typical timing, violence and mayhem erupted in
De Witt, the Mormon port-town down on the Missouri in Carroll County.  The citizens of Carroll County formally demanded that all
Mormons leave their county by October 1st.  Joe responded to this ultimatum by sending two hundred armed Canadian converts to De
Witt.  The Pukes responded to this by laying siege to De Witt in earnest firing upon anyone who approached the town.

Since the Pukes outnumbered the Mormons by approximately ten-to-one, Joe bitterly told the Carroll County Saints to pack it in
and head for Far West.

The sight of yet more beaten refugees flooding into Far West did not sit lightly with the Sons of Dan.  Mr. Doniphan’s subsequent
delivery of the news that negotiations in Daviess County had broken down and that Daviess County was following Carroll County’s suit
and demanding that all Mormons must go did not fill them with joy either.

Joe certainly seems to be fond of that unpainted corner, doesn’t he?
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He evinced a deep and solemn sadness as he addressed his assembled people in Far West last October 14th.  Pretty much every
Saint in Caldwell County was there.  I’m sure that Joe’s sadness was very real for I can’t help but feel that he knew full well the inevi-
table results of what he was about to do.

But by this point there was really no other choice.  We could either wimp-out and sneak away or we could come out fighting.  If
Joe any longer had any hope at all of maintaining his authority within his besieged Church the former path was the most guaranteed to
destroy it.

The Mormons came out fighting.

“We are an injured people!” he began.  “From county to county we have been driven by unscrupulous mobs eager to seize the land
we have cleared and improved with such love and toil.  We have appealed to magistrates, judges, the Governor, and even to the Presi-
dent of the United States but there has been no redress for us.  The latest reply of Boggs to our petitions is to tell us to fight our own
battles.  And that, brethren, is exactly what we intend to do.”

The assembled crowd roared out approval for Joe’s quietly spoken words like they had never responded to Sidney Rigdon’s rant-
ing.

Joe continued:  “I have the greatest respect for the Constitution but for the laws of this state I have no regard whatsoever for they
were made by a parcel of blacklegs.  General Doniphan has authorized this body to act as a regiment of the state militia under the
command of Colonel Hinkle.  We are therefore acting within the law.  All who are with me will meet tomorrow to march to the defense
of Adam-ondi-Ahman with the words of the Saviour ringing in our ears: ‘Greater love hath no man than this, that he lay down his life
for his brethren.’

“Some of the brethren aren’t here today.”  Joe paused for a moment.  “Some of those that Brother Sidney likes to call ‘Oh, don’t!’
men.  In time of war we have no need for such.  A man must declare himself friend or enemy.  I move a resolution that the property of
all ‘Oh, don’t!’ men be taken over to maintain the war!”

As the crowd laughed and applauded Sidney Rigdon, ever ready to shed the blood of fellow Mormons, shouted, “I move that the
blood of the backward be spilled in the streets of Far West!”

Joe wisely silenced him though; “No, I move a better resolution.  We’ll take them along to Daviess County and if it comes to a
battle we’ll sit them on their horses with bayonets and pitchforks and make them ride in front!”

The men cheered and the tension relaxed a little.

As he neared the end of his speech, though, all of the pent-up hatred that he had so long suppressed broke forth with unexpected
violence.  “If the people will let us alone,” he cried, “we will preach the gospel in peace.  But if they come on us to molest us we will
establish our religion by the sword.  We will trample down our enemies and make it one gore of blood from the Rocky Mountains to the
Atlantic Ocean!  I will be to this generation a second Mohammed, whose motto in treating for peace was ‘the Alcoran or the Sword’.
So, it shall eventually be with us!  ‘Joe Smith or the Sword’!”



And so I rode with Joe at the head of 100 men to Adam-ondi-Ahman to join Lyman Wight with his 250.

Brother Lyman was his usual blood-and-guts-in-God’s-name-and-glory self and inspired his troops with a similar spirit.  A Gentile
spy, overhearing Mr. Wight’s exhortations, quickly ran to spread the rumour amongst the Gentile population that the ‘Wild Ram of the
Mountains’, as Brother Lyman is sometimes called, had 15,000 Mormons ready to march on militia and mob alike.

Then, with the combined forces of Joseph Smith Jr. and Lyman Wight, we launched our great attack upon Daviess County.
And believe it or not, after fighting one of the least glorious, most non-bloody battles ever fought, we successfully captured its

capitol city of Gallatin!

As with my single previous military encounter in the draw near Blue River, the thought of Mormons actually mounting an armed
offensive was such an unlikely one to the citizens of Daviess County that they had never even really considered it.  That we were actu-
ally mounting an offensive — and a large well organized offensive with Joe Smith himself at the head — caught Daviess County with
its pants down.  Then, stumbling and falling in a manner most comical as they attempted to simultaneously run and pull their pants back
up the citizens of Daviess County scattered like leaves before the wind.  We proudly rode unopposed toward the fabled capitol city of
Gallatin.

When we finally arrived at our goal we discovered that word of our coming had preceded us for the citizens of Gallatin stood fully
prepared for our onslaught.  In spite of that we proudly and with great fanfare and display of courage proceeded with our assault!

Thus, in the name of Our Lord Jesus Christ, we successfully conquered a completely deserted city.

We had to content ourselves with looting the single store and burning a few cabins of some people we particularly disliked.
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I can’t help but notice that the Mormons keep staging some of the greatest non-battles ever fought in history!  Our charge at Blue
River and Joe’s two non-battles at the head of Zion’s Camp where the weather literally destroyed both of the offensive efforts that had
actually been mounted by the Pukes.

And now this.
I can’t help but notice that every time we actually take the initiative and attack them God protects His Chosen Ones in one manner

or another.  In the case of the Zion’s Camp debacle a good argument could be made that the intervention was direct and graphic.
This all makes me wonder what the jingu-spasdidly God is up to now?



No, while the Creator seems bent upon denying the Chosen Ones the privilege of inflicting death and mayhem and destruction
upon others, our Lord God in His Infinite Wisdom seems to have absolutely no problemo whatsoever about having it inflicted upon
them in seemingly never ending abundance.

And not all the Saints were pleased with this new aggressive policy.  Not at all.  The sight of armed Mormons riding into Far West
proudly displaying their wagonload of seized plunder was not a sight that sat lightly in the gaze of many Latter Day Saints.  Among the
several dozen people who decided to become ex-Saints that night were Orson Hyde, who was one of Joe’s big-wig apostles, and
Thomas B. Marsh, who did Mr. Hyde even one better:  He was President of the Apostles!  Sidney poodliated fourteen joodlywigs, and
threw two gooboodlys to boot!

Since I myself am merely an ungodly unsaintly sitter upon the sidelines and since I could never hope to match the Great Master
Sidney Rigdon in verbal eloquence or grandeur when it comes to the art of spewing violent hatred and vicious invective out of your
mouth please allow me here to once again employ the device of quoting Sidney’s own words as he spoke them upon the occasion of this
mass-defection:

“I move a resolution that if any man attempts to move out of this county, or even packs his bags for that purpose, then any man in
this house who sees it shall, without saying anything to any other person, kill him and haul him aside into the brush.  All the burial he
shall have will be in a turkey buzzard’s guts and nothing will be left of him but his bones!”

Go get ‘em, Sidney!

So anyway, by this time all of Missouri had learned of our ‘depredations’.  Within a week, every isolated Mormon cabin in
Missouri was in ashes. The Puke representatives predicted that Far West would be burnt to the ground within the next week.

Yadda yadda yadda.
Then came the ‘Battle of Crooked River’.  Although a strategic victory for the Mormons in that the Pukes fled the field this

encounter actually only saw one militiaman die while three Saints went to meet their Maker and one of those three Saints was none
other than David Patten, the beloved Captain Fearnaught himself.  He was both an Apostle, and the leader of the Mormon forces.  It was
a fearful loss.

The Battle of Crooked River was also significant in that it was finally a full-fledged battle where the enemy actually fought and
shot back at us — yet once again we had thoroughly trounced a superior force.  It would seem that when faced with a determined
soldier of God the Gentiles were like wheat before a scythe!

An express telegram was sent to Governor Boggs reporting that the Mormons had massacred fifty militiamen and they invoked the
Almighty’s name as they asked for the Governor’s assistance.  Governor Boggs was, of course, delighted to believe this bald lie (a fact
about which I’m sure that the liars were aware.)  And then who should pop up at this opportune time than Orson Hyde and Thomas B.
Marsh!  And they were ready willing and able to babble on to Governor Boggs all of the deepest and darkest secrets of the Church of
Latter Day Saints including plans to burn Richmond and to poison the wells and food of the Gentiles in order to start a pestilence…

Lilburn Boggs was seriously misinformed.  It is a very safe assumption that Lilburn Boggs actually believed that the Saints had
massacred fifty militiamen.  And then to immediately thereafter hear from reliable sources of a Saintly plot to secretly employ some
terrible secret biological weapon that does not differentiate between women and children — some apologists for the Honourable
Governor Boggs may wish to point these factors out in explaining the extraordinary measure Lilburn Boggs then took (as if any expla-
nation was plausible).

But I would point out to them that Lilburn Boggs had for nine years allowed his citizens to pillage and plunder the Mormons at
will.  Not only did he never lift a finger he actually helped and encouraged his citizens in these efforts.  Now, at this very first sign of
Mormon resistance to this reign of terror, Lilburn Boggs ordered General John B. Clark to ‘exterminate’ the Mormons.

In case you suffered an eye-fart there and/or can’t believe what you read I will repeat Governor Boggs’ orders to General Clark:
He ordered General Clark to ‘exterminate’ the Mormons.

To give the good Governor credit he did provide General Clark with one alternative to complete extermination: He didn’t require
General Clark to exterminate any Mormons who left the State of Missouri.

By October 29th all the outlying settlements had been abandoned except that of Jacob Haun.  Mr. Haun had just completed
construction of a flourmill and he was loath to leave it unprotected from Gentile molestation.  Joe suggested to Mr. Haun that he would
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probably rather lose his mill than his life but Jacob figured he had enough men to protect his mill and he said that he was going to stick
it out there.

On October 30th Colonel Hinkle, who was now in command of the Mormon forces, was chased into Far West by a large force of
Missouri Militia.  Joe was warned that at the height of the chase Colonel Hinkle had turned his coat inside out.  Colonel Hinkle was
now strongly suspected of being a ‘fair weather Saint’.  Joe said, “It’s a very bad time to ventilate an act like that.”

Then Mr. Doniphan had smuggled to us a copy of Governor Boggs’ ‘extermination order’ and the news that General Clark was
leading 6,000 men to implement it.

Then, since it was raining anyway, it decided to really pour:  We learned that Jacob Haun had underestimated his ability to protect
his mill from the Pukes; that in fact he and nearly all in his settlement had been massacred in a manner most brutal.  Gunning down
unarmed women as they fled, and coldly executing a nine-year-old boy by shooting him in the head was among some of the outrages
committed there.

Yadda yadda yadda.  Overall, not a good day for the Church of Latter Day Saints.  As it turned out, though, that was the end of the
Missouri bloodshed.

Next on the agenda: Defeat humiliation and expulsion.



I don’t know exactly how what happened next happened.  I know what Joe said publicly but I also know that what Joe says
publicly means squipudly.  I know what other people said but I also know that what other people say means squidoolypudly.  I know
that everything was crazy and that everyone was crazy and that more and more and more and more soldiers kept lining up outside Far
West and I know that even as Joe was exhorting his troops in the name of Jesus to defend Far West to their last man he was simultane-
ously sending negotiating teams headed by George Hinkle to seek out Alexander Doniphan, ironically enough now a General leading a
contingent of the troops now facing Far West.  Joe instructed this negotiating team to ‘beg like dogs for peace’. I never personally
asked Joe about what really happened because I don’t think I want to know what really happened.

Major General Lucas, Commander in Chief of the now considerable force facing Far West, agreed to meet with Joe’s negotiating
team.  General Lucas told the negotiating team that the Mormons could have ‘peace’ if they so desired, yes indeed!

This ‘peace’ of course, was not unconditional, oh no!  Not at all!
It would seem that it rarely is.
All Mormon property was to be confiscated to defray the cost of forcing the State of Missouri to call out the militia.  All Mormons

were to surrender all arms.  All Mormons were to immediately leave the State of Missouri.  Joe and all of his leaders were to be bound
over and tried for treason.

Wow.  Harsh.

So anyway, George Hinkle says he acted as per Joe’s instructions yadda yadda yadda Joe gives himself up yadda yadda yadda Joe
writes from jail that he never would have agreed to General Lucas’ terms and that he was betrayed by George Hinkle yadda yadda
yadda boo!

I never asked Joe what really happened because I hate to think that Joe used Mr. Hinkle as a scapegoat.  I think he may have done
this because Joe, once again firmly painted into his corner, could not possibly accept terms such as these; yet at the same time he had no
choice but to accept them.  By then the soldiers surrounding Far West outnumbered the entire population of Far West by about ten-to-
one and there were more and more and more and more arriving all the time.

Joe did leave us with instructions before he left.  All of us who participated in the fight at Crooked River, including Brigham
Young, Porter Rockwell, Hosea Stout, and myself, were to make a break and get our lily-covered sweetmeats the foodidly out of the
Great State of Missouri post-haste forthwith in a hurry.  Our heads had not been specifically listed for inclusion upon General Lucas’
platter and Joe wanted us gone before this obvious oversight on their part was corrected.

And so, as Brigham, Porter, Hosea, and myself hightailed it north and just as General Lucas’ six-bazillion soldiers were descending
upon Far West to pillage and plunder and lay waste, Joe, Sidney, Lyman, and a few others marched forward to meet them holding a
white flag.

As I rode through the plains and woods of northern Missouri, I rode with tears in my eyes for I highly suspected that Joe was riding
to his death.  Joe knew it too.  I have the feeling that Joe wants Brother Brigham to take over his Church should Joe die.  I think that’s
the real reason Joe sent us off.  And I think Joe feels much better knowing that Brigham has Porter Rockwell at his side.

I was quite sure that the soldiers would publicly execute Joe the first thing in the morning.



That night General Lucas reportedly informed Lyman Wight that all of the imprisoned Mormons had been summarily sentenced
and were to be shot in the public square in Far West the first thing in the morning.

Lyman Wight’s reported reply was this: “Shoot and be damned!”
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When Mr. Wight was offered his life in return for testifying against Joe Mr. Wight informed General Lucas that General Lucas had
Joe to thank for his own life; had it not been for Joe, claimed Mr. Wight, then he, Lyman Wight, would surely have personally broken
General Lucas’ neck for even making such an offer.

Lyman Wight, you may remember, is a very large very hairy very scary man who looks every bit like the frenzied insane religious
fanatic that he indeed is.  General Lucas allegedly underwent a visible change in the colour of his skin upon Mr. Wight’s announcement
and then very quickly left the cell with great alacrity and post-haste in a seeming hurry.

Lyman Wight may not have the sense of a jackass but he is a very good man to have on your side.

It turned out that the story of Joseph Smith Jr. wasn’t finished yet, though.  Evidently the Lord still had some work for our good
Joe to do.



Maybe General Lucas subconsciously if not consciously realized that summarily executing several prominent private citizens
without a trial would very likely cause a rain of poodlia-pies to descend upon his head.  Perhaps General Lucas thought that there might
be a couple of slight problems with the legality of the Governor’s orders to ‘exterminate’ the Mormons even if he was the Governor.  It
would seem as if General Lucas had borrowed Joe’s unpainted corner.  Possibly, the ponderings of General Lucas pondered ponder-
ously whether an ‘I was just following orders’ defense might work.  Maybe, as Mormon mythology how holds, God directly intervened.
Whatever.  Either General Lucas had pause or God made him do it but General Lucas, for whatever reason, chose General Alexander
Doniphan to command the firing squad.

Maybe General Lucas thought that having Joe’s ex-attorney actually pulling the trigger would make it legal.  Perhaps General
Doniphan was himself being groomed for the time-honoured rôle of scapegoat.

However, General Alexander Doniphan is an exceptional exception among exceptions:  He is not only an honourable and coura-
geous man but he managed this whilst yet being a lawyer at the same time!

I believe this to possibly be an historic phenomenon.

Of course, when General Lucas ordered General Doniphan to summarily execute several prominent citizens several of whom were
professional associates of General Doniphan’s and some of whom were even personal friends of General Doniphan, the good Alexander
very publicly refused to obey this direct order from a superior officer.  His refusal was accompanied with a personal vow to see that
someone would answer for it if anyone else shot them either.

I suspect that General Lucas either consciously or subconsciously knew that this was what General Doniphan would do.

And thus, General Lucas successfully executed the traditional ‘face saving device’.  Joe could remain un-shot and General Lucas
could blame someone else for that regrettable state of affairs.

So, Joe went to jail and sat there.
As soon as we figured out that they weren’t looking for the Crooked River people, Brigham, Porter, and I returned to the now

quickly emptying Far West.  Brother Brigham took over the evacuation.  He was everywhere doing everything all at once at the same
time even as he was simultaneously inspiring and consoling these lost Mormon sheep.  He seems to be one of those ‘natural leaders’.



So, the powers that be decided that they’d better give Joe some sort of trial before they shot him.  He was placed on public display
in Independence like some animal.  We discovered that Joe’s judge was to be Austin A. King, a rabid Mormon-hater.  We also learned
that Judge King’s bailiff was none other than Sheriff J.H. Reynolds, one of our most ancient persecutors.

And sitting at the prosecution’s table was their star witness:  Mr. Sampson Avard.  After administering an oath of undying alle-
giance to the Church under threat of death to innumerable others Sampson Avard was the first to betray it himself.  Mr. Avard told the
court everything he knew and made up everything that he didn’t know.  He placed blame for the depredations of the Sons of Dan
directly upon Joe and Sidney totally whitewashing his own rôle.

Also for the prosecution were George Hinkle, John Corrill, ex-editor W.W. Phelps, Reed Peck, and John Whitmer, who was
David’s father and who had been with the Church from its very beginning but who had fallen in Sidney Rigdon’s purge.  All witnesses
who might have testified for Joe were already under arrest and facing trials of their own and if they weren’t under arrest they found
themselves that way as soon as Joe’s attorney called them.

It was positively proven in court that the Sons of Dan existed and it was proven that several of the defendants belonged to it. How-
ever, much to Judge King’s dismay he was unable to find a single law prohibiting membership in such an organization and the Judge
was forced to release most of the arrestees.

In order to prove treason against Joe it was necessary to prove that he had been acting in the interests of a foreign power. With this
end in mind they tried to prove that Joe had established a kingdom.  They tried to use the existence of the office of ‘Secretary of War’ in
the Sons of Dan to bolster this contention.

Joe was sent to the Liberty Jail in Clay County for the next portion of his trial.
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I can now picture you, the reader, if you ever exist, thinking at this point that every non-Mormon settler in the State of Missouri
was a bloodthirsty, rapacious murderer of women and children and I wish now to strongly dissuade you from that notion.  Fact: The
vast majority of the citizens of Missouri did not murder and rob Mormons and in fact there was a significant minority who was aghast at
this blatant government sanction of high criminality.  A liberal newspaper in Saint Louis published the horrific details of the Haun’s
Mill massacre.  Letters from shocked Saint Louis constituents flooded the desk of legislators.  Shocked legislators from the Saint Louis
area demanded an investigation.

This same paper then exposed the Daviess County land sales and suggested that possibly the entire Mormon crusade had been
staged in order to obtain the homes and property of its victims.

The rest of the Missouri legislature stumbled and stuttered.
The ‘Turner Committee’ was formed to investigate the matter.
Governor Boggs reluctantly turned over all of his papers pertaining to the ‘Mormon War’; the Turner Committee was hoping to be

able to publish Governor Boggs’ papers to quiet the storm of protest that was threatening to get out of hand.  However, upon perusal of
the Governor’s papers the Committee realized that they not only had a barrel-full of bigodoodlybungofidlyaps on their hands but that
they had a barrel-full of bigodoodly-bungofidlyaps with dynamite inside!  The fuse was lit and it was about to blow a large
bigodoodlybungofidlyapian mess all over their toodlios.  The ‘Extermination Order’ was particularly odiferous and it turned out that
one of the state legislators himself had shot unarmed women in the back as they ran away from him at Haun’s Mill.

And so, the Turner Committee came to a unanimous decision: they announced to their anxiously waiting constituency that they
weren’t publishing poodlia.  This decision inspired the sounds of raspberries and other various expressions of derision and scorn.

Meanwhile, back on the frontier we were unaware of these gongs on.  Saint Louis is over 300 miles away.  All we knew was that
Joe was getting railroaded.

Joe sat and sat in jail as nothing continued to not happen so we decided to break Joe out of jail.
Instead I ended up joining Joe in jail.
Joe’s brother Hyrum and I had decided that the two of us could overpower the guards as they brought Joe his supper and so Hyrum

and I grabbed the guard who was carrying Joe’s supper as he was entering the jail and we shoved him in front of us as we ourselves
stormed inside — only to discover that Joe happened to have a half-dozen friends visiting at the time.  Due to the crowd there were now
two guards stationed inside.  Joe’s friends completely got in our way.  Confusion and chaos.  We finally managed to grab Joe, though,
and were just about out the door when someone outside slammed and locked the door in our faces.

So not only Hyrum and myself, but also Joe’s clueless friends now found ourselves as involuntary guests of the State of Missouri.

We immediately began plotting Great Escape II.

Porter Rockwell, who now has the face of a mastiff and the strength of a bear, often joined me in visiting Joe.  The guards liked the
likable Porter.  They were utterly unaware of Porter’s skill with a firearm, or of the vast depth of his complete devotion to Joe, or I
suspect they might not have been so relaxed and easy in his presence…

Porter managed to smuggle two augers into us.  We used them to dig a hole through the wall under one of the bunks.
Then, with freedom mere inches away, both of our auger handles broke.  Then, Porter got caught sneaking in replacement handles.

This led to suspicion on the part of the guards.

This led to a search of our cell.

This led to an end of Great Escape II.

At least we had the satisfaction of causing the county the expense of patching our hole.

They can just bill it to the Church…
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YES, FOLKS!  WELCOME TO













Take off your shoes!  Relax!  Loosen your chains!  Make yourself at home!









Dirty and/or rancid and/or rotten and/or inedible slop
of a largely unidentifiable nature!











Exactly compliments our menu











Staring at the walls!











24 hour armed security!
A change of linen every four years!

Convenient buckets in handy arms-length reach for your sanitary needs!
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Everyone endured with incredible fortitude except Sidney Rigdon whose non-stop whining provided a constant backdrop to our
visit.  I am glad to see that Joe appears finally to be disillusioned with our good Sidney.

In the middle of February General Doniphan obtained a writ of habeas corpus on Sidney and his going was a great relief to the rest
of us.  The man actually compared his sufferings to those of Jesus!

Fearful lest Sidney run off and start any trouble Joe wrote some letters telling several key people to ignore him.

Then, after a few more exciting months of the Liberty Jail’s walls, I was suddenly released and Joe was moved to a schoolhouse in
Gallatin, the supposed scene of our supposed crimes.  A few short months ago we would have been lynched on sight there.  Now, Joe
and company had frequent visitors, and the atmosphere of the place quickly became distinctly party-like.  Lyman Wight trading war
stories with Missouri settlers was always a popular distraction for the crowds that attended.

We now learned that the entire State of Missouri had painted itself into a corner.  On the one hand, they couldn’t let Joe go to trial
because they had no case and because so many highly embarrassing facts were likely to become all too public — yet they couldn’t just
let him go because that would be admitting that we had been falsely fibyugilated in the yamytammy.  When finally, some pretense of
starting to begin to commence the pre-preceded proceedings of some sort of trial became unavoidable Alexander Doniphan immediately
argued for and was immediately granted a change of venue since disinterested parties did not exist in Daviess County and since this
would further postpone Joe’s trial.

However, by this point Joe had had quite enough of confinement and we implemented Great Escape III; this time Porter Rockwell,
myself, and several others would simply overpower the escort on the road, seize Joe, and then make a beeline for Illinois where most of
the rest of the Saints were already gathered.

Our efforts proved to be unnecessary, though.  The State of Missouri now decided to employ the ‘face-saving device’.
On their first day out Joe’s escort had ridden to within a few miles of Far West and then announced that they were camping there

for the night despite the fact that several hours of daylight remained.  Then the escort, after accepting an $800 ‘gift’ from Joe, conven-
iently got drunk conveniently passed out and conveniently left horses and gear conveniently accessible to Joe and crew.

Joe conveniently arrived in Far West just in time to catch the last refugee-train to Illinois.

And now I’m sitting in a dismal mosquito-infested swamp on the banks of the Mississippi River totally failing to picture the great
city Joe says will soon rise here.

May 10, 1842
Nauvoo, Illinois

Within a year, of course, the City of Nauvoo was a thriving showpiece city on the frontier.  Wide broad streets as per Joe’s plan,
250 houses, dozens more in the process of being built, swamps drained, timber felled, and the cornerstones laid for a massive temple
which has since become the most spectacular structure on the Mississippi River.  Joe worked to make his church a powerful local force.

The newest charming con artist to get his clutches into Joe was a man named John Cook Bennett.  Mr. Bennett gained for Nauvoo
an extraordinary city charter that grants Joe many dictatorial powers and we now have our own state-sanctioned and state-armed militia
of which Joe is in command with the rank of a Lieutenant General.  Lieutenant General is the highest rank in the army.  George Wash-
ington was the only other Lieutenant General in American history.  If the United States goes to war with Mexico, which seems immi-
nent, then Joe would be the ranking military officer in the entire United States!

The ‘Nauvoo Legion’ now has three cannons and several thousand members who march all over the town with great fanfare when-
ever they receive the opportunity.

Mr. Bennett accomplished these feats by telling every state politician of either party who had an obtainable ear that the Mormons
would support them in the upcoming election if they voted for the charter.

After that John Bennett was Joe’s very goodest best buddy.
Already, though, old patterns were beginning to make themselves apparent in our immediate neighbors.  Warsaw in particular was

understandably upset over the phenomenal thriving city that had suddenly sprung up overnight right on their formerly sleepy and quiet
doorstep, especially since this city was full of highly arrogant and superior religious fanatics with their very own army.  The citizens of
Carthage were beginning to show open hostility also.

I read an article in The Chicago Democrat that caught my attention at this time:
‘We will not go so far as to call the Mormons martyr-mongers, but we believe they are men of sufficient sagacity to profit by their

persecution in Missouri.  Let Illinois repeat the bloody tragedies of Missouri and one or two other states follow and the Mormon reli-
gion will not only be known throughout our land, but will be very extensively embraced.’
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So, I’m not the only one to notice!

Anyway, we needed more Mormons.  Joe sent all twelve of his Apostles to England to gain converts and their mission has
succeeded beyond Joe’s wildest dreams.

Evidently, England isn’t a very pleasant place to be these days.
Twelve hundred converts arrived from England last year alone.  This mission also owes a great deal of its success to the adminis-

trative genius of Brigham Young.  Within a month of Mr. Young’s return from England he persuaded Joe to shift all of the business
affairs of the Church over to the Apostles.  This was good as Brigham seems to be a financial genius in addition to his other talents
while Joe is — well; Joe is Joe.

Showing his usual complete lack of judgmental acumen in selecting his associates Joe named Mr. Bennett as successor to the bed-
ridden Sidney Rigdon as second in command of the Church of Latter Day Saints.

The Lord (via Joe) pronounced a blessing upon the head of Mr. Bennett.
Joe also cleared up the ‘is it God or is it Joe’ controversy.  Evidently, ‘a prophet is a prophet only when he is acting as such.’
Okay!  Glad to get that cleared up!
Joe revived the Sons of Dan.  Porter Rockwell, William Hickman, Hosea Stout, and John D. Lee are all members.

This brings me to the subject of Porter Rockwell; he left last February with Luana.  Luana was eight months pregnant and the
ostensible reason for their journey to Independence was a wish to be with Luana’s parents for the birth of the baby.  However, I fear he
may also have a very crazy ulterior motive that I do not wish to even contemplate.  In fact, the more I think about it the scaredier I get!

I’ll explain:  You are already aware of Porter’s fanatical loyalty to Joe.  For twenty-five years now.  Through everything.  Before
he went to Independence Porter had been Joe’s personal bodyguard.  Missouri sheriffs still occasionally tried to arrest Joe and one
group had once nearly succeeded.

When Joe, Porter, Brigham, and I went to Washington D.C. to plead our case against the Missourians the four of us formed a much
closer bond.

Next, I ask you to join Porter Rockwell at his initiation into the Sons of Dan:  Candles are burning, esoteric paraphernalia hangs
everywhere, and the atmosphere is intensely mysterious and deep as the satanic Sampson Avard administers to Porter Rockwell the
sacred oath of the Sons of Dan:

“In the name of Jesus Christ, the Son of God, I now promise and swear, truly, faithfully, and without reserve, that I will serve the
Lord with a perfect heart and a willing mind, dedicating myself, wholly, and unreservedly, in my person and effects, to the up building
of His kingdom on earth, according to His revealed will.  I furthermore promise and swear that I will regard the First President of the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, as the supreme head of the Church on earth, and obey him the same as the Supreme God in
all written revelations given under the solemnities of a “thus saith the Lord”, and that I will always uphold the Presidency, right or
wrong.  I furthermore promise and swear that I will never touch a daughter of Adam, unless she is given me of the Lord.  I furthermore
promise and swear that no Gentile shall ever be admitted to the secrets of this holy institution or participate in its blessings.  I further-
more promise and swear that I will assist the Sons of Dan in the utter destruction of apostates, and that I will assist in setting up the
kingdom of Daniel in these last days, by the power of the Highest and the sword of His might.  I furthermore promise and swear that I
will never communicate the secrets of this degree to any person in the known world, except it be to a true and lawful brother, binding
myself under no less a penalty than that of having my bloodshed.  So help me God and keep me faithful.”

So there!

And even though Sampson Avard almost immediately after broke every tenet of the oath himself this is not a commitment that a
man such as Porter Rockwell takes lightly at all.

In fact, with a man such as Porter Rockwell such an oath is literally a matter as final as the grave…

Now, combine the knowledge of the fact of Porter’s oath with the fact that I have on more than one occasion heard Joe, in Porter’s
presence, claim Boggs to be the worst murderer ever to go unpunished and that ‘blood for blood’ should be exacted.

Then, a few months ago Joe prophesied that Boggs would die violently within the year.  And keep in mind the Saints’ enthusiasm
for helping Joe’s prophecies to come true.

Now, consider the fact that Lilburn Boggs lives in Independence.  And finally, consider the fact that just a few days ago I heard Joe
make a cryptic remark about Porter’s having ‘gone to fulfill prophecy’.

I fervently and with great ardour do pray that Porter Rockwell did not go to Independence in order to shoot Lilburn Boggs!

May 15, 1842
Nauvoo, Illinois

Porter Rockwell shot Lilburn Boggs.
In the head.  Four times.  No one is admitting anything but Porter just got back yesterday without Luana.  Today we received news

of the shooting.  (Amazingly enough, Boggs didn’t die from his wounds!)
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I have the feeling that Porter has unleashed a storm.

When asked whether he had any implication in the shooting Joe replied, “It wasn’t me who felled Boggs — it was a destroying
angel!”  Then, I heard someone else comment, “Yep!  A destroying angel named Porter Rockwell!”

I believe that Porter has earned himself a new appellation.

June 27, 1844
Carthage, Illinois

Today, June 27th 1844, in Carthage, Illinois, members of the combined forces of both the Carthage and Warsaw militias murdered
Joseph Smith Jr. and his brother Hyrum Smith.

August 8, 1844
Nauvoo, Illinois

Today, August 8th 1844, Brigham Young assumed the Presidency of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.  I breathed a
major sigh of relief.  Sidney Rigdon almost won by default due to Brigham’s absence.  If Sidney Rigdon had won the presidency, I
would have been forced to shoot him.

Don’t get me wrong!  As I’m sure you’ve figured out by now I don’t give a flying fidoodly about Joe’s church in and of itself and
in fact to be perfectly honest I don’t even like Joe’s church very much.  But you see, that doesn’t matter.  The fact is that God very
obviously wants the Mormon Church to exist and He has gone to great lengths to assure its continuance.  And the fact is that the
Mormon Church obviously gives all of these people something that they need very badly.  They exhibit a fanatical loyalty and desert
families and loved ones for its sake.  While I have a right to dislike Joe’s church I certainly do not have any right to judge it.

And besides all of that I love Joe.  For Joe’s sake if for no other reason I would have shot Sidney Rigdon.
For you see, Joe’s murder has now brought about the great ‘make or break’ crisis.  Now we will see how strong is the house that

Joe built.  We will see whether it can now stand on its own two feet without Joe himself there to hold it up.
And here’s the way I see it:  If Joe’s church dies now then Joseph Smith Jr. will become nothing more than a rather eccentric foot-

note in American history.  However, if Joe’s church lives and thrives then Joe’s name will live on and become well known to millions
all over the world for generations to come as one of the great martyrs of history.

I know which fate Joe would have wanted.

And I know which fate Joe deserves.



So, ya wanna know how Joe got dead?  Basically, just take the story of Missouri and repeat it with a slightly different dynamic.  In
Illinois it only took five years.  It took five years to prove without a doubt to the Illinoisans that the possibilities that had so terrified the
Missourians were indeed inevitable if this group of people were left to their own devices.  Five years to show the terrifying potential of
a people organized like a beehive and guided by the word of God and/or Joe Smith.  Five years to create a virtually autonomous
city/state on the banks of the Mississippi with the power to countermand judicial rulings with a city ordinance.  They owed scarcely any
duty to the State of Illinois.  They had the power to issue writs of habeas corpus upon any Mormons arrested by outside law.  (This was
handy since Joe was still very wanted in Missouri.)  It took five years to organize a private army of 4,000 troops.  Five years for the
Mormons to firmly entrench themselves into the politics and economy.  Five years to consolidate a missionary system that was and still
is experiencing incredible success in England.  Five years to build a city that passed Chicago to become the largest and wealthiest city
in the entire State of Illinois.  And while John Bennett was a major factor in the rise of Nauvoo he also became a major factor in its fall.
Most of Mr. Bennett’s problems stemmed from the fact that he liked very young Mormon girls.  I mean, he really liked them a lot.  I
mean, really really a lot.  I mean, Mr. Bennett liked very young Mormon girls so much that he would make false promises of marriage
and invoke the Lord’s name and invoke Joe’s name and just generally did whatever he had to do to obtain carnal knowledge with as
many very young Mormon girls as he possibly could.  It was obvious that the only interest Mr. Bennett had in the ‘spiritual’ aspect of
spiritual marriage was the cynical use of the concept to seduce his victims.

He was then discovered to be an abortionist.  It was then discovered that he had deserted a wife and children.  Finally, Joe
suspected Mr. Bennett of planning to have Joe murdered and take over Joe’s church.  Joe and Mr. Bennett finally got into a big fight
over Sidney Rigdon’s nineteen-year-old daughter Nancy.

However, Mr. Bennett’s debauchery and general sleaziness was just one of many reasons why he was finally excommunicated.
With the excommunication, Mr. Bennett counter-attacked.  In July of ‘42 he began publishing a series of letters exposing every-

thing he knew plus everything he could make up.  Murder, polygamy, the Sons of Dan; he had it all.  Mr. Bennett accused Porter
Rockwell of shooting ex-Governor Boggs on Joe’s orders.  Mr. Bennett said that Joe wanted to set up an independent kingdom.

John Bennett opened a Pandora’s Box.
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During this period I accompanied Porter Rockwell as he went to Carthage.  We brushed past three visitors in Mr. Bennett’s parlour
and confronted Mr. Bennett with the stories being spread in Nauvoo.  In typical fashion Mr. Bennett tried to bluster his way out of this
potentially fatal situation (Mr. Bennett knew well who Porter Rockwell was) but Mr. Bennett learned that his tricks had absolutely no
effect upon the ever-stoic Porter; he refused to be sidetracked.  Gesturing to Mr. Bennett’s visitors Porter asked Mr. Bennett for a
private conversation.  Mr. Bennett had absolutely no desire to be alone with Porter Rockwell and he definitely wanted witnesses to
whatever events were about to transpire so he replied, “If you have anything to say you can say it in front of them!”

Porter smirked, and retorted, “This is a personal matter, Mr. Bennett.”  Mr. Bennett reluctantly led us into another room.  Once we
were alone Porter turned to his accuser and said, “Doctor, you don’t know who your friends are.  I’m not your enemy and I don’t want
you using my name in your publications.”

“Joe Smith and all of his friends are my personal enemies,” Bennett snapped in reply.
Porter’s tone hardened: “I’ve been told you said Joseph gave me fifty dollars and a wagon for shooting Boggs.”  Without waiting

for an answer Porter continued:  “Now hear me well, Doctor Bennett.  I can — and I will — whip any man who tells a cursed lie like
that about me!  Now, did you say it or not?”

Mr. Bennett was now sweating; he was one step from death and he knew it.  Finally he licked his lips and replied; “No, I didn’t say
that.  I said — and I’ll tell it to your face — you left Nauvoo about two months before Boggs was shot.  And, you came back the day
before the report of the attempted assassination reached here; two persons in Nauvoo said you told them you had been in Boggs’ neigh-
borhood.”

“Oh, I was there all right,” Porter curtly replied.  “But if I shot Boggs they have got to prove it.  I never did an act I was ashamed of
and I do not fear to go anywhere that I have ever been.  I’ve done nothing criminal!”

Startled by Porter’s unusual display of emotion Mr. Bennett hastily concurred.  “Certainly they’ve got to prove it.  I know nothing
of what you did, I wasn’t there.”

Before Bennett could say anything more Porter interrupted to say, “If you say that Joseph Smith paid me to shoot Boggs — I’ll be
back.”

There was no mistaking the implication.  Satisfied that Bennett understood him we marched from the room.

We then clambered into Porter’s elegant new carriage that had indeed been gifted to him by Joe upon Porter’s return from
Missouri.  Joe said the gift was intended to enable Porter to convey passengers from the steamboat landing to the temple and back.

As the ex-second-in-command of the Church Mr. Bennett’s accusations were devastating and serious damage was done.  Joe and
Porter were arrested for the attempted murder of Boggs.  They were released on a writ of habeas corpus (issued by the Nauvoo Munici-
pal Court) (which obligingly arrested the Missouri sheriffs for falsely arresting Joe) and immediately upon their release Porter high-
tailed in to the East Coast with a $3,000 price on his head.  Joe went into deep hiding in Nauvoo.

Mr. Bennett soon discredited himself both with the questionability of his own character and with the hysterical outrageousness of
his never ending attack.  His threat eventually waned and Joe once again came out better for all the attention.

Mr. William Law was not so accommodating.

Mr. William Law was widely known highly respected and deeply trusted.  He was wealthy morally unimpeachable and a leading
citizen of Nauvoo.  He was utterly devoted the Church and deeply believed its precepts.

Mr. Law had no doubts about Joseph Smith Jr. Prophet of God.  He just had a few questions about Joe the man.
What started the big final boom was, incredibly enough, Joe’s libido.  Joe asked Mrs. Law if she wanted to get ‘spiritually married’

tonight, huh? huh?
She didn’t.  She was very upset that Joe would even propose such a thing.
Mr. Law was unimpressed also.
Meanwhile Joe received a heartbreaking letter written for Porter Rockwell by a man in Philadelphia.  (Porter is illiterate.)  Porter

was lonely. Luana had left him saying that Porter loved the Church more than he loved her.  (The children, as per Mormon custom,
stayed with the Church, in this case represented by Porter’s mother.)  Porter couldn’t find work, he was destitute, he hated Philadelphia,
and he missed his children.

Shortly after sending this letter Porter tried to come back.  He was recognized and captured in Saint Louis on March 4th 1843 and
found himself in that worst of nightmares:  A Missouri jail.

Short of mounting an armed invasion of Missouri there was now nothing we could do for Porter except to pray.  We figured we’d
seen the last of Porter Rockwell.  Joe was especially fond of Porter and he was exceptionally broken hearted over his loss.

Joe issued a prophecy that Porter would honourably escape from the Missourians.
Then in October we were heartened by a visit from Porter’s mother from whom we learned that Porter was still alive.  Not only

that but when told by the judge that he could have his pick of attorneys Porter had studied the several attorneys who were in the court-
room at the time and he had recognized none other than Alexander Doniphan!  Mrs. Rockwell’s mission to Joe was to ask for $200 for
attorney’s fees.  Joe delivered the money.  We were amazed and delighted that Porter was still alive and now that we knew he was in
the capable hands of Alexander Doniphan we began to entertain the notion that Porter might be able to eventually return to us.

Amazingly enough everything else was going relatively smoothly also.  The Mormons appeared firmly entrenched.  They were
now rich powerful and seemed to be a permanent fixture in the Illinois scene.

Unfortunately it was all destined to be prelapsarian.
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The Mormons celebrated their strength and success fully on Christmas of 1843.
This was good since it was to be Joe’s last.
We had just successfully weathered several serious storms.  Joe had been three times arrested and three times acquitted on various

Missouri charges in the last year.  Bennett was by then thoroughly discredited and defeated.  The Law crisis was yet to break.  At this
point the future looked so bright that Joe was planning on running for President of the United States next year.  Wine flowed like water.
A Mormon orchestra provided music to which couples gaily danced.  Toasts were proposed.  Heartfelt thanks were given to our Crea-
tor.  The Mormons were as strong and as powerful as they had ever been.  Dressed in their very finest formal wear they celebrated with
fervour.

Suddenly there was a scuffle at the front door!  A wild filthy dangerous looking man with long wild matted hair and dressed in
filthy rags was attempting to force entry into the party!  The man appeared to be quite drunk but he also seemed imbued with extraordi-
nary strength as several of Joe’s Danites found themselves hurled aside in spite of the fact that the man was not overly large in stature.
The wild-man successfully entered the main foyer!  It was obviously some drunken Puke on a suicide mission to assassinate Joe!  Then,
to my horror, Joe himself came on the scene and rather than diving for cover he instead launched himself upon the man and directly
engaged him in hand-to-hand combat!  Joe is a large man and he is justifiably proud of his wrestling abilities but this was such an irre-
sponsible thing for a man in his position to do that I was flabbergasted.  They tussled for a moment.  Then, to my relief I saw Joe
successfully maneuver the man into a restraining headlock.  At this point Joe and I both noticed something very strange:  The wild hairy
face that was now poking out from the crook of Joe’s arm was grinning at us.

Not only that but his smile had a slightly familiar quality to it…
Joe recognized him first.  “Porter Rockwell,” he cried in delight!
The ‘Angel of Death’ had, against all odds, once again returned.
And so we all gathered around Porter to listen to his story; we dressed in our finest formal wear, he with his long filthy matted hair

and dressed in rags which, we momentarily learned, he had been wearing non-stop for the last nine months…
He had been on a steamship that was docked in Saint Louis.  He had been gazing at the city anticipating his return to Nauvoo, now

only a few days journey away.

But he was destined for a nine-month detour.

Porter was so distracted that he was unaware that a man had approached from behind until the man poked a gun in his ribs and
informed Porter that he was under arrest.  Porter was promptly chained.  He wore those same chains almost constantly for the next nine
months.

On the way to Independence the stage driver became intoxicated and wrecked the coach twice whereupon Porter, being a master
with animals, successfully quieted the skittish horses.

Then, it turned out that Porter was the only passenger on the coach beside the now unconscious driver who had the ability to handle
the horses and guide the coach.

And so Porter Rockwell drove the stagecoach into Independence himself where they were greeted by our ancient nemesis:  None
other than good old Sheriff Reynolds himself.  Sheriff Reynolds had been the first on the scene at the Boggs shooting and thus felt
additional personal interest and responsibility in avenging that act.  He had also been one of the Missouri sheriffs who had been arrested
in Nauvoo for trying to arrest Joe so Sheriff Reynolds was now also motivated by personal revenge.

Upon arrival in Independence Sheriff Reynolds promptly arrested an off-duty army officer who was riding in the coach saying,
“Come with me, Rockwell!”  Then he turned to Porter and said, “He didn’t give you any trouble, did he?”

In addition to being one of our most ardent persecutors Sheriff Reynolds is also a bit of a dope.



First, they had to wade through a mob that wished to lynch Porter.
Days later, when he was finally given a hearing, he had to wade through another mob; this time they were armed with hickory

clubs.
Most of Porter’s nine months, though, were spent at the honoured and traditional jailhouse activity of staring at the walls.

Porter related a story of obtaining a length of twine to which he tied a piece of cornbread and then dangled it out his second-story
window to the street below; Porter was ‘fishing for Pukes’.  The daughters of a minister who lived directly across the road laughingly
asked if he’d had any bites.

“Nope,” Porter replied, “but I’ve had some glorious nibbles!”

Then Porter successfully escaped from the jail only to be caught when he returned to help his fellow escapee over a tall fence.

Sheriff Reynolds then threw Porter to the mob — only to be forced to rescue him a moment later when the mob immediately began
lynch proceedings.  (Sheriff Reynolds would find himself buried in poodliation up to his knees should he allow Porter to be lynched.)
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This time Sheriff Reynolds and his two deputies had been forced to draw their pistols on the mob before they would back off.
Shortly after this Sheriff Reynolds left on yet another ill-fated journey to try to arrest Joe Smith in Illinois.  The Sheriff would have

a harrowing experience that very nearly cost him his life — but Porter didn’t know this so now he had the additional worry of danger to
Joe.

He continued to sit in jail.

Occasionally during his duller moments he would fish for Pukes.

Sheriff Reynolds returned and Porter rejoiced at learning of the Sheriff’s ignominious defeat in Illinois.

Months passed.
Porter continued to sit in jail.

His enthusiasm for Puke fishing began to wane.

Finally in August he actually went to court.  This was when he happened upon Alexander Doniphan.  Mr. Doniphan immediately
had Porter moved to Clay County but when they tried to cross a river on the way there they were ambushed by a lynch party and Porter
once again barely escaped with his life.

Ten days later Clay County refused the case and Porter was sent back to Independence.  On the trip back they had to evade a lynch
mob yet again.

In October, his mother visited.  This was when he sent her to us with his request for attorney’s fees.

In November, he attempted another unsuccessful escape attempt.

From then on he was double-chained.

Then he sat in jail some more.

Weeks later he finally appeared before none other than Judge Austin King, ancient persecutor of Mormons.  What a small world.

A jury was finally impaneled.  The original charge of shooting Boggs had already been dropped for lack of evidence.
Porter was now in the ironic position of being tried for escaping from jail when he admittedly shouldn’t have been there in the first

place.  (Sheriff Reynolds and Judge King were desperate by this point.)
The jury found that Porter Rockwell had indeed broken out of the Independence Jail and they duly found him guilty.
Then they pronounced sentence:  Five more minutes in jail.
Still, it turned into five hours as Sheriff Reynolds and Judge King desperately sought other charges to level against Porter, but on

December 13th 1843 the hapless Sheriff Reynolds was forced to release the infamous ‘Angel of Death’ a free man.

Now — how to get home?

The countryside was surely infested with armed Missourians seeking his tataglios.  Mr. Doniphan suggested to Porter that he move
on foot and to avoid roads during the daytime.

Porter’s mother accompanied him to the house of a friend.  Here, Porter borrowed $4.
He figured that it was too dangerous for his mother to accompany him and so he decided to return to Nauvoo alone.  Scarcely had

he left when he heard two riders approach from the rear.  He hid.  As they rode by he heard one tell the other, “He just left, he can’t be
far!”

Porter walked at night.  By the time he arrived at the former site of Haun’s Mill he swore revenge for those so brutally murdered
there.  By this time his feet were bleeding but remember:  This is Porter Rockwell.  He continued.

Twice he borrowed horses from Mormons.  Twice he hired strangers to carry him on their backs.  Once he lay up for three days
allowing his feet to heal.  The ferry to Nauvoo took the remaining few cents of his $4.  He trudged up the long hill to Joe’s house.

And here he was.  It was the best Christmas present any of us could have possibly hoped for.
And then occurred an extraordinary event; one that I’m sure is destined to become legendary and historic.  Joe had remained silent

and in deep contemplation for several minutes after the conclusion of Porter’s incredible tale.  Suddenly Joe rose placed his arm around
Porter’s shoulder and said:  “I hereby prophesy, in the name of the Lord, that you, Orrin Porter Rockwell, so long as ye remain true to
me, and as long as ye remain true to thy faith, and as long as ye cut not thy hair — then thou needst fear no enemy!  No bullet or blade
can harm thee!”

An awed silence fell over the celebration.  We had just witnessed history and we knew it:  We had just heard the Word of God
guarantee protection from violent demise in a land where death from ‘natural’ causes is a very unnatural occurrence.

Porter Rockwell had just been lionized as the Samson of the Mormon Church.
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‘…and his enemies were powerless against him!’



Then came 1844.
Yep!  Yooooooou guessed it!
ASICTP: Yadda yadda yadda boom!
Instead of becoming President of the United States in 1844, Joe became dead.

As with most of his disasters Joe’s death came about largely due to his own efforts.  Do you remember the aforementioned William
Law with the aforementioned wife who received the aforementioned invitation to become Joe’s 40th or 272nd spiritual wife?  Well, Mr.
Law was upset with Joe long before Joe’s attempted cuckoldization of him; Mr. Law was also upset with Joe over some financial
matters.  (Imagine!)  Mr. Law suspected Joe of using church monies for personal land speculations.  (No!)  Moreover Joe attempted to
monopolize, in the Church’s name, the entire profit from the vast construction boom of all buildings, both public and private, that were
being built in Nauvoo.  (Say it ‘aint so, Joe!)

Finally Mr. Law founded his own construction company and since Mr. Law actually paid wages a large number of temple workers
deserted the temple and went to work for Mr. Law.

Joe, of course, denounced them — to no apparent effect.  Mr. Law’s company prospered.
Then, with that incredible sense of timing that only Joe possesses, this was when Joe proposed doing the Ancient Dance of the

One-Eyed Snake with the foxy young Jane Law.  Jane’s reaction has been previously documented.

Was it Caesarism?  An erotic faith in the divinity of his mission?  A childish ego ‘got-cha’ on Mr. Law?  I didn’t ask.  And besides:
It usually worked.

Well it certainly didn’t this time.  One thing led to another.  An outraged Mr. Law demanded that Joe eat crow publicly.  Joe
refused.  Mr. Law became angrier.  Then Mr. Law discovered that Mrs. Austin Cowles’ had also been offered the sacred Rod of God.
And wouldn’t you know it, Hiram Kimball’s wife was evidently found to be worthy of Joe’s holy ministrations also!  Not to mention
Robert D. Foster’s betrothed and Sidney Rigdon’s daughter and…

Private discontent was whipped into group fury.  This led to that and that led to Joe summoning Robert D. Foster for trial before
the High Council for the high crime of publicly criticizing Joe.

Then Joe learned that Mr. Foster was prepared to bring along forty-one witnesses willing to testify to Joe’s amorous proclivities.

Joe decided to forgo a trial.  He simply had the High Council, in secret session, summarily cut both of the Laws and Mr. Foster
from the Church.

But William Law was no apostate.  He was a True Believer.  He honestly wished Joe would mend his ways.  Mr. Law stayed in
Nauvoo.  He lived in constant fear of the Sons of Dan.  Then he bought a printing press and on June 7th he printed a newspaper, the
Nauvoo Expositor.

And that was it.  The Nauvoo Expositor started the snowball rolling and it never stopped.
Unlike Bennett’s ravings the Nauvoo Expositor did not vilify.  It did not sensationalize; in a very calm and reasonable tone it

rocked Nauvoo to its foundations.
The Nauvoo Expositor questioned Joe’s right to the autocratic power that he wielded.  It accused him of abusing Nauvoo’s city

charter. It cast doubts about his political revelations.  It charged him with using church monies for land speculations.  It included a
parable-like story of an innocent naïve English girl who comes to Nauvoo for her faith and is instructed in the mysteries of ‘spiritual
marriage’

This was a serious threat.  It was, in fact, possibly the most serious threat of Joe’s career.  The tactics that had been used against
Bennett would not work against Mr. Law.  This could easily topple Joe’s whole house of cards.

Firm and decisive action was called for and so, firmly and decisively, Joe toppled his house of cards all on his own.



It took five years.  It took five years to transform a legislature that had shaken their hands in camaraderie into hissing finger-point-
ing accusers.  It took five years for the citizens of Illinois to go from welcoming the Mormons with open arms to a vicious hate-filled
mob that if anything exceeded in savagery anything that had been seen in Missouri.

And what Joe did next goes right along with a theory I have had for quite a while now:  That both Joe as an individual and the
Mormons as a group want to be persecuted and hated.  It seems to fill some need in them.  It also strengthens them.  It hones them.  It
weeds them.  It inspires them lest why do they always so intentionally antagonize those around them?  Why do they always take the
exact step most guaranteed to ensure their destruction?

As you may have guessed Joe did the Big Bad No No.  As you may have guessed Joe did the one act that in this place and at this
time is the act most guaranteed to transform you into an instant martyr…
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Joe had the Nauvoo Legion destroy Mr. Law’s printing press.

Yadda yadda yadda boom!



As is always the case in the destruction of non-Mormon printing presses every single owner of every single printing press in the
whole world took the destruction of Mr. Law’s printing press to be a highly offensive personal insult of the very worst kind.  They
expressed their displeasure with deep eloquence and at great length under screaming banner headlines.

Destroying printing presses was an activity that owners of printing presses wished to discourage.

And though the style was new the play was the same…

Slavery wasn’t an issue in Illinois.  Another difference was that in Illinois they weren’t fighting poor illiterate frontier farmers; this
time they had aroused the ire of full-fledged educated voting citizens.  These citizens’ reasons for what they did were not to support
slavery but to destroy an armed dangerous tyrannical theocracy.  They could point to Nauvoo’s fusion of church and state and/or its
cynical flouting of due process.

And now the Mormons had destroyed the Holy Printing Press.
The existence of polygamy and secret societies of trained assassins also didn’t help matters.

The bottom line:  The Mormons were un-American.  The people of Illinois were fighting for the American way.

Nevertheless the actual methods used by the Illinoisans to rid themselves of the Mormons were strikingly similar to those that had
been used by their Missouri brethren.

Are ya ready kids?  Heeeere we go again!
Illinois explodes yadda yadda yadda Governor Ford comes to Carthage to summon the militia yadda yadda yadda Governor Ford

discovers that the militia has already formed on its own yadda yadda yadda Porter Rockwell ferries Joe, Hyrum, and myself across the
Mississippi and we flee to Iowa yadda yadda yadda Governor Ford guarantees our safety if we give up yadda yadda yadda Hyrum is all
for it but Joe insists that we’ll be butchered if we give up yadda yadda yadda.

However, do you remember a certain unpainted corner in which Joe seems to be inordinately fond of spending large amounts of
time?

Yadda yadda yadda boom!



On the morning of June 24th Joe announced to everyone that he was going to surrender.
“Joe!  They’ll kill you!”
To my amazement Joe replied, “It can’t be helped.”
To my amazement I replied, “The hell it can’t!”
Joe winced and said, “Jack, you know how I feel about profanity…”
I took a deep breath.  I calmed.  “But Joe,” I said reasonably, “there’s a whole empty continent just west of here.  Why can’t we

just go right now and then just keep on going?”
Joe replied, “Yes, Jack, you and the Church must go west.  I’ve known that for years — but you must go without me.”
This made no sense whatsoever.  “Why,” I asked reasonably enough?
“Jack, the Church is what’s important.  Compared to that, my life is nothing — and the Church cannot survive if I run again.”
Since I couldn’t publically criticize him I waited until we were alone before saying, “You say the church can’t survive if you run?

I say that the church can’t survive if you don’t run!  They need you!  What the figoblioboodliay are all of these lost sheep going to do
without you to tell ‘em when to take a pee?”

I’m afraid that I was in tears by this point for Joe had that determined look that told me that this was a ‘God’ thing and that there
would be no turning him around.

My assessment proved to be accurate; Joe said, “No Jack, I’m the parent who must now let his child go its own way.  I’ve now
done my part.  I’ve either done well or I’ve done poorly; I’ve either already succeeded or I’ve already failed.  My continuance now is —
superfluous — a detriment even.  My death will now serve God’s plan much more effectively than…”

“I don’t believe I’m hearing this!”  I interrupted.  “This is the most insane thing I’ve ever heard!”

Calmly and with utter assurance Joe said, “If I run the Church dies. If I fight the Church dies.  If they murder me they validate and
glorify everything that I have done and people will flock to the Church by the millions…

“There is no arguing Jack.  I’m going in.”
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Governor Ford was a very ineffectual man.  This is not to say that he wasn’t in possession of some highly singular talents — quite
the contrary!  Governor Ford was in fact able, on a daily basis, to perform the seemingly physically impossible feat of walking around
in public with his head inside his anus.

He often spoke from this position also.

Joe was very disappointed by this aspect of Governor Ford’s character because Joe knew that Governor Ford was all that stood
between the mob and himself and he wished that that barrier could be a bit more substantial.

When Governor Ford announced that he was removing even the ephemeral protection of his personal presence by going to Nauvoo
to try to talk the rest of the Mormons into giving up Joe begged the governor to allow Joe to accompany him.  Governor Ford, though,
either didn’t know or didn’t care that he was all that stood between Joe and the mob because he went ahead and went to Nauvoo without
us.

The moment Joe realized that the governor was really going to leave him in Carthage without protection Joe proved that he was
indeed human after all:  He panicked.

Since I was not a prisoner I was free to come and go; Joe instructed me to have Jonathan Dunham summon the Nauvoo Legion to
march to his rescue and to do it immediately right now with all due haste.

I ran to do Joe’s bidding.  I ran down the stairs out the door through the courtyard — and then suddenly I stopped running and
thought for a minute whereupon I realized that Joe had been right when he explained everything to me in Iowa.  If the Nauvoo Legion
came to Carthage now it would literally start a major civil war; a war that the Mormons would surely lose; a war that would surely
destroy them.  Joe had made the correct choice three days ago.  The order to call out the Legion was panic talking.  That wasn’t Joe.

And so, terrified by the enormity of the responsibility that I had assumed yet comforted by the utter assurance that I was doing the
right thing to do, I slowly walked back toward the Carthage Jail to join Joe in whatever fate to which I had just had him consigned.

I didn’t locate Mr. Dunham.  The Nauvoo Legion remained unsummoned.  There was never any great final battle.
Instead there was martyrdom…



We are upstairs in the Carthage Jail.  With me are Joe, Hyrum, and John Taylor.  For armament we have one six-shooter, one
single shot pistol, and two canes.

Presently we hear the mob approaching.  Shouts.  Gunshots.  Screaming.  Good old familiar mob sounds.
Heavy steps pound up the stairs.  We try to hold the door shut but the mobbers begin firing through the door.  We jump back to

avoid the bullets.
The door crashes open!  A whole volley of shots instantly rings out from behind the door; most of them seem to hit Hyrum in the

face.  Hyrum falls.  Armed with only a cane I stand to the side and begin batting away the rifle barrels of the militiamen as they poke
through the door.

Across the room from me Joe begins emptying his six-shooter into the mobbers.  A thick cloud of acrid gun-smoke fills the room
making all the action appear to be happening in a thick fog.  Explosion after explosion after explosion crashes into my eardrums until I
can hear nothing but explosions and ringing.  It is insane but I don’t feel I don’t think; my only purpose in life, the only reason for my
existence, the only thing I can comprehend right now is batting away those deadly rifle barrels with my cane.  Explosion after explosion
rocks my brains.  The gun-smoke gets thicker.  I see John Taylor fall.  I continue mindlessly batting gun barrels aside.  The gunfire is
now so rapid that it is like continuous thunder inside my head.

Then, his six-gun empty, Joe leaps to the window!

He sees something that gives him pause for a second — just long enough for a bullet to smash into his back!
The impact almost knocks him out the window.  He grabs the sill and cries out, “Oh, Lord, my God!” even as the impact of another

bullet knocks him the rest of the way out the window to the ground far below!
I hear a militiaman cry out, “He’s outside!  He’s gone out the window!”
As one the mobbers stomp and storm back down the stairs.

I am left standing alone amidst the stench carnage blood and smoke without a scratch on by body.

I see that Hyrum is dead.  John Taylor has crawled under one of the beds and also appears dead.
I go to the window.  I see why Joe hesitated.
The view out that window — the last view of Joe Smith’s life — is like a view straight into Hell…



Several hundreds of militiamen — a vast seething mass of them — greet my gaze.  They have all smeared their faces with
gunpowder until they are black; thus there are hundreds of eyes teeth and bayonets that all seem to be glowing with an infernal light of
their own.

They literally look like an army of demons.
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Joe isn’t dead!  He is laid out on the ground but I detect signs of life!
A young blackface lad of about fifteen is coming forward.  He is propping Joe up against the well curb.
Joe is conscious but does not seem to be aware of his surroundings.
Now four other men are lining up and pointing rifles at him!
The sound of their rifles firing drowns out the sound of my scream of “Nooooo!”

Joe Smith is dead.

The young blackface is now coming forward with a large knife.  With horror I realize that he is about to cut Joe’s head off so that
they can put it on display!

In a completely useless gesture that certainly will accomplish nothing except to get me killed I prepare to hurl myself out of that
window and onto that boy.

However — God chooses this moment to intervene directly.

The day has been thoroughly overcast.  Suddenly a single shaft of sunlight breaks through the cloud cover and it illuminates Joe
like a big celestial spotlight.

The mobbers freeze in their tracks.  They are evidently entertaining second thoughts about cutting Joe’s head off.
Then, to my horror I hear one of the mobbers yell, “There’s still one of them left upstairs!  Let’s go get him!”
In panic I drag Mr. Taylor — who is still alive after all — into one of the other rooms.  For some reason I am more concerned

about Mr. Taylor’s survival than I am my own.  I hide him under one of the beds in this room and then I simply take a seat to wait for
the mobbers.  I hear them enter the room we were originally in and hear their dismay at the fact that we are not there.

There is no way that they will not look into this room.
Then from outside I hear more shouting:  “The Mormons are coming!  The Nauvoo Legion is marching on Carthage!  Let’s get out

of here!”
Thank God for false rumours.
And so once again the mobbers storm and bang down the stairs — only this time in headlong flight.
Once again I escape completely unmolested.
A few moments later I walk down the now silent deserted staircase through the now silent deserted jail out into the now silent

deserted courtyard next to the now silent deserted street so that I can silently carry the now deserted body of Joseph Smith Jr. back
inside.

May God rest his soul.

July 25, 1846
Fort Leavenworth, Kansas

ASICTP that we waited for our inevitable violent eviction from the State of Illinois.

ASICTP inevitably we were violently evicted from the State of Illinois.

ASICTP that as the flames and the death and the violence and the destruction and the screams of the victims and the screams of the
mobs raged around us Brigham Young/Moses led the Mormons/Jews out of Illinois/Egypt to escape the wrath of Governor
Ford/Pharaoh.  The Mississippi River didn’t part to allow our crossing but it did freeze over thus producing exactly the same effect in
the minds of the Mormon Saints.

But wherever the Mormons are going I will have to meet them there later.  I now have a different sort of war to fight.  Tomorrow I
ride with General Stephen Watts Kearny and Colonel Alexander Doniphan to serve the Republic of Mexico with a notice of eviction
from the Californias!

December 6, 1846
San Pasqual

Territorio de Alta California, Mexico

Hi.  Considering that I am presently trapped on top of a hill surrounded by hundreds of heavily armed Mexicans whose express aim
is to kill me I feel pretty lousy about a few other things too.

Why am I here?  I volunteered and I had several personal reasons for doing so that I will explain shortly but the main reason I am
here is so that my paycheque can keep several thousand dispossessed Mormons who are starving and/or freezing and/or dying of any
one of several fatal contagious diseases that have been making the rounds lately and who are presently strung out in a series of dismal
undernourished disease ridden camps all the way across the frozen plains of Iowa alive for a little while longer.
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Parley Pratt was right there with his hand out as soon as we received our enlistment pay there at Fort Leavenworth.  He had come
all the way from Iowa to collect it.  Mr. Pratt then made a forced ride to Council Bluffs to deliver it.  He then drove cross-country to
Chicago took a steamer across Lake Michigan a train to Boston then a ship to England to start missionary work!

Where do the Mormons find these people?
So you have gathered that Mormon volunteers are fighting for the United States Army.  The same United States that sat idly by and

allowed the Mormons to be repeatedly murdered and robbed and dispossessed for over twenty years now without lifting a finger to stop
it?  The same United States that stood by and watched as a mob sacked and pillaged and burned the greatest city in the State of Illinois
and said nothing?  The same United States whose President Martin Van Buren, when petitioned by Joe for redress of Mormon griev-
ances, allegedly said that our cause was just but that there was nothing he could do for us?  The same United States that had just
murdered our prophet?  How could this be?

Answer:  Soldiers are paid money.
Actually, though, there is much more to it than just that…



Brigham Young:  Does the man create the rôle or does the rôle create the man?
Joe was right:  At this point in its history the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints needed a new President.
A very different sort of genius from Joe is our good Brother Brigham.  Brigham’s genius is practical rather than visionary; his forté

is administration rather than invention.  He has taken the doctrines and the organization that were created from Joe’s vision and he has
put them to practical work.  When forced to it Brother Brigham is fully capable of displaying ruthlessness that Joe could never have
stomached, which is good.  At the time that I left the Church was utterly destitute homeless sick and strung out in miserable tents all
across Iowa — we were very vulnerable.

We blamed the United States.  We wanted to leave the United States.  There was talk of going to Oregon and allying with the Brit-
ish.

Which is why, one and all, every Mormon was totally shocked and completely outraged that President James K. Polk would actu-
ally have the gall to ask the Mormons for 500 volunteers to go fight in the war that he wanted to start with Mexico.

We quickly perceived the ingenious trap Mr. Polk had thus placed us in:  If we didn’t send anyone we could be accused of being
ungrateful traitors.

On the other hand — if we did remove an additional 500 young men from our now decimated ranks our remaining people would
be utterly helpless.

If this appraisal of Mr. Polk’s motives seems a bit paranoid — well, I believe that we, of all people, have earned the right to be
paranoid…

Brother Brigham didn’t see it that way.  In fact President Polk’s request represented a pay-off to Brigham for some rather astute
political maneuvering on his part.  I’m sure that Brigham wants to go to Alta California.  Sending 500 men with Kearny would be much
easier and cheaper than sending them as pioneers.  Not only would we receive free food and transportation but we would also be able to
take a certain number of women with us as ‘laundresses’.

Then we would be dismissed in Alta California retaining our arms.
Not to mention once again that cash pay that I mentioned earlier.
So at the very same time that everyone had been cursing the United States Brother Brigham’s agent had been offering the services

of the Mormons to Polk as he simultaneously hinted that should the President fail to help the Mormons then we might be forced to find
succor with the English who also have designs upon the Californias.

The threat was not empty.  As I say:  There is no love lost for the United States of America in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter
Day Saints.

Ironically enough at this time there is a mass migration of settlers from the Missouri border region fleeing in fear of the Mormons!
Since most of the Mormons themselves don’t know where the Mormons are or what they’re doing then neither does anyone else.  The
thought of several thousand vengeful Mormons on the loose and not knowing where they are or what they are doing is evidently not
comforting to many.  Rumours fly:  The Mormons are distributing arms to the Indians and inciting them to jihad.  The Mormons are
going to Oregon to join forces with the British.  The Mormons are preparing a massive attack against both Missouri and Illinois.  And
we could not have denied these rumours; I myself would enjoy seeing the fabled Indian torture techniques demonstrated upon a couple
of Pukes of my acquaintance…

Bottom line:  Mr. Polk would rather have us on his side than on the other.  His act assures our loyalty.
Bottom line:  The Saints are in a desperate situation and Mr. Polk’s offer is a godsend.
And if our pay was distributed over the whole rather than going to the individual families of the soldiers and if Brother Brigham

appropriated some for personal use (Brother Brigham isn’t one to submit to any audit of his books; they don’t call him ‘The Profit’ for
nothing!)  I would imagine that Brigham’s actions at this time were calculated to keep the Church alive.

One of the more significant mass-conversions to Mormonism that has occurred thus far was that of Captain Pitt’s Brass Band with
whom I often indulged my talent for playing the violin as I did at our going away party where there were many signs that my people
had recently known much better times — but as they gaily danced to the happy uplifting music provided by the good Captain Pitt it was
equally obvious that they were soon to know better…
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Ah, yes!  The glories of war!  After ‘conquering’ New Mexico by bribing the Mexican governor to withdraw his troops we rode
and rode forever through some of the most hellish landscape I could ever have imagined.  I had thought that Missouri was dry!  We
descended the Rio Grande Valley for several days and then turned west toward the Gila River Valley.  The further we went the drier
and harsher became the surrounding landscape.  Vast distant dry sun baked mountains shimmered in the distance through the desert
heat.  Wide desolate dry dusty valleys full of poisonous snakes and poisonous water separated these mountains.  The Gila Valley
consists of sagebrush from horizon to horizon.  I was the highest point of elevation for miles around.  Strange spiky plants shade strange
spiky wildlife.  This must be the driest and hottest place in the world.

Then we crossed the Colorado River at Yuma — and thus entered into the true desert.

Compared to this place the Gila Valley seems a lush jungle.  Hot.  Dry.  Sun.  Hot.  Dry.  Sun.  Vast.  That is as good a word for it
as any I guess, though it still seems highly inadequate.  BIG!  It just keeps going and going.  No water.  Thirst rages.  Hot.  Dry.  Sun.
No water. The sun is like a monstrous baleful eye seeking to fry the life out of any creature unfortunate enough to be trapped in this
blazing furnace. Thirst rages.  I begin hallucinating.  Stumbling.  I walk now to save my horse that is as thirsty as I am.  There are
mountains ahead.  We have been approaching them for days yet they appear to be no closer.  There is snow on the mountains.  Hot.
Dry.  The sun is like a great cosmic torch frying my brains.  Water.  I need water.  I really really need water really badly.  Having snow
in sight merely mocks my misery.  I fervently pray for rain — completely forgetting my own advice concerning being very careful
about what you wish for.

We finally reached the mountains and my prayers were answered.
And answered.  And then they were answered some more and then they were answered again and then they continued being

answered until I thought my prayers would never stop being answered!
It poured.  It torrentially down poured.  It rained cats and dogs.  Then it rained whales and elephants.  It was very cold rain.  It was

very cold wind-driven rain.  All of our equipment and all of our clothing quickly became as wet as it could possibly be.  It was hard to
decide whether the wind was colder than the rain or vice-versa.  Icy blasts blew right through my soaked clothes.

Ah yes!  The glories of war!
I begin shivering uncontrollably.  My fingers are turning blue.  Everything is wet.  California seems to be a very cold and wet place

though I have heard otherwise.
And all this suffering was for nothing; on the lower Rio Grande we had met a man by the name of Kit Carson who informed us that

California had already fallen to American hands and that the war was already over there.  At that news General Kearny split our force;
he sent some of them back to Santa Fe and some of the others went with Colonel Doniphan to join General Zachary Taylor down in
Mexico.

The ‘Mormon Battalion’ was sent to make a wagon road to San Diego.  I decided to stick with Kearny in the capacity of a scout.  I
want to go see what other people are like.

I’m tired of Mormons.

In Yuma we learned that the Mexicans had staged an insurrection and re-taken a place called Los Angeles — so now we are
suddenly in a hurry once again.  Just as suddenly we found ourselves under attack by a large force of Mexican regulars!  They are
charging us and shooting at us!  Men are falling all around me!  We try to return fire — only to discover that our powder has become as
wet as everything else; we are under major attack and our guns don’t work.

General Andres Pico’s California Lancers smashed into our ranks unopposed and began killing large numbers of us.  We fight and
make our way to the top of this hill where we have sat for the last three days surrounded by said hundreds of Mexican soldiers with said
express aim of killing all of us.

Kit Carson has snuck away to try to find help.  If he does not succeed we are in a very deep mess here.

Ah, yes.  The glories of war!

May 30, 1847
Hard Rock

Territorio de Alta California, Mexico

Kit Carson got through and Commodore Stockton sent the cavalry to the rescue.  We fought a few minor skirmishes on our way to
Los Angeles (engagements wherein we acquitted ourselves a little more nobly than in our initial one) and then General Kearny spent the
rest of his time in California fighting his fellow American officers over who was in charge of California.  It seemed that a certain Gen-
eral John C. Frémont was loath to give up the perquisites of being the king of his short-lived ‘Bear Flag Republic’.  Since General Fré-
mont had his army with him at the time whilst General Kearny had but orders and a seriously shot-up fraction of his General Kearny
was forced to eat crow and stew until the Mormon Battalion arrived a few weeks later.  By this time General Kearny was rather upset
with General Frémont.  The situation was all the more ironic as General Kearny didn’t even want to be there in the first place; he had
urgent personal business to attend to in the east and had requested that he be relieved of command anyway — just not by this arrogant
vain opportunistic selfish pompous ass with the vast overestimation of his own intelligence and importance.

General Kearny didn’t like General Frémont.
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After having just suffered several days of this most insufferable man’s presence I must say I wholeheartedly share my CO’s feel-
ings for John C. Frémont.  The reason I have been suffering his company for the last several days is because when Colonel Richard B.
Mason arrived on the scene fully equipped with his very own army and with unequivocal orders from unequivocal authorities for him to
take over California as both governor and as military commander General Kearny decided to take General Frémont back east with him.
General Kearny was not trying to do General Frémont any favours of course.  Actually, Mr. Frémont didn’t even want to come but
since he found himself under arrest for mutiny and insubordination he realized that this fact somewhat circumscribed his ability to
influence his wishes in the matter.

We are escorting General Frémont to prison at Fort Leavenworth to await trial.

Our mood is not improved by the fact that we have been detained in this lovely little burgh called Hard Rock for the last two days.
There are two very compelling reasons for our distress over this delay at this place.  The first is the town itself:  It is a town but it is
completely unlike any town I have ever been in.  Oh, it has buildings people horses and commerce but instantly upon entering the place
you get a — feeling?  There is an — atmosphere here that is so palpable you can almost see it.  A somewhat creepy one.  A somewhat
sinister one.  You get the feeling that these seemingly normal looking people harbour deep dark secrets.  You get the feeling that that
they possibly partake in strange bloody satanic rituals by the light of the Harvest Moon…

I’ve picked up a companion in my California adventures and as with most of the companions I’ve had he is a rather eccentric indi-
vidual.

In appearance Bug is so completely unexceptional as to be invisible.  He can be standing right next to you without your realization
until he announces his presence.  He has certain ‘ghost-like’ qualities in that it often seems as if he isn’t really all there.  It is as if part of
his spirit is occupied with important matters elsewhere.  In personality Bug is a twitchy nervous sort who rarely appears at ease or
comfortable yet at the same time he seems at complete peace with the world — if that makes any sense.  Bug is nervous and twitchy
because Bug has some sort of mysterious ‘sense’ that after several months of intensive study I have finally managed to completely fail
to understand.  Bug sort of ‘sees’ things that are completely invisible to mere non-Bugian mortals with our mere five senses.  He often
predicts the future with uncanny accuracy and assurance.  He seems able to instantly sum up a man’s character and to tell whether the
man is lying or misleading us about anything.

Bug is intellectually a very simple man.  Bug will never develop any scientific theories of note.  He will never write anything like
The Book of Mormon.  And this is good.  I think that this lack of mental elasticity on Bug’s part is the only thing that allows him to
‘see’ all of the extra stuff that he sees without going garbonzo-burgers.

With Bug himself it is evidently just the way it has always been so he is very matter-of-fact about his ‘powers’.  He seems to
accept everyone else’s lack of his ability with a simple equanimity that is Bug.  The thought of using his ‘gift’ for personal aggrandize-
ment does not even enter his head.  Bug seems to lack any urgent yearnings for anything he doesn’t already have so what purpose
would further aggrandizement accomplish anyway?

Bug will also never be President of the United States.
Bug does become upset.  Bug becoming upset is a condition I have labeled ‘bugging’.  There are different degrees of bugginess to

Bug’s bugs and while I have not really labeled all of them they roughly correspond to ‘little’ bugs and ‘big’ bugs — and when Bug
bugs bigly, it’s time to dive for shelter ‘cause some kind of major figooblio is about to plomit all over your nunu.

Upon our entry into Hard Rock two days ago Bug exhibited a new variety of bugginess that I have never before encountered and
which I have now labeled as the ‘spooky’ bug.  It was a definite Bug bug but it was neither a big bug nor a little bug, but kind of a
scared bug.

“There’s haunts in this town, Jack!” he said to me.  I don’t know what I think of ‘haunts’ but I do know that when Bug bugs you’d
best beware so I loosened my pistol for easier access.  Taking note of my action Bug said, “No Jack, no immediate danger or anything,
it’s just — I don’t know!  This place is just — haunted! The people here — their glow is sick!”

I studied the local citizenry myself and even without bug-sense I could detect a certain oppressiveness of the spirit amongst them
when I studied the messages in their eyes.  Part of the reason for this oppressiveness is probably caused by the same happenstance that
is the second reason why we find our visit to Hard Rock to be so depressing.  It is also the happenstance that has led to our current delay
in this place:  Just after crossing the divide of the High Sierras we discovered a large party of immigrants led by a man named George
Donner who had tried to cross the mountains last fall.  They didn’t make it.  They have been trapped in the snow barely ten miles from
here ever since.  They evidently spent all winter starving and/or freezing to death and it soon became clear that their diet partly
consisted of their deceased comrades.  Soon after this it became clear that some of their comrades had had help in becoming deceased.
Several of the survivors are quite insane.  One of them, a gent named Keseberg, now refuses any nourishment other than human flesh…

It is said by these unfortunates that the citizens of Hard Rock turned them away when they had appealed for help last November.
At first we had trouble believing that this could be true but after sampling the local vibes both Bug and I have no doubt that that is
exactly what happened.  The banker, a man named Frances Small, is evidently such a murdering slime ball that Bug nearly broke into
tears when we entered Mr. Small’s presence.

We will be very glad to leave this town.



So, what has war taught me?  Many things actually.  I find it interesting that things that are considered ‘bad’ by nearly every possi-
ble interpretation often produce results that can only be considered as ‘good’.



Dana Walker

78

The main thing war has taught me, for instance, is that I will never again take up arms against complete strangers against whom I
bear no ill will for the sake of anything as thoroughly corrupt and evil as a government.  I think that this is a very good thing to have
resulted from a conflict that is already considered something of an embarrassing or ‘dirty’ war.

I am proud to say that I survived the Mexican War without ever having killed or wounded a single Mexican.  (They returned the
favour; not a single Mexican killed or wounded me, either!)

I also seem to be learning that one’s ‘lot in life’ is determined more by luck and timing than by skill or plan.  You cannot pre-
arrange being the right person at the right time.  Either it happens or it doesn’t.  I’ve learned people mostly do whatever they want to do
and then make up their justifications and reasons for doing it after the fact.  They will see the one narrow little aspect of a situation that
they most wish to see and will then see only that aspect to the utter exclusion of all other aspects.

This war with Mexico for instance:  Everyone wants to assume that this is an unprovoked war of naked imperial aggression on the
part of President Polk.  That’s the way it is pure and simple.

They are idiots. Nothing is plain or simple, especially when speaking of large nations and their relations with each other.  The fact
is that if President Polk doesn’t take the Californias away from Mexico then someone else will.  The Mexicans just left the Californias
lying around and aren’t doing anything with them.  Other than Hard Rock, which appears to be completely autonomous and with alle-
giance to no flag, Alta California has no schools no newspapers no postal system no police no courts no books no protection from
Indian raids virtually no communication with Mexico City and no protection from the civil war raging between Governor Pío Pico and
Colonel José Castro, which had been raging until the arrival of American armies forced them to shelve their differences.

That someone would most likely be the British though the French also pose a relatively minor yet very real threat.  And for all
President Polk knows maybe even the Mormons have designs upon Alta California!  (President Polk was unaware of the ambitions of
John C. Frémont at the time.)  Anyway, my point is that it would be highly detrimental to US interests for any of these contenders to
gain possession of this vital link to the Orient and it would be an incredibly irresponsible thing for someone in President Polk’s position
not to take the Californias.  While we may question the wisdom and/or sanity of anyone who would intentionally place themselves into
such a ridiculous position to begin with, well, there you go.

People also seem ready to ignore the fact that the Mexicans appeared even more ready to fight the war than the Americans did.
The latest in the seemingly never-ending succession of Mexican governments came to power on the promise to take Texas back and
then to march upon Washington D.C.  They fail to take into account the fact that the Mexican people had been successfully whipped
into war frenzy by these promises.  They ignore the fact that that the first actual aggressive action of the war was when Mexican
General Marino Arista crossed the Río Grande and had his men attack General Zachary Taylor’s forces in Texas.

Granted General Taylor’s presence on highly disputed soil claimed by both Mexico and Texas was in and of itself an insulting
provocation designed specifically to assault the pride of this people well known for harbouring such large amounts of said pride that the
defending of said pride often led them into foolhardy acts — such as attacking the United States.  Basically General Taylor was
thumbing his nose at the Mexicans and daring them to come and get him.

Whatever.  The point is that Mexico actually threw the first punch.
And I will use what happened to the Mexican governor Manuel Armijo, a man who just previous to scooting south with a sack-full

of American gold told his army to just go home and let the Americans have New Mexico as an example of people seeing what they
want to see and ignoring the rest.  Everyone knows that the case of Governor Armijo is cut and dried, right?  The man was a cowardly
traitorous scumbag of the very worst sort, right?  Everyone knows that he took money from the enemy to desert his post in a time of
war, right?  No way to ever justify such an act, right?

Once again everyone is an idiot and everything they think they know is wrong.  They fail to take into account the fact that Gover-
nor Armijo had spent the previous six months doing everything humanly possible to mount an effective defense of New Mexico.  They
fail to take into account the fact that Governor Armijo had cried and begged and pleaded and threatened in his superhuman efforts to
obtain any money at all any troops at all any training for any troops if he did have any troops at all any equipment at all any weapons at
all any ammunition at all any horses at all any wagons at all.  His determination and vigour in the pursuit of his goals finally led to an
almost complete lack of success in obtaining anything whatsoever.  Governor Armijo had even exhausted his own personal fortune in
these efforts.  The Armijo-bashers ignore the fact that Governor Armijo had five years previously led a valiant and successful defense
of Santa Fe from an assault by the Texans.  Governor Armijo had shown such courage and bravery in that engagement that he had been
awarded the Mexican Cross of Valour for his actions.  These armchair critics disregard the fact that the Utes and the Navajos were of
much more immediate concern to Governor Armijo’s New Mexicans than the conjectured Americans were.  Since Governor Armijo
had not been doing much lately to protect them from Indian depredations (for the reasons previously stated) the citizens were generally
pretty pissed at Manuel.  Thus they were reluctant to supply Manuel with any money or any soldiers thus exacerbating Manuel’s prob-
lem with lack of funds thus further reducing his ability to defend anyone from anything.  Since Mexico City was usually engulfed in
one of its annual revolutions and/or counter-revolutions and/or coups and/or insurrections at any given time the good Manuel received
no money soldiers support respect or even so much as a Christmas card from whomever currently sat in the musical Commander-in-
Chief’s chair.  His bureaucrats and clerks had not been paid in months.  The rag-tag assembly of barefoot uneducated uninspired
unarmed untrained rabble that was what he had managed to come up with for an army had not been paid either.  Manuel himself was
now bankrupt.  His government was considered a bad investment to lenders who saw no profit in providing a loan against the promise
of tax revenue that was not being collected by a government that probably wasn’t going to be there for long.

Then, at this strategic moment up pops General Stephen Watts Kearny with his overwhelmingly superior army of well-armed well-
trained well-horsed well-equipped corn-fed Americans who were ready willing and able to kick some major Mexican boodidlias.

Shortly before the main body of American troops arrived upon the scene I guided a negotiating team ahead to confer with Gover-
nor Armijo.  Included in this team were Phillip St. George Cooke, the Gentile commander of the Mormon Brigade, and a wealthy
American trader from Santa Fe named James Magoffin who was well known to Sr. Armijo.
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Governor Armijo greeted Mr. Magoffin warmly.  At length Mr. Magoffin informed Governor Armijo that the only objective of the
American government was to take possession of that part of New Mexico claimed by Texas, i.e. the left bank of the Río Grande.  The
governor sadly informed Mr. Magoffin that should the Americans so violate the integrity of Mexican soil then Governor Armijo would
have no choice but to place 6,000 soldiers at Apache Pass to block their efforts.

While Apache Pass is a narrow defile through the mountains in which a small force of men could very conceivably hold off an
assault from a larger one Governor Armijo was bluffing and everyone knew it.  (It’s nice to know that our Latino brethren are also
familiar with the obligatory ‘face-saving device’.)

Mr. Magoffin laughed.  Then he said, “Manuel, I have always known you to be a realistic and reasonable man.  You are in a
completely hopeless situation militarily.  I understand your personal finances are in a similar condition.  I have a very simple solution to
all of our problems.”

At this point Mr. Magoffin produced several pounds of what appeared to be solid gold bars and placed them upon the table in front
of Governor Armijo’s visibly widening eyes.

Mr. Magoffin continued: “Take this.  Go home.  Tell your soldiers to go home.  Your problems are solved.  Our problems are
solved.  No one gets hurt.”

Manuel Armijo isn’t a paragon of bravery or virtue or even honesty.  However he had previously shown that he was fully capable
of acts of valour and courage when he felt that they might do some good.  The present scenario called for a hopeless and useless stand
that would accomplish nothing but get people killed; Governor Armijo recognized the nearly impossible odds and he went home. If he
took some American coin with him oh well; he almost surely would never have attempted to actually oppose us anyway so what the
difference?

And I am already hearing claims that the march of the Mormon Battalion was the longest in military history!  This is especially
ironic since I happen to know that it wasn’t even the longest march in our own little war; that honour goes to Colonel Alexander Doni-
phan.  He first met briefly with the Navajos before proceeding down the Río Grande to El Paso.  He then crossed hellish desert to
Chihuahua City whereupon he moved eastward to link up with General Taylor at Saltillo on May 21st.

Colonel Doniphan’s Missouri Volunteers marched over 6,000 miles, fought and won two major battles against superior forces,
made major economic advances in promoting trade in Chihuahua, and inflicted heavy casualties upon the Mexican army.  Most of the
men were on half-rations and faint with thirst.  Their buckskin hung in tattered shreds and mud holes determined life and death; Doni-
phan’s ‘boys’ usually had to fight with Mexicans for control of these mud holes.

Colonel Doniphan and his men did all of this completely on their own with no government help or supplies whatsoever.  They had
no uniforms no commissary no paymaster no nothing.

It would seem that Alexander Doniphan acquits himself with courage and honour to any task laid before him.  Yes, this was the
very same Alexander Doniphan who had defended Joe so ably during Joe’s Missouri troubles and who had defied a direct order from
his Commander-in-Chief to summarily execute Joe without a trial.  This was the same Alexander Doniphan who had agreed to defend a
penniless ragged helpless Porter Rockwell.  I personally consider Alexander Doniphan to be one of the greatest heroes of American
history yet I can already see him becoming a minor footnote in said American history with his name becoming completely unknown to
future generations.

Yep.  Folks’ll see what they wanna see and ignore the rest.



The word on the latter-day Moses is that he is still lost in the desert seeking his Promised Land.  I certainly hope that he doesn’t
take forty years to find it.

Meanwhile Porter Rockwell is becoming a legend.




In a way our delay in Hard Rock is in my interests as I am in no hurry to rejoin the Mormons.  From what I hear their sojourn
across the Central Desert is anything but a picnic.

As for the reasons that I originally left the main one was the fact that Brigham Young had taken an inordinate interest in me and I
feared what he would find should he decide to investigate my very unofficial status within the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day
Saints.
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Hard Rock is no vacation paradise though, in spite of the spectacular scenery that surrounds it.  The Sheriff, a man named Jack
Valance, has the eyes of a killer.  The Mayor, a man named Eugene Boggs (incredibly enough, the brother of Lilburn Boggs) has the
eyes of a two-faced lying politician.  The banker, a man named Frances Small, looks capable of shaking your hand and inquiring as to
the health of your family as he simultaneously prepares to swindle you penniless.  There is also a freak swineherd who is allegedly deaf
dumb and retarded but who seems to pay a great deal of attention to what is going on around him.  I am quite sure that he was eaves-
dropping upon a conversation between Bug and myself the other day.

Speaking of Bug; he has buddied up with a lame ten-year old boy who appears to be as sad a human being as I have ever met.  His
name is Larry Small and he is the adopted son of the banker Frances Small and that is all anyone will tell me about him.  Larry himself
certainly never tells me or anyone else other than Bug anything about anything.  I have never met such a taciturn young man.

Bug says that Lame Larry has a ‘glorious future’ unlikely as that seems.  If Bug says it I don’t doubt it though.

Our investigations of the Donner incident have revealed that the Donners made a desperate appeal for help from the citizens of
Hard Rock that was turned down flat.  The knowledge that the Hard Rockers basically murdered those poor people in a manner most
cruel has done nothing to elevate our opinion of this place or of its inhabitants.

June 30, 1847
Humboldt River

Territorio de Alta California, Mexico

Bug’s habit of bugging has once again saved my worthless life.  I heard that the Mormons were heading for the Great Salt Lake
Valley and so we split from General Kearny and we leisurely worked our way east following the course of the Humboldt River for a
couple of weeks.  There is evidently a harsh desert between here and Great Salt Lake City.  We will follow this river to its headwaters
and then we are on our own.  Behind us the Humboldt just gradually disappears into the desert sands as so many of the rivers in this
region do for we are now deep in the heart of the Great Basin.

It is now known that no rivers drain the interior of our continent between the Snake/Columbia system far to the north and the Colo-
rado/Green River system far to the south.  The Great Basin has no outlets to the sea.  Any river unfortunate enough to find itself in this
aquatic prison is destined for either a dead end at a salt lake with no outlet or even more ignominiously to just slowly disappear into the
sands of some remote salt marsh.  Once we cross the divide just east of the Humboldt headwaters all roads (i.e. all rivers) lead to the
Great Salt Lake — that is if you can find a river!

However, our plans were almost permanently ended this morning and only Bug’s paranormal talents combined with some deft
diplomacy has left me alive to tell the tale!

I had just shot an antelope when Bug started bugging.  He gets these shaky little quivers and his eyes turn inward for a few
moments.  Then he calmly states the nature of the imminent danger and what we must do to escape it.  This time was no exception; after
his little quivering eyes-inward dance Bug said, “Jack, we are being approached by a large group of very dangerous men.”

The solution seemed simple enough to me:  “Let’s go hide from them!”
Evidently it wasn’t that simple:  “We can’t hide from these men, Jack.  They heard your shot and they are aware of our presence.”
“Well?  What do we do?”
“We must talk to them, Jack.”
“Oh.”
“One of them has honour.  If we can deal with him they may not kill us.”
Bug’s reassurance only served to fill me with terror.
About ten minutes later we suddenly found ourselves surrounded by twelve of the deadliest and scariest looking men I have ever

encountered.  They just seemed to appear from nowhere.  Almost all of them were wearing smiles that served only to chill the blood.
We were suddenly in a very deadly situation.
Like their smiles their leader’s soft quiet voice served only to instill horror:  “Well, good day to you gents,” he said in an open

friendly manner.  “And what brings the two of you to such an isolated locale?”
The man was affecting a suave debonair cultured air.  It would have been laughably ridiculous had not our situation been so peri-

lous.
To my astonishment Bug took the offensive:  “I’d say the question is what you are doing here?  If I’m not mistaken you men are

running from the law you are out of food and you are completely lost.”
The leader shared my astonishment for a moment but he quickly recovered his composure and said, “Well, it would seem that there

is more to the little man than meets the eye — which is fortunate considering that there isn’t much to meet the eye!”
They all laughed.  We didn’t.  The leader continued:  “I would say though that since you seem to have a full load of provisions then

our food problem is solved.  I would imagine you could be persuaded to tell us where we might find some civilization in these parts.  As
for the law, well, we’ll deal with that when we come to it.  We have confidence in our abilities.”

He smiled that blood-chilling smile again.
“Ah,” said the undaunted Bug, “but our provisions would only last a group of your size for three or four days and were you to try

to coerce information from us you might find yourself in the middle of a desert with no way out.  No, I’d say that your only option is to
bargain with us in good faith.  I can tell you where there is a town four days ride from here.  This town is completely isolated under the
best of circumstances and is even further isolated in the winter by deep snow.  It would be a perfect place for you and your companions
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to spend the winter and rest up.  We will split our provisions with you and I will tell you where this town is.  In return we are allowed to
go our way unmolested.”

The leader laughed and said, “And what’s to stop us from just killing you after you tell us where the town is and then taking all of
your provisions?”

Bug turned to one of the others and said, “Because this man is going to swear it upon his mother’s grave.”
The indicated man appeared shocked for a moment — then he regarded Bug with a look that could only be one of respect; I had a

feeling that with this man it was a look not easily earned nor lightly bestowed.
The leader spoke: “What say, Sherlock?  You ready to swear on your mother’s grave to this man?”
The man called ‘Sherlock’ (and that meant that this could only be Sherlock Tulip and that meant that this could be none other than

the infamous Tulip Gang) replied, “’Tis nothing I would do lightly.”
So Bug said, “I would say that saving your lives would not be considered a light matter.”
Sherlock asked, “To what, exactly, would I be swearing such an oath?”
Bug replied, “That in return for half of our provisions and directions to civilized refuge we subsequently be allowed to continue on

our way unmolested.”
With a salute and a roguish smile, Sherlock said, “I do so swear.”
Whereupon we surrendered half of our provisions and detailed directions to the village of Hard Rock whereupon the biggest and

hairiest of the outlaws leveled his rifle at Bug’s head whereupon Sherlock said, “Badger, put that thing away or you’ll answer to me.”
Badger evidently didn’t wish to answer to Sherlock; he lowered his rifle.
We rode away unmolested.

A little later I observed, “You certainly didn’t do Hard Rock any favours.”  Bug replied, “Hard Rock doesn’t deserve any favours.”
I was somewhat taken aback as this was the first harsh statement that I had ever heard Bug make.
He then added:  “Hard Rock is going to get exactly what it deserves.”
Sometimes, Bug is an enigma.

July 21, 1847
Great Salt Lake Valley

Territorio de Alta California, Mexico

We arrived at the Great Salt Lake three days ago.  We couldn’t find the Mormons so this morning we decided to keep heading east
to try to track them down.  We entered a canyon in the mountains just east of the valley (back-tracking the Donner Party) and almost
immediately ran smack-dab into Parley Pratt and Erastus Snow.  They represented the advance party for the rest of the Mormons who
were close behind.  We turned around and set up a camp by the Great Salt Lake as we awaited the arrival of Brigham Young and the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.  It will be good to see them.

December 20, 1850
Sutter’s Mill, California

I hear that when Jim Bridger was told the Mormons intended to settle the Great Salt Lake Valley that he offered $100 for the first
bushel of corn produced there.  I have trouble believing that Mr. Bridger would place such a foolish wager as everyone knows that a
Mormon can grow corn in the crack of a boardwalk.

Great Salt Lake City is already a thriving gem in the desert.  Maybe the Mormons have finally found a safe haven.
It quickly became obvious that I didn’t belong there.  I never have fit in with the Mormons.  Except for Porter Rockwell I have no

close personal relationships with them.  Many of the Mormons are also uncomfortable with Bug as he has no apparent theology.
Brigham Young’s interest in me remains unabated.  I would rather that Brother Brigham didn’t do too much deep investigation.  In spite
of our friendship I have no doubt that Porter Rockwell would not hesitate one second to take my life should the high-churchy mucky-
mucks so ordain and decree.  Porter has already been named as a suspect in numerous mysterious deaths of various apostates and other
enemies of the Church and his fanaticism is taken for granted.

During the hegira Porter was evidently everywhere doing everything.  He was back and forth on the trail finding out who needed
what and getting it for them.  When Brigham’s spyglass was lost Porter rode ten miles back on the trail and found it.

Anytime anyone needed encouragement or a smile Porter was there to give it to them.  Exemplary scout.  Tracker extraordinaire.
His courage and quiet strength were utterly necessary to the success of the recent Mormon Hegira.

The California gold rush gave me another opportunity to get away.  When I told Brother Brigham of my desire to try my luck in
Mr. Sutter’s goldfield the ever-practical Brigham suggested that rather than panning for gold I would do much better selling supplies to
the miners.  The Church then staked me to a wagonload of supplies!  I was to repay the loan at interest plus the Church would get 10%
of my profits.  Both the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints and I became significantly wealthier because of this arrangement.  I
think Brother Brigham was as uncomfortable having me around as I was being around.
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I have a feeling the fact that I risked my life defending the Prophet and that I was actually with him when he died were the only
reasons that I still had a place there at all.  My laziness concerning manual labour was already well known to these people who respect
little else in this place where there is need of little else.

We spent the fall of 1847 ferrying supplies between Great Salt Lake City and Sutter’s Mill and the winter of 47-48 ferrying them
from San Francisco after the snows closed the passes through the Sierras.  As usual concerning financial matters Brother Brigham’s
advice proved sound.  Most of the miners who did all of the backbreaking work received little in return and gave most of what little
they made to me.

Meanwhile I have become rich while doing relatively little.  This seems to be the American Way.

On my first spring trip over the pass in ’48, (already being called ‘Donner’s Pass’) I heard a strange story when I stopped in Hard
Rock.  After hanging out all fall the Tulip Gang had violently taken over the town immediately after first snowfall and began conduct-
ing a reign of terror that promised to last all winter.  However, the Hard Rockers are claiming that a single unarmed stranger bested the
entire gang by laying some sort of ‘enchantment’ upon them.  I don’t know what sort of twisted purpose these creepy people have for
telling such an outlandish story but they probably murdered the Tulips and fear retribution from unknown confederates.  They really
should try to come up with something a little more believable as no one with a single ounce of brain matter is going to swallow such
toad-twap for even one second.

Bug had no comment on the stories but he did have one of those know-it-all smirks that he sometimes gets.
Then things became even stranger — as they seem so wont to do.
We were on a westward leg with three wagons full of supplies when we ran into a party of Saints returning to Great Salt Lake City

from Hard Rock; they had an even more bizarre tale to tell concerning the strange and sinister events in that strange and sinister town.
Orson Hyde, who is one of the twelve apostles that govern the Mormon Church, was leading this group.  Apostle Hyde was seeking a
location for a western outpost of Mormonism following Brother Brigham’s injunction to expand the Mormon Empire to encompass the
entire Great Basin.  They had stopped in Hard Rock and had been greeted with all of the lack of warmth and hospitality that is the hall-
mark of that particular burgh.  They had spent the night in Gleason’s Inn intending to depart in the morning.

But they claimed that a single unassisted stranger had laid an enchantment and had subsequently kidnapped every child in the
town!  Including Orson Hyde’s own son!  It was evidently the same stranger that was alleged to have single-handedly eliminated the
Tulip Gang last winter.

As has so often been the case in this weird life of mine I found myself at a complete loss as to what to say or do upon receipt of this
fantastic story.  Orson Hyde does have a rather chequered past; he actually apostatized over the ‘Sons of Dan’ controversy and subse-
quently gave Lilburn Boggs damaging information to be used in that man’s persecutions of the Mormons — but he has since been
welcomed back into the fold with full honours and has large responsibility for the incredible success of the English mission.  He has
been around for fifteen years and while he has taken questionable actions he has never before been given to hallucinatory insanity or
delusional fantasy or any other sort of reality differentiation problems.

When we arrived in Hard Rock the citizens were their usual tight-lipped suspicious uncommunicative selves but there was a defi-
nite undercurrent of frantic desperation among them, especially among the women.

Mr. Hyde’s unlikely story received further confirmation when Frances Small, the weasly little banker, posted flyers announcing a
$5,000 reward for information leading to ‘the missing children of Hard Rock and/or the person of Charles Small’.

Charley Small is Frances Small’s son.
After a heartfelt emotional reunion Bug and Lame Larry merely deepened the mystery with Lame Larry’s explanation of what had

happened:  “A magic man came and took all of the other kids except me — but I’ll tell you a secret!  Promise you won’t tell anyone?”
After completion of the holy crossing-of-the-heart ceremony and making appropriate vows of silence Lame Larry continued:  “The
magic man picked up his bag of secrets and journeyed up the mountainside — far above the clouds — and nothing was ever heard from
him again — except in the sound of his magical pipe!”

I am quoting Larry here. I am not responsible for the content.
Lame Larry continued: “The magic man said that I must stay here and perform a very special task for him — and the magic man

said that he would come back for me — and the magic man said that he would heal my leg!”

I hope that the cruelty that I have personally witnessed inflicted upon people by other people is as bad as it gets as I have trouble
imagining anything worse and have absolutely no desire to even try to do so.

Still, I am having a lot of trouble imagining what sort of a human monster would tell such a thing to a child such as Lame Larry
Small.

September 5, 1853
Lake Tahoe, Utah Territory

Porter Rockwell is an exceptional man.  So is a young Mormon I’ve never met named George W. Bean.
Porter arrived in Sutter’s Mill on May 25th 1849 with Apostle Amasa Lyman.  Porter soon told an amazing story of courage and

faith.

During my absence Brigham had been having problems with the Timpanogos Utes.  It seems that they depended upon the fish of
Utah Lake in the Utah Valley and were reluctant to share that rich and fertile valley with their white neighbors.  Brigham was deter-
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mined to colonize the Utah Valley but he was highly reluctant to start a war with the Utes so he sent the ever-ready Porter Rockwell to
try to negotiate a settlement with the recalcitrant Indians; they would be far more useful as allies.  Eighteen-year-old George W. Bean
accompanied Porter because the young Mr. Bean knew a scattering of the Ute language.

Porter said they had been well aware that several Timpanogos Utes had been seen recently wearing war paint and he said they
proceeded carefully and prayerfully.  Though Porter was equipped with his usual arsenal of weaponry he said that Mr. Bean refused to
carry any sort of weapon when treating with the Utes.

Mr. Bean later wrote down his impressions of Porter Rockwell, and I will quote him here:  “Orrin Porter Rockwell, as I knew him,
was a diamond in the rough.  It was great to know his inner self.  His honest loyalty to church, country, and friends was deep and last-
ing.  He abhorred deceit and intrigue, as did I.  He knew the need and power of prayer, as did I.  He was above average height, quick in
movement, with strong arms and chest, and gray eyes — cool and searching.  He was always well armed since his Nauvoo experiences,
although the Prophet Joseph told him to wear his hair long and an enemy would never kill him.  He held to that promise and on many
occasions when he stayed overnight with me, my wife Elizabeth would plait or braid his hair and Porter would comb it into a flair next
morning which emphasized his high forehead and his aristocratic air.  He raised thoroughbred horses and drove a fine team.  His mouth
was expressive of his moods whether jovial reckless worried or pleasant — his humour made his stories click.  In our missionary work
he was humble and earnest.  We spent many years of dangerous and worthwhile service together in teaching the Red Men the Gospel of
Jesus Christ and of their origin and duties and in aiding the officials of Government to subdue and punish outlaws…”

Porter and Bean rode within a half-mile of the Ute encampment nestled at the foot of the rugged Wasatch Mountains and reined up.
From their vantage point both men could just make out a number of warriors gyrating around a huge bonfire, its flames licking at the
night sky.  Squaws thumped out a rhythmic accompaniment on a variety on tom-toms.  Mr. Bean observed, “If we both ride up we’ll
both be killed.”

Porter agreed with Mr. Bean’s assessment.
“George,” said Porter, “you go ride into the camp alone.  You know the language and maybe some of the Indians.  Your personal-

ity is better than mine is, too.  I’ll hide in these willows ready to rush to you when you give the signal.”
“Brother Brigham sent us with a message of peace and a ‘God bless you’.  I have nothing to fear in that camp,” the youngster

replied.
And so George W. Bean, an eighteen-year-old Mormon boy, straightened in the saddle nudged his horse and rode toward the

distant tipis.
A warning shout silenced the drumming in mid-beat.
Three warriors yelped the alarm in a single voice as they spotted the lone rider approaching.  Dashing out they pulled the young

Mormon from the saddle and then quickly lashed his wrists behind his back using rawhide thongs.  With a Ute brave on each arm and a
third bringing up the rear Mr. Bean was roughly shoved to a buffalo robe and motioned to stand fast.  For two hours warriors boasted of
their victories over the whites as they spat in his face and taunted the boy.  They grinned sardonically and described what they would do
to the ‘Mormonee’ for stealing their hunting grounds.  Each time the boy attempted an answer he was clubbed.  When the braves tired
of this sport they contemptuously turned Bean over to the squaws, more vicious by far than the men.  Forty or more sniggering women
bunched in a circle around the captive and poked him with sharp sticks.  Then, through the red haze clouding his vision Bean saw two
braves shoulder their way toward him.  He recognized them as Sowiette, leader of the Ute Nation, and Walkara, a cunning and danger-
ous sub-chieftain.  Walkara looked on in disdain as Sowiette spoke to the captive: “Now you talk!”

Bean’s six-foot frame towered over the two Indians as he first motioned for his hands to be untied.  Then through puffed lips Bean
delivered his message of peace from Brigham Young.  Upon finishing the boy looked to Sowiette for an answer.  The chief grunted his
approval, remarking his satisfaction that the Mormon leader recognized his power over the tribes and he told Mr. Bean that he was free
to leave.  Rubbing his aching wrists young George explained that he had a friend waiting for him in the willows on the perimeter of the
camp.  Bean told them the man also spoke for Brigham Young and suggested that the two Indian chiefs meet him.

Porter had given Bean up for dead an hour before and was waiting for daylight to scout the camp at close range when he first heard
the approaching hoof beats.  Drawing a revolver Porter was certain he could snap off at least two shots before making a run for it.  He
crouched silently in the willows and peered into the darkness.  The last sound he expected to hear was Bean’s voice.  “Porter, it’s me!
Hold your fire!  Everything’s all right!”

With a sigh of relief Porter eased the hammer of his pistol gently forward and stuffed the heavy handgun into his coat pocket.
Hearing Porter’s pledge of peace Sowiette agreed to halt his raids and resume trade with the Saints.  Daybreak found the two Mormons
galloping back to Great Salt Lake City where Brigham Young awaited their report.  Brother Brigham’s pleasure at the success of their
mission was such that he bestowed upon the two men authority to speak in his name to any and all tribes in the Great Basin whenever
necessary.

As I say, where do the Mormons find these people?

Anyway, Porter had escorted Mr. Lyman to California so that Mr. Lyman could collect tithes from the Mormons in the goldfields
and to deal with Sam Brannan.  It would seem that although Mr. Brannan had apostatized this had not prevented him from collecting
the tithes of the California Mormons.  These tithes were somehow failing to reach Great Salt Lake City.  Mr. Lyman was to investigate
this mystery also.

Both of Mr. Lyman’s missions failed miserably.  It seems that one of the symptoms of gold-fever is a major reduction in religious
ardour.  By mid-July he had collected only $4000 from the incredibly wealthy California goldfields.  When Mr. Lyman asked Mr.
Brannan for the ‘Lord’s money’, Mr. Brannan replied that he would release the ‘Lord’s money’ as soon as the Lord presented a receipt.
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Porter, meanwhile, headed for the goldfields, panned for about an hour, and quickly realized the wisdom of supplying the miners
rather than becoming one.  Under the assumed name of ‘James B. Brown’ (assumed because there were lots of Missourians and Illi-
noisans in the goldfields and ole’ Lilburn Boggs hisself was now Alcalde of Sonoma and was aware of Porter’s presence in California.
Porter was convinced that Boggs meant to ambush him at the first available opportunity and was thus always armed with a brace of
revolvers a pair of dueling pistols and a trained attack dog constantly at his side) Porter and I partnered up in opening a saloon at
Murderer’s Bar.  Porter then opened Buckeye Flat and the Half Way house near Mormon Island on the American River.  Every morning
Porter would climb the hill behind our Round Tent Saloon and blow his bugle.  Having assumed the name of ‘Jack Smith’, I would then
answer Porter’s bugle call with a rifle shot.

Thus, the miners of Murderer’s Bar were alerted that the Round Tent Saloon was open for business.

In August Porter escorted Amasa Lyman’s dejected party back to Great Salt Lake City through a Humboldt Valley now infested
with hostile Indians.  Then he returned immediately to the Round Tent.  The California goldfields were exciting and we were becoming
rich.  Porter often supplemented his income in shooting contests.  He wisely kept his actual ability a secret (he sometimes even
purposely lost a match) as had the marks known of Porter’s uncanny marksmanship he would have found very few willing to place a
wager.

In September a troublesome ex-Mormon Brigade commander named Boyd Stewart challenged ‘Mr. Brown’ to a shooting contest.
Word of a shooting contest between Mr. Stewart and Mr. Brown with a $1,000 purse brought hundreds of garrulous miners to Porter’s
Halfway House where Porter easily and handily defeated Mr. Stewart thus precipitating the wildest whiskey fest ever staged in the gold-
fields.

Everyone except me drank and drank and drank.  (I’m afraid that I am allergic to alcohol; I become violently ill if I drink so much
as a single glass.)

Suddenly I heard Boyd Stewart drunkenly blaring out in a loud voice, “‘James Brown’ indeed!  ‘James Brown’ couldn’t outshoot
me!  The onliest man could outshoot me is the Angel of Death!  You hear me?  I mean Porter Rockwell!”

Many of the drunken miners were ex-Missourians and ex-Illinoisans and many others resented the harsh treatment they had
received from the Mormons in ‘Zion’ on their way here — and once again Porter Rockwell found himself quickly sneaking out of the
back door of a town with a lynch-mob on his tail.

He hid out for a while and then left on September 5th to guide C.C. Rich’s party to Zion.  Bug and I stayed on.
I don’t know what I want or where I’m going or what I want from my life but I don’t think I’ll find it in Zion or with the Mormons.
The main reason that Mr. Brannan apostatized was that he thought Zion should be in California.  I fully concur with Mr. Brannan

upon this point.  California is the land of the future.  This place screams potential!  It has everything it needs to be a powerful and influ-
ential empire all on its own whereas the Great Basin is a dry landlocked backwater.

Yet possibly Brother Brigham is once again displaying behind-the-scenes brilliance as no one else is likely to want to try to take
the Great Salt Lake Valley away from the Mormons whereas everyone who can is going to be trying to lay claim to California.  I had
trouble believing that the Americans were even going to allow Brigham to have an independent empire between the United States and
California anyway and that he was eventually going to be forced to submit to American authority one way or the other.

Their problem.
I have my own problems.  I have no idea who or what I am I don’t have the slightest clue of what the pisodlio I’m doing or why

I’m doing it.  I don’t belong anywhere with anyone and most people are made very uncomfortable by my presence and vice-versa.  I
now have enough money to go anywhere in the world that I want to go and to do anything that I want to do.  The trouble is I can’t think
of anywhere in particular that I want to go or anything in particular that I want to do.

I’d really like to know who I am.



Eventually all of the gold disappeared from Sutter’s Mill and went God knows where and the great ‘49er gold rush died and I’ve
spent the last two years living in a rude little shack on the shore of a spectacular lake up in the mountains a day’s ride northwest of
Mormon Station.  Mormon Station is the Mormon fort that Orson Hyde did indeed build on the east slope of the Sierras in the Genoa
Valley just fifty miles south of Hard Rock.  Mormon Station now serves the original intention of spreading Latter Day Saintism as far
as it will go — but it now also serves the additional purpose of providing a base for search parties looking for the missing Hyde child.
The citizens of Hard Rock are conducting searches of their own but the Saints do not trust the Hard Rockers.  What few facts they are
willing to share about the ‘magic man’ are obvious lies and evasions.  Distressingly, a couple of Mormon search parties have failed to
return.  The Hard Rockers have reputedly been having the same problem.  Bug makes regular trips into Hard Rock to see Lame Larry
and he brings back news.  I make occasional sojourns into Mormon Station but I find that I am sick of people and I am especially sick
of young Mormons who gaze worshipfully at the man who was with the Prophet in his dying minutes.

Believe me, I really truly honestly completely totally hate to say this but with very few exceptions I find nearly everyone I meet to
be shallow callow callous ignorant stupid narrow minded opinionated and totally lacking honesty courage strength and character.  In
addition I find them highly dull and uninteresting.  The Mormons at least have strength and character and the rank and file are mostly
honest and trustable men of dependability.  Unfortunately most of them are also empty-brained deluded fanatical cows that have virtu-
ally nothing to say that wasn’t already said by Joe Smith or Brigham Young.

I find my own head to be a much more exciting and interesting place than the company of anyone other than Bug and Bug isn’t
even really there even when he is there…
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Overall it can be very safely said that I am not highly impressed with the human race.  And so, even though I can afford to live like
Croesseus in San Francisco I am living like the meanest mountain-man in a ramshackle hut high in the Sierra Nevada.  Lately I have
found that people’s tendency to believe in twiddly-poops of quigoodlios to be especially annoying.

I can easily continue to use the Mexican War to illustrate this tendency:  Five years ago General Winfield Scott conducted the most
brilliant campaign in military history with his march on Mexico City.  Except for his contingent of Texas Rangers — whom he was
utterly unable to control — General Scott not only forbade his army from looting and pillaging the conquered countryside but he actu-
ally bought his supplies from the locals as he passed through.  Since the Mexican army itself often failed to display this courtesy the
Mexicans were soon begging Scott to be their dictator.

General Scott refused.  General Scott is not a politician.
This is why he is now being cast as a villain in spite of the fact that the Duke of Wellington called General Scott ‘the greatest Gen-

eral in history’.  (This is the man who knocked Napoleon on his tatamablio saying this!)
President Polk is a politician, though, and presidents in the United States greatly fear successful generals as political rivals.  This

was the main reason that President Polk had replaced General Zachary Taylor with General Scott in the first place.
This turned out to be a bad move on President Polk’s part as General Taylor was a politician and the president’s freeing him from

the responsibilities of conducting the Mexican War allowed him to focus his full energies upon his own presidential aspirations…
Anyway, General Scott was turned into a bogeyman in the United States even if he received props from the Mexicans and the

Duke of Wellington and General Scott received a large share of the ‘blame’ for this ‘dirty’ war.
However:  While it might be debatable whether or not they should have been embarrassed by that war there is no doubt at all that

they should be highly embarrassed by the despicable conduct of the Texas Rangers…

Already I am seeing dime novels from the East Coast portraying these violent ignorant savage sub-human murdering animals as
some sort of noble heroes!  General Taylor called them ‘barbarians and licentious vandals’.  The Texas Rangers raided villages all on
their own without any orders just so they could slaughter the inhabitants.  The Texas Rangers did not hesitate to include women and
children in their slaughters.  In one well-documented incident a Texas Ranger shot and killed a Mexican boy who stole his bandanna.
He did this in a crowded courtyard as hundreds of horrified Mexicans looked on. The Texas Rangers were in this war for the pure joy
of inflicting misery and suffering upon others.  It was their life’s blood.  If the Texans couldn’t find enough Mexicans to kill they would
start shooting other Americans and/or each other.  General Taylor finally threatened to jail the whole regiment — to no avail.  Taylor
was at a complete loss as to how to deal with them.  They were such an incredibly effective killing machine that their services were
considered indispensable but their outrages were unspeakable.

“What,” General Taylor kept asking, “can be done with such men?  What makes them do such things?  Is it inherent in their
nature?  Are they criminals?  Are they mad?”

When their enlistment ended General Taylor declared that because of “the constant recurrence of atrocities I urgently request that
no more Texans be sent to help my army.”

I am beginning to believe that what we think of as ‘history’ is actually a bunch of fairy-tales told with a major spin by a few highly
placed people who had very special interests and very specific intents and that it only peripherally has anything to do with anything that
actually happened.

I am sick of people.

Bug is okay because he never wants anything.  He has no strong ‘opinions’ about anything that he feels obligated to try to shove
down my throat.  Bug just seems to enjoy whatever moment he happens to be in and doesn’t seem to give too much thought toward
much of anything else.

September 5, 1856
Lake Tahoe, Utah Territory

Bug is virtually the only person I ever see anymore and he comes and goes at odd intervals — besides visiting Lame Larry in Hard
Rock I know neither where he goes nor what he does.  My trips to Mormon Station (now being called ‘Genoa’ by most people) have
become fewer and fewer.  I have found over the last few years that listening to yourself is much easier if you don’t have to listen to
anyone else.

Porter Rockwell’s legend continues to grow.
Porter Rockwell’s abilities at battling Indians.
Porter Rockwell’s abilities at negotiating peace with Indians.
Porter Rockwell legendary scout.
Porter Rockwell legendary tracker.
Porter Rockwell legendary shootist.
Porter Rockwell tracking down thieves and con artists.
Porter Rockwell’s name had been linked with numerous mysterious disappearances of various apostates and other thorns in the

paw of Mormonism…
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During a peace negotiation with the deadly Paiute chieftain Walkara Porter actually wrestled the Chief to the ground when things
got out of hand!

Many seem to consider Porter to be a devil in human form; but what you must understand about Porter is that the only time he does
wrong is when he is most convinced that he is doing right!  And I would trust Porter Rockwell with my wealth or with my life before
any other man that I know.  While he is definitely a lion in lamb’s skin he is a noble brave and generous lion full of heart and greatness
and always ready to sacrifice himself in the service of anyone who has gained his esteem.

He is the stuff of which heroes are made.

Porter Rockwell married Mary Ann Neff on May 3rd of 1854.
Brother Brigham himself performed the ceremonies.

I would have attended but I did not receive my invitation until July.

Mary Amanda Rockwell born on March 11th, 1855; Sarah was born just last August.



Brigham played an interesting little political game during this period:  In August of ’54 Lieutenant Colonel Edward J. Steptoe rode
into Great Salt Lake City at the head of 300 troops to take over as military governor of Utah Territory.

Brigham’s term was about to expire and Franklin Pierce didn’t want Brother Brigham in the governor’s seat anymore.
Like many Americans President Pierce was wary of power-hungry religious dictators at the head of large fanatical hordes.

Colonel Steptoe’s mission was to maintain order in Utah until President Pierce could appoint a successor.

As far as Brigham Young and the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints were concerned though, the Colonel was doing
nothing but living up to his last name.

Utah was Brigham’s!  Who the bifoodly-joosliating foodliatoryation did this Franklin Pierce person think he was, anyway?

A crisis was averted when, under highly mysterious circumstances and for improbably stated reasons, Colonel Steptoe declined his
appointment as Governor of Utah.  He instead joined several prominent Utahans in signing a petition urging President Pierce to re-
appoint Brigham to the post.

Evidently President Pierce saw no other option at this point and granted their petition.

It isn’t hard for me to imagine a war someday erupting between Utah and the United States.

June 5, 1857
Lake Tahoe, Utah Territory

The United States has declared war on Utah!  American troops are marching on Great Salt Lake City!  My family is in trouble! I
must go help!

June 5, 1858
Lake Tahoe, Utah Territory

I should have known.  I really really should have known.  For four years I managed to live a quiet peaceful uncrazy life with Bug
and no one else.

Then as soon as I became involved with people again everything instantly went nuts bananas and fruitcakes.
I went to Utah to help the Saints defend themselves against the Americans; however, in a fashion that I am learning seems to be the

cosmic rule events got all twisted around to the point where I soon found myself guiding the American troops through the torturous
mountains east of the Great Salt Lake Valley as they marched upon Great Salt Lake City!

I guided the American troops because the alternative would have been far worse for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints
than suffering an armed invasion of Utah.

I guided the Americans into Great Salt Lake City because if I didn’t guide the Americans into Great Salt Lake City, then my diary
— the diary that you have been reading — the diary with all of Joe Smith’s deepest darkest secrets — would have been published
nationwide amid a great fanfare of publicity…
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I guided the Americans into Great Salt Lake City because I had been blackmailed into doing it.

Adrian Barkley.

I had never heard of him.  I not only had never before had the slightest idea that Adrian Barkley existed but I had never before had
the slightest idea that Adrian Barkley even could exist.

This is especially ironic because Mr. Barkley evidently knows nearly every significant event of my whole life from my birth down
to the last time that I had sex.  Mr. Barkley had kept not only his interest in my life but his very existence a complete secret from me
until a few weeks after my arrival in Great Salt Lake City.

I had been in the process of demolishing the small cabin in which I had been staying.  (The cabin belonged to Porter Rockwell.)  I
was looking for my diary which was impossibly missing; I say impossibly because I never misplace my diary.

Suddenly I nearly poodliated all over my grezoodliay when a slightly sinister yet simultaneously amused voice behind me suddenly
asked, “Are you looking for this?”

I turned and saw a total stranger.  He was an impeccably dressed middle-aged gentleman of obvious wealth.

He was holding my diary in his hand and apparently reading it.

I was about to launch a physical assault upon this gentleman when I noticed that the stranger had an even stranger companion.
Upon espial of the other man my blood turned to ice for the other man was by far the scariest looking human being I have ever seen or
ever hope to see in my entire life; in fact it took me a moment to figure out that the apparition was even human for at first he appeared
to be a monster…

Several separate features, any one of which would have been highly shocking in and of themselves, combined to produce this
effect.  To begin with the man’s seven-foot frame consisted of over 400 pounds of tightly packed muscles which threatened to burst
from the flimsy and ragged cloth that covered them.

That was to begin with.
The man had also evidently had some sort of hot oil or something spilled over the top of his head at some point in the past for the

left half of his face and the left half of the top of his head was covered with the most horrific burn-scar tissue that I have ever seen.  The
skin did not even look like skin so much as a raw angry red swelling of seriously disturbed completely hairless tissue.

The right half of his face and the right half of the top of his head erupted a wild mass of hair that grew down below his waist in a
crazy matted tangle that had obviously not been brushed or washed in the last fifteen or twenty-seven years.

The total effect was quite startling.
But even though any of these attributes in and of themselves would give pause to even the bravest, all of these attributes combined

were as nothing compared to the emotional impact produced by looking into this man’s eyes.
To begin with his eyes were brilliant scarlet colour; a closer examination revealed that the base-colour of his hair under the dingy

grey was pure-white.
The man was evidently an albino.
In addition to the startling red colour this man’s eyes were obviously the eyes of someone who was violently insane; they lacked

even the vaguest traces of any hope sympathy compassion love or understanding whatsoever.
They had the dull-yet-sharp intelligence of a predatory animal.
This man looked as if he were not only anxiously waiting to murder me but as if he were anxiously waiting to murder me by

ripping my throat out with his teeth.
As I froze in shock the impeccable gentleman addressed me once again; his voice managed to contain incredible warmth whilst

simultaneously seeming icy cold:  “I am able at most times to exercise some small modicum of control over our Goon here; if he
becomes excited, though, then I cannot accept responsibility for the consequences and I can just about guarantee that you would not
find those consequences to be pleasant.  I would strongly suggest that you do nothing to upset him.”

I shifted my attention back to the ‘gentleman’ who was still reading my diary.  As soon as he had my regard, though, he lifted his
gaze to meet mine and I found this man’s eyes to be almost as disturbing as those of ‘Goon’s’ albeit in a very different manner:  This
man’s eyes seemed to be looking into the very deepest depths of my very inner soul.

And he seemed to be looking in there for something that he could eat.

Further study revealed him to be the sort of man of whom I have always heard but of whom I have never before actually met in the
flesh, i.e. an ultra-rich man who wielded incomprehensible personal power.  Most of my life has been spent in bawdy frontier towns and
upon battlefields; men such as Adrian Barkley are generally never found anywhere near either of those places.  He wore an aura of
overwhelming power that was so strong I literally quaked.  The effect of his aura was enhanced by the fact that he wore it so casually
and easily; Adrian Barkley wears his power like a well-worn and comfortable pair of slippers.  He is completely at ease and at home
with it.  I could sense that this was a man capable of ordering thousands of deaths then eat dinner and enjoy a good night’s sleep.  This
was a man who told presidents and kings what to do.  When this man shrugged earthquakes resulted.  When he exercised his will he
created tidal waves.  When he became angry volcanoes erupted.
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The man continued in his pleasant voice that promised torture and death; “And just in case you think that Goon is my only protec-
tion…” whereupon the man made a quick, almost undetectable motion with his hand — and I simultaneously heard a loud thunk in the
wall right next to my ear.  I turned to look and saw a very expensive professionally crafted pearl-handled throwing knife sticking in the
wall not two inches from my head.

The stranger was obviously using conscious design in an effort to instill me with a feeling of hopeless terror.
His design worked beautifully.
I screamed, “Who in the screaming zidlio foogliay are you?”
The man smiled a warm and heartfelt smile that seemed to be anticipating torturing me to death before saying, “Ah!  Many others

would like to know that also!  For your purposes let’s just say that I’m your — recruiter!  My employer has need of your services.  Your
wages will be the return of this manuscript.”  The man hesitated and then his smile grew even wider as if he had just hit upon the idea of
including all of my loved ones in his torture chamber before continuing: “…not to mention that you get to keep your life.”

I hesitated once again completely clueless as to what to do say think or believe.  This man obviously had local lodging for he was
impeccably dressed in a very expensive suit that was obviously hand-tailored and had obviously not been traveled in.  Not a perfect hair
on his perfect head was out of place.  His jewelry must have compromised a month’s take from Sutter’s Mill in ’50.  The contrast
between him and his ragged unkempt companion merely added to the bizarre unreality of the whole situation.  If nothing else, though,
that knife sticking out of the wall next to my head was very real to me — and so was my diary, still in the hands of this very very scary
human being.

The fact that this man was evidently merely the lackey of another made this situation even more dangerous as far as my personal
involvement was concerned — it was beginning to dawn on me that I was in some sort of very deep doodlios of a completely unknown
nature.

In a tone implying that he was very sorry that he was about to destroy my life (but not really) and with a respect probably similar to
that which a matador gives to a bull who has given him an exceptional fight just before the final fatal sword lunge, the man continued:
“I must say this is a most remarkable document!  You commoners often display an instinctive understanding much deeper than your
background and education would suggest.  I’ve suspected for years that your journal probably contained fascinating information but this
far exceeds my wildest conjectures!  Mr. Mooreman!  What a fascinating life you have led!”

Coming from a man such as him I felt oddly elated at what seemed to be a sincere compliment.  The fact that he had known of the
existence of my diary for years, though, sent a chill down my spine.

He continued:  “Some might even think that you should be famous, Mr. Mooreman!  That everyone in America should read the
incredible story that I have just glanced through!  You must admit, Mr. Mooreman, that there is some rather — explosive, shall we
say— material here?  I would rather think that we would have an incredibly successful best seller on our hands, wouldn’t you?  Espe-
cially with the proper promotion and financial backing, which, I assure you, my employer is capable of providing!”

The man then silently gave me a few moments to contemplate the horrific consequences to Mormondom in general, and to my life
in particular should such an unthinkable circumstance actually occur.

“You’ve never even considered it, have you?” he asked.
I didn’t understand the question.  I remained silent.  I was going crazy.
My silence concerned him not at all.  He continued as if I had answered: “You could have made a million dollars at any time sell-

ing this remarkable document but instead you spend your life groveling in the mud with Mormons soldiers gold miners and retarded
freaks — yet, you seem to be a man of exceptional intelligence who harbours a deep understanding of the world.  All of your life you
have had in your hands a weapon fully capable of seriously damaging if not outright destroying the Mormon Church which, by defini-
tion, means that you have had complete power over the Mormon Church.  Not only have you never even threatened use of that weapon
but you have evidently kept its very existence a well-guarded secret.”

Not well guarded enough it would seem.

“I must say, Mr. Mooreman, that I am utterly mystified by what motivates men such as yourself.  To wield power and not use it
seems almost sacrilegious to me!”

With amazement I realized that Mr. Barkley was expressing honest feelings to me!  He truly couldn’t understand why a man
wouldn’t sell out his loved ones in order to become rich and powerful.  “Your friend Porter Rockwell is even worse!  To be honest he
was our first choice for this job but we found him to be even more incorruptible than you are!  And even you, had it not been for this —
book,” Mr. Barkley regarded my diary much like an eighty-year old man who is contemplating an eighteen-year old virgin; “You would
rather have died than to have given this up, wouldn’t you?” he asked, as if he were an anthropologist studying some primitive exotic
cultural idiosyncrasy.

I remained silent.  I didn’t know what was happening or why it was happening but I did know that some kind of major farfidodlio
was about to garbonzilate all over my doober and that it wasn’t likely to be very pretty.

‘Goon’ picked this opportune moment to growl at me and bare his teeth.
The highly effective effect that this affectation affected was further affected as well as effectively enhanced by the fact that Goon

had filed his incisor teeth into points!

Rather than teeth Goon had fangs!
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Goon is a highly upsetting human being.

Especially when he growls at you.

“Ah!” said the stranger.  “Goon is getting hungry!  I must get him back to his handlers soon!”

I wondered if Goon were kept in a cage at night.

The stranger continued:  “So I imagine you would like to know what your new ‘job’ consists of, eh?”
Actually I had a distinct feeling that I didn’t want to know that at all.  I also had a distinct feeling that I was about to find out

anyway.  Both of my feelings were 100% accurate.
The man continued: “As you know, there are currently Federal troops escorting the lawful governor of the Utah Territory to

assume his lawful duties in Great Salt Lake City.”  (I could have sworn I detected hints of sarcastic irony as he said the word ‘lawful’
for some reason…)  “It would be best for all concerned parties if this transference take place as smoothly and peacefully as possible.
We have found these mountains east of your city to be a distressing maze and our progress is further impeded by a bunch of farmers
who are playing at being soldiers.  We need you to guide the Governor and his escort through the mountains.  That’s it.”

I finally found my voice.  “What?”  I croaked.
I had heard him.  I just couldn’t believe what I heard.
“You heard me,” he replied with a laugh that raped my ears.  “…you just don’t believe what you heard!  I said: ‘I need you to

guide the Governor and his escort through the mountains and into Great Salt Lake City!’”
“Foobibliay your maternal ancestors if I will!”  I cried.
Goon then not only growled and bared his fangs but he actually took a step toward me!
Fortunately, the gentleman, whose name I still didn’t know, restrained Goon with a word.  Then he turned to me and said, “I really

must stress the importance of not upsetting Goon.  He is a very sensitive young man and he takes offence very easily as young men so
often do.  Boys will be boys, won’t they, Goon?”

Goon made an indistinct noise that I think may have been a laugh even though it sounded more like gravel being drug across
drumheads.

“So, Mr. Mooreman,” Mr. Barkley continued, “I’ve tried to take into account your ‘principles’ and it seems that you are devoted to
the church to the point that you would die for it; this in spite of the fact that you are not now nor have you ever been an actual member!”
(Jeeez! Was there anything that this guy didn’t know?!)  “And in fact you seem to be in contempt of most of its tenets and presump-
tions.  I don’t understand you, Mr. Mooreman.  Perhaps you are transferring your love for your mother and father to the Church due to
the fact that your father murdered both your mother and your mother’s lover when he found them in bed together?”

Boom.  There it was.  My deepest and darkest secret just laid out right in the open.
I hadn’t realized that there was still anyone who remembered that fact.  I myself had almost successfully forgotten all about it.

You might have noted that I have never even mentioned it in this journal before.  Porter Rockwell knew.  Joe Smith had known.  A few
of the old Manchester crowd had known.  How this man found out will most likely forever remain a mystery to me.  (It turned out that
one of Adrian Barkley’s central duties was to know everything about everything and to find out whatever he doesn’t know.)

I suddenly realized that Mr. Barkley’s distress over his failure to understand my motivations was driven not by any intellectual
curiosity or concern about me personally but rather by a desire to obtain another weapon to use against me.  If he understood my moti-
vations he could more easily predict my actions and he could then more effectively manipulate them.

I allowed him to remain in ignorance.

He continued in an inexorable manner that I sensed was customary with him:  “So, what will it be, Mr. Mooreman?  Do you
remain alive and in possession of your manuscript or do you die right now and have your life story spread all over the world?”

“Lots of people have written exposés of the Church,” I pointed out.
“Yes,” he replied, “but none with your credibility and inside knowledge.  You actually grew up with Joseph Smith!  No one else

has your inside knowledge of the birth and growth of Mr. Smith’s creature, the church; and everyone else who wrote these exposés had
personal axes to grind whereas you have no obvious reason to hate the church except that it is what it is.”

I realized that this man, Adrian Barkley, loved this.  He was like a little kid playing a game that utterly fascinated him. I got the
impression that Mr. Barkley would be equally pleased with either choice I might make.

Goon, on the other hand, clearly hoped I would make the latter choice.

Mr. Barkley had me by the short hairs.  He had taken me with a weapon completely unavailable to me, i.e. placing me in a moral
dilemma, i.e. using me to defeat myself.  I had the feeling that Adrian Barkley was a master of this craft.  Since he himself had no
morals the same weapon was utterly useless against him and I could be assured that Goon, another ornate throwing knife, or some other
unseen horror of which I was unaware would most likely nullify any other weapon that I might attempt to use; I was completely help-
less before this man.

I had the feeling that my predicament in regards to this man was far from unprecedented.
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As I realized what a neat little trap Mr. Barkley had placed me in I said, “Well frig my jiboodlio!”  Further contemplation of my
dilemma led me to further comment that “My popaguidlys are really quitagliated!”

Mr. Barkley continued to smile.  Goon began to drool and to shift about in an agitated manner.

“Goon really must be attended to soon, Mr. Mooreman.  May I have your decision?”
“All of those canyons are full of booby-traps and gun emplacements,” I told him.
He brushed that argument off annoyingly: “Mr. Mooreman, we could sit a half-mile away and eat our lunch as our howitzers oblit-

erate your entire collection of little toy defenses.  The Mormons have no chance whatsoever of winning this conflict.  You would best
serve their interests by assuring that this altercation ends swiftly and smoothly with no one getting hurt.  Please quit stalling and tell me
your decision.”

“My identity will be kept secret?”
Mr. Barkley smiled.  My making a demand was acceding to the fact that I was acceding to his demand.
I would guide the United States Army against my brethren.  I would do this in order to save them.

How do I get into these fixes?



So how did the ‘Utah War’ start?  Yadda yadda yadda.
A strong antipathy in the United States for theocratic dictatorships plus a bunch of lies told by a man named W.W. Drummond and

believed by President James Buchanan.

A bunch of jigoodlyboobs, in other words.  As usual.

And as is also usual in these sorts of matters the jigoodlyboobs soon piled up into a great big pile of slopilidoliyos which subse-
quently went rancid and exploded all over everyone’s farquidlios.

Thus, a few months before my encounter with Mr. Barkley Lieutenant General Daniel H. Wells and the Nauvoo Legion received a
call to arms.  It was quickly decided that we must engage the Americans long before they reached our valley.  We also decided to
emphasize the use of cavalry as a guerrilla force in harassing military columns and disrupting supply trains.  Three companies of these
special soldiers were formed.  They were to be headed by Lot Smith, Bill Hickman, and — Porter Rockwell!  They operated as captains
of ranger companies of 100 men each and they were independent of the Nauvoo Legion.  They were accountable only to General Wells
and to Brigham himself.  We also formed two ‘Corps of Observation’ which proved effective in reporting every move made by the
Americans.

On September 16th two companies of cavalry — commanded ironically by the ex-commander of the Mormon Battalion Colonel
Phillip St. George Cooke — left Fort Leavenworth as a guard for Alfred Cummings, the newly appointed Governor of Utah Territory,
along with his staff and entourage.  A day later Colonel Albert Sidney Johnston, commander of the invasion force, started west with his
staff and escort.

Roughly twelve-hundred soldiers were now marching on Utah.

Through an intermediary Brigham informed his opposition of Mormon policy:  The soldiers would not be allowed to enter the
Great Salt Lake Valley.  Should they succeed in forcing their way in they would find the entire Utah Territory a desert.  The Mormons
would burn everything to the ground and move on again before they would submit to an invading army on Utah soil.  ‘Every house will
be burned to the ground, every tree cut down, every field laid waste.’

The Nauvoo Legion was at Devil’s Gate by September 21st preparing for the advancing troops.  Then, with four other men, Porter
Rockwell and I set out upon the first Mormon military action ever taken against the government of the United States of America…



Elements of the Fifth and Tenth Infantry Regiments under command of Colonel Edmund B. Alexander had been spotted in bivouac
at Pacific Springs.  At 2 AM on the morning of September 25th we silently moved into position.  Each of us checked our guns — and we
un-muffled the clapper of a huge brass cowbell.

Our operation went off like clockwork.  We charged the camp whooping hollering firing our guns and clanging that cowbell.  As
planned their entire herd of mules stampeded.  We rode between the rows of tents so that what few soldiers managed to respond to us
would be afraid of shooting at us for fear of hitting their comrades directly behind us in the next row of tents.  We herded the entire
mule remuda away without incident leaving the dozen wagons effectively stranded in the desert.

Our operation had succeeded beyond our wildest hopes.  As we dashed headlong into the night we were whooping hollering and
laughing uproariously.

Suddenly the rope holding the cowbell to the bell-mule became tangled in some brush and the bell-mule became stuck.  The other
mules began milling about the bell-mule in confusion. As our four companions dismounted and began trying to disentangle the bell-
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mule Porter and I also dismounted in order to implement a rearguard action in the unlikely event that the Americans tried to chase us on
foot.

Thus, all of us were dismounted at once.
We took the opportunity to laugh and joke about how easily we had just humbled the mighty United States Army and we were just

generally feeling pretty good about ourselves.

Suddenly we heard a bugle call issue from the army camp.  I was the only one of our group with enough military experience to
know what the bugle call meant and at first I was confused as to why they would be issuing forth with that particular bugle call at this
particular time — but while I was the only human who knew what the bugle call meant the mules certainly knew what it meant:  This
particular bugle call meant that it was time to eat!

As one every single mule instantly and simultaneously broke into a dead run straight back toward the army camp.

As one every one of our own mounts along with all of our saddles and gear joined them.

Suddenly we weren’t laughing anymore.



Porter echoed all of our sentiments when we regrouped; “When I report back it’ll be on a horse!”
So we followed Alexander to his next camp on foot and the next night.  We stole a string of ponies that had conveniently been left

saddled for us and made it to the Big Sandy River where we joined a large force of the Nauvoo Legion.

And while our raid was a failure it set the pattern of Mormon resistance, i.e. a campaign of harassment using hit and run tactics.
Lot Smith enjoyed great success at destroying and stealing supplies burning grass and forage stampeding horses and mules and gener-
ally terrifying civilian teamsters with stories of the Danites.  (Among these teamsters were two young men named William F. Cody —
who later became better known as ‘Buffalo Bill’ — and James B. Hickok — who later became better known as ‘Wild Bill Hickok’.)

On September 28th Bill Hickman successfully fired a Union supply train utterly destroying it.
Then the next day he destroyed two more!

General Wells pressed the advantage.  He sent the Nauvoo Legion to ravage the remaining government trains and implemented
Brigham’s ‘scorched earth’ policy by firing Fort Bridger.  (Jim Bridger himself had made a quick midnight getaway just ahead of the
Sons of Dan a few months earlier and he was no longer in residence.)

On October 3rd Porter and I rode into nearby Mormon Fort Supply and Porter ordered that it also be put to the torch so that the
Americans couldn’t use it.  We moved all of the wagons and horses to a safe distance and fired over 100 log houses, a sawmill, a grist-
mill, and a threshing machine.  Local landowners in several cases begged for the privilege of setting fire to their own property.  Without
a word, they destroyed in minutes what it had taken them years to build.

Adrian Barkley would no doubt have been fascinated and curious about their motivations.

Porter and I then raced to Fort Bridger just in time to see Mr. Bridger’s historic landmark roar in majestic spectacular flames that lit
up the pitch-black night for miles around.

Then, Porter was instructed to recruit forty men and to stampede the government cattle at Ham’s Fork and/or to fire the forage in
the army’s path.

For a week we harassed Alexander’s troops.  Porter and I would sneak up on the enemy camps at night and eavesdrop on the
conversations of the soldiers.  In this manner we learned that the Army was seriously short on rations and supplies due to Lot Smith’s
depredations and that they feared starvation in the quickly approaching winter.

Porter’s opportunity to redeem his Pacific Springs humiliation finally came a few days later; Bill Hickman rode into camp and
reported a large herd of cattle grazing unguarded nearby.  We set out to scout the terrain and ran smack dab into Lot Smith’s camp;
Porter and Smith decided to combine forces even though Smith was known to treat his longhaired compadre with aloof tolerance.  “I do
as I please,” I once heard him say, “and Rockwell regularly damns me for it!”

United in common purpose, though, they endured each other.  Without beef the Utah Expedition would surely starve.
We realized that if we could pull this off we might win the war!



As we surveyed the apparently unguarded cattle Porter felt uneasy at the lack of sentinels and suspected a trap.  Smith guffawed at
Porter’s concerns.  Through tight lips Porter replied that the army had discovered what a damn fool Lot Smith was and that they had
planted an ambush for him.
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Mr. Smith appeared to be momentarily taken aback by Porter’s rebuke.  Then Mr. Smith wiped a coat sleeve across his mouth,
scratched his bearded chin, and without another word he prodded his mount and charged toward the herd.  Fully a third of our command
was completely unprepared and were left behind.

Belatedly we joined in the charge.  Porter alternately cursed the Mormons ahead of us for being ahead and cursed the Mormons
behind us for being behind.  The scattered picket riders tending the herd looked up and saw over 100 screaming mounted Mormons
charging towards them.

They stampeded even more quickly than their cattle did.

Later, as we split up the herd and prepared to leave, Porter addressed the wagon-master, a man he knew:  “You!  Rupe!  When you
get to camp you tell Colonel Alexander that we’ve stopped playing games!  We’ll kill every damned bluecoat in his command unless he
turns our men loose, you hear me Rupe?”

‘Rupe’ appeared to be about as scared as I have ever seen a man.  I’ve heard that he didn’t stop until he reached Union lines in
spite of the fact that the pace killed several of his draft animals.

And the strangest thing of all:  Over 200 soldiers sat on a ridge not far away watching us the whole time.  They appeared to be
highly interested in our activities but they made no move whatsoever to molest us.

Their inactivity remains a mystery to Lot Smith and Porter Rockwell to this day and will likely remain so to the historians of future
generations.

I, however, am one of only a small handful of people who know why those soldiers did not attack us that day in spite of the fact
that their mission was indeed to lay an ambush for Lot Smith because they had indeed learned that he was a damned fool who could
easily be lured into destruction.

However, the ambush was called off because I, humble, lowly Jackson Beebe Mooreman, was recognized as being among the raid-
ers.  I later learned that all of the soldiers in Colonel Alexander’s command were under strict orders that were I to be spotted I was not
to be disturbed or molested in any manner but that my location was to be passed up the chain of command and I was to remain under
observation — preferably clandestinely — until further notice.  The as yet unrevealed Adrian Barkley had arranged all of this so that he
could safely steal my diary and blackmail me.  And mislead me.  Very successfully mislead me.  I was still, after all of these years,
unbelieving of the fact that there are people who appear to be human like me but who will say anything they need to say and make any
false promise they need to make and ruin any lives they need to ruin in order to accomplish their goals regardless of the consequences.
I should have known that his whole ‘need a scout’ story was complete swineopoody especially after I learned that the army had
obtained the scouting services of a more than willing Jim Bridger who has been scouting and living in these mountains since before the
arrival of even the Mormons and who was more than eager to avenge what amounted to the armed theft of his fort.  I should have
known that every promise Adrian Barkley made was false.  I should have realized that every word he said to me was a complete lie told
to coerce me into doing exactly what I subsequently did, which was to place myself completely at the mercy of Adrian Barkley.

As you may have gathered Adrian Barkley is a man who not only harbours no vast reservoirs of mercy but is one in whose clutches
you would be very lucky indeed to find so much as a dried up mud puddle of the stuff.



Anyway, the Mormons’ tactics actually worked!  My scouting services turned out to be temporarily suspended due to the fact that
General Johnston’s army was stuck in the burned out ruins of Fort Bridger with no food water blankets ammunition tents money clothes
or much doodly of any sort of squat whatsoever.  They were at present incapable of doing much of anything much less negotiating
treacherous mountain passes in the winter; passes that were guarded by a distressingly resourceful band of intrepid fanatics who seemed
to come and go like unseen ghosts.  (Not to mention Angels of Death!)  Sidney Johnston fumed ranted and raved but even he couldn’t
accomplish the physically impossible and the latest edition of Mormon-bashing had to be postponed until the spring.

Meanwhile Brother Brigham was promising lying coercing threatening bribing sweet-talking and whatever whenever however
wherever in his efforts to pull his tatamablios out of the foodliation.  Brigham knew that there would be no stopping the United States
Army next spring.  As usual the Mormons were outgunned out manned out trained out everythinged by the vast might of the United
States of America.  Mr. Barkley’s boast of eating lunch as Union artillery blew away the Mormon defenses was not idle at all.

Brother Brigham is definitely of the school that says that the Lord helps most those that help themselves the most.

The Saints needed a miracle.

Well, they can do that.

First, Brigham used the old political trick of driving a wedge between his opponents.  He sent his friend, Colonel Thomas L. Kane
from Philadelphia, to charm Governor Cummings and to isolate General Johnston.  (Thomas Kane, by the way, was not only a ‘secret
Saint’ but was a member of the Council of Fifty — i.e. a very highly placed spy…)

Mr. Kane succeeded in using that famed Mormon butter to charm Mr. Cummings into visiting Great Salt Lake City without his
army in order to prove first hand that all of the charges being leveled against the Saints were composed of poodlia of the most outra-
geous variety.
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On April 5th they set out.  Mr. Cummings was very surprised when barely after they had left the confines of Fort Bridger a mounted
patrol led by Porter Rockwell suddenly materialized and explained that we were an official escort sent by Brigham Young to assure the
safety of the Federal officials.

Captain Jesse Gove was outraged that the Governor of Utah should be escorted like a prisoner by a band of murdering rebels.
Captain Gove had nothing to fear though.  Mr. Cummings was being given the royal treatment.  Mormon charm poured out by the
bucketsful.

In addition we had staged quite a show for the Governor in the dark shady recesses of Echo Canyon…
By pre-arrangement we stopped for a dinner hosted by the Nauvoo Legion.  As the carriage rattled forward it became very dark.

Every few minutes sentries hidden in the darkness would challenge us.  After a whispered session with Porter we would continue.
Splashes of light appeared all over the canyon walls and Mr. Cummings was often able to make out the silhouettes of armed men dili-
gently patrolling the fires.  The entire length of Echo Canyon appeared to be lined with armed Mormons all along both of its steep
walls.

At one point one of the sentries placed a call-to-arms and a dozen armed men suddenly surrounded Mr. Cummings’ carriage.  Only
after Porter spent fifteen minutes explaining the situation were we reluctantly allowed to pass on.

Mr. Cummings estimated that Echo Canyon was defended by at least 3,000 Mormons.

It was all a complete sham.
Mr. Cummings fell for a huge hoax.

Actually there were a grand total of 150 Saints in Echo Canyon that night.  Each time we had been challenged the sentries had
rushed back and forth to repeat the performance.  The campfires on the canyon walls were unattended except for the small party of
Saints who also ran back and forth in the darkness creating a false image of large numbers.  The ruse exceeded even Brigham Young’s
expectations.  Mr. Cummings was thoroughly convinced that General Johnston’s forces faced an overwhelmingly large hostile force
and that any direct assault upon Great Salt Lake City would be suicidal.

Upon Mr. Cummings’ arrival in the city Brigham Young voluntarily turned the executive seal of the Territory of Utah over to him
thereby officially recognizing him as Governor.

However, he found himself a governor with no constituency; the Mormons were in the process of abandoning Great Salt Lake City.
Brigham Young swore that if the troops marched on Utah then he would burn the entire city to the ground and the Mormons would
once again begin wandering the desert in search of a homeland.  The Mormons were gathering in the Utah Valley in preparation for a
new hegira.  Thirty thousand Saints had abandoned what it took them ten years to build.  All that was left behind was a few dozen men
charged with torching the city should the need arise.

No one who knew anything at all about the Mormons thought that they were bluffing for even one second.

A peace commission arrived from President Buchanan.  Right in the middle of the conference Porter Rockwell, his pockets bulging
with weaponry, burst in and whispered into Brigham’s ear.  An outraged Brigham Young then informed the peace commission that the
army was presently marching upon Great Salt Lake City in direct violation of the conditions of the truce and walked out of the meeting.

The peace commissioners expressed shocked dismay for they were unaware that General Johnston, fresh with new supplies from
both Fort Leavenworth and from New Mexico, was marching upon us using his own authority.

However, Brigham experienced a seeming overnight change of heart and the next day he tried to salvage whatever he could of the
situation.  They reached an acceptable compromise:  The troops would be allowed entry into Utah unmolested as long as they barracked
themselves outside the city and as long as they molested no Mormon property in any manner whatsoever.

And so when I finally fulfilled my obligation of leading the United States Army into Great Salt Lake City it was only to march
straight through a town that was completely deserted except for a scattering of young men brandishing torches.

It was a strange bizarre experience.  There was a full-fledged city all ready built and ready to go — but there were no people except
the torch-bearers.

Each building had a large pile of kindling piled around its base for rapid combustion.
The thoroughly spooked army then marched another forty miles west to an isolated wasteland they named Camp Floyd and there

built a fort.  Ever since the Mormons have been substantially supplementing their income selling supplies to the soldiers at Camp Floyd.

Only the Mormons could come out of losing a war with no casualties and end up making a bunch of money on the deal.

However, the Mormons and I were about to come to a radical parting of the ways…



I waited for Adrian Barkley to return my diary.  I waited in vain.
I quickly realized that I had been double-crossed.
I was at a complete loss as to what I should or even could do.  I began trying to figure out what Mr. Barkley was going to do next.

I completely failed to have even the slightest guess.
Then I had a chilling thought:  It was completely possible that Mr. Barkley’s interests now included my death.  It would be very

hard to discredit my own diary if I was dead.  Mr. Barkley would then have undisputed possession of my ‘complete power over the
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Mormon Church’.  I had no doubt that Mr. Barkley would love to possess that power.  I had no doubt that he would not hesitate to use
that power.  I did have serious doubts that Mr. Barkley would use that power in the best interests of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter
Day Saints.

I also had no doubt that my death would make everything much easier for Mr. Barkley.

After much confused soul-searching I decided that my best course of action was to come completely clean and admit all to
Brigham himself.  Accordingly I proceeded through the still deserted streets of Great Salt Lake City toward the Temple — already the
geographic cultural and political center of Mormonism — and henceforward made my way to the office of Brigham Young.  Once there
I informed Brigham’s secretary that I had important information and I urgently requested a conference with the President.

As Brigham was currently caught up in about ten tons of bovine-poodlia and as I knew that I was not one of Brother Brigham’s
favourite people I was rather surprised when President Young agreed to see me immediately.

I entered Brigham’s inner office and was not surprised to see a deep frown framing his red-haired visage.  There was also a deep
frown in his voice when he said, “This is really a coincidence, Mr. Mooreman — we were just talking about you.”

I was however completely astonished to see that Adrian Barkley (whose name I still didn’t even know at this point) was also in
Brigham’s office!

Mr. Barkley’s smile was firmly in place and that smile still gleefully promised horrors from your worst nightmare.  He was
comfortably seated with drink in hand obviously at his ease and right at home.

Brother Brigham, never one to mince words, came right out and said, “Mr. Mooreman, Mr. Barkley here has just told me some
very disturbing things about you.  He says that you have never been a member of the Church, that you plan to publish an exposé
supposedly airing all of the ‘deep dark secrets’ of the Church, and that you have rendered service to the hostile forces that recently
invaded Utah?  These are all very serious charges, Jack.”

You may think you can imagine my reaction to these outrageous distortions of fact but you can’t.  After thinking of and then
rejecting half-dozen responses to these accusations the best that I could come up with was to ask Brigham, “Do you know who this man
is!”

This was a rather ironic question since it was obvious that Brigham was intimately acquainted with Mr. Barkley while I myself still
didn’t even know his name.  Brigham responded to my question seriously though:  “Yes Jack.  Mr. Barkley is a long-time and valuable
benefactor to our church among many other things; his credibility is unassailable.

“On the other hand you are — exactly what are you, Mr. Mooreman?”

Ah, so.  That private personal question that I have been trying so desperately to answer myself for so many years is now suddenly
of concern to those in the halls of power!

Brigham Young was now regarding me as if I were some sort of slime-mould that he had suddenly noticed growing upon his
private parts.

I suddenly realized that I was in very serious mortal danger.  I was being accused of being a spy in time of war.  Many another
unfortunate soul had found themselves facing the Sons of Dan as their last views of this earth over much less.

I now realized that Adrian Barkley had never had the slightest intention of ever returning my diary.  He also did not intend to
honour his other promise to allow me to remain alive.  And, as I’m sure is his usual method, Mr. Barkley was arranging to have others
carry out his dirty work — in this case he was using my own family.

Another factor at work there was the fact that Utah was and still is in the middle of what can only be described as a Mormon Inqui-
sition.  There is a bloody purge happening and a witch-hunt mentality pervades Utah.  The streets of Great Salt Lake City are as
dangerous — at least to some types of people — as the rowdiest and deadliest of mining camps.  In part this purge is a response to
outside threat but the doctrine of ‘blood-atonement’ was being preached from the highest pulpits as early as the summer of ’56.  A
frenzy of revivalism is inflaming Saint against gentile and apostate in a fiery orgy of terror and Old Testament vengefulness.  In the
years after 1856 the term ‘to save’ came to have a very precise meaning in the Latter Day Saint lexicon.  Porter Rockwell, Bill Hick-
man, John D. Lee, and the rest of the Sons of Dan were very busy and some of their actions seemed to be based upon some shaky ethi-
cal grounds.  A man named Almon Babbitt was bringing the pay of territorial officials into Utah when he was killed and robbed near
Fort Kearny, allegedly by Indians who spoke ‘real good English’.  I mention this murder in particular because the only possible motive
to kill the apolitical Mr. Babbitt was to rob him.  I’m afraid that the Mormons have become bloodthirsty fanatics who are teaching their
children that it is as harmless and dutiful to kill a gentile as it is to kill a venomous snake.  I cannot support this way of thinking in any
manner.  And so, especially with the current atmosphere in Utah, unless I could disprove Mr. Barkley’s charges — a feat that I’m sure
Mr. Barkley made sure was impossible for me to perform — then I could be assured of some sort of fatal encounter with some sort of
son named Dan.



I remember what I did next but I don’t remember if I thought about doing it before I did it.  I’m certain I didn’t think about it
before doing it though for had I thought about it for even a small fraction of a short second I surely would not have done it:  Without
another word or any sort of warning whatsoever I picked up a cue ball off Brigham’s billiard table and hurled it with all of my strength
into the side of Adrian Barkley’s head.
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Mr. Barkley immediately assumed a position indicating unconsciousness.
Then I ran toward the door.  Brigham tried to block me so I — (ulp!) — I’m afraid that I punched Brigham Young in the nose.
Contrary to my expectations a bolt of lightning did not strike me down.  (Perhaps even God can’t create lightning bolts indoors —

?)

Suffering no instant divine retribution I instead ran for my life.

I ran into the reception area past Brigham’s shocked secretary and into the foyer.  I then hurtled through the foyer threw open the
door to the street and ran as quickly as I could straight into Goon’s arms.



Fortunately Goon was as surprised as I was.  He growled, picked me up, and held me away so that he could get a look at me.  He
handled me as easily as a girl might handle a small doll.  My feet were now dangling two feet off the ground.  Then, to my horror, I saw
the light of recognition begin glowing in those horrible red eyes.

Goon remembered who I was!

I prepared to die.

Goon then hugged me to his huge rock of a chest and began squeezing me making strange unidentifiable sounds as he did so.  I
figured that his plan must be to squeeze me to death before ripping my throat out with his teeth.

Instead, to my complete astonishment Goon began showering me with kisses and hugs and other signs of deep affection!
“Good see you!” he exclaimed.  “You Goon buddy!  Me like you!” and various other semi-intelligible grunts and groans.

His affection was almost as alarming as his menace!

Finally I said, “Barkley hurt!  You go help!”
After repeating myself a couple of times Goon finally got the message.  With a look of deep concern he dropped me and then ran

toward Brigham’s office.
Brother Brigham picked this moment to burst out of his office holding his profusely bleeding nose and he also ran straight into the

loving arms of Goon.
I did not wait to see the outcome of their encounter.
In another of the many bitter ironies that seem to punctuate my life with such regularity I found myself fleeing Great Salt Lake

City for my life just as tens of thousands of Mormons were gleefully piling back in from the Utah Valley and the surrounding moun-
tains to reclaim their homes.

I can only assume that Goon’s friendliness was because he had been recently fed.



In the end I not only escaped with my life but I also managed to regain possession of my diary!
And how did I pull these seeming twin miracles off?
Don’t worry!  I have every intention of telling you every detail!
It required, among other things, a total lack of concern on my part about whether or not I survived the operation.  It required that I

enlist the aid of a highly reluctant Porter Rockwell and it required briefly kidnapping the illustrious Adrian Barkley right out from under
the nose of Goon!

Upon my escape from Great Salt Lake City I had ridden west; not due west toward the California Trail but northwest into the
uncharted unexplored deep desert.  For two days I rode through a completely flat landscape that was utterly barren; what I mean is that
the ground was completely utterly flat and absolutely nothing grew.  The tops of distant mountain ranges could be seen over the horizon
but other than that as far as the eye could see in every direction there was nothing but a perfectly flat and utterly featureless cracked
white plain that sprouted not so much as a single blade of grass.

Especially as I left during a windstorm tracking me through such a landscape was impossible but that thought did not even cross
my mind.

My memory of those two days is somewhat hazy as I was quite literally insane at the time but I think my intention was just to keep
riding into the Western Desert until I died.

I was now very sick and tired of everything.  My life seemed nothing more than some big cosmic joke; a useless cosmic joke.
Finally, though, I came to my senses and I decided that I wasn’t just going to let that slime ball Adrian Barkley win.  If I didn’t

care if I lived or died then what did I have to lose anyway?
I entertained the ironic thought that a complete lack of a fear of death can actually be quite a liberating experience.  After all, if you

don’t fear death, what else is there to be afraid of?
And so, I turned my horse around and headed back toward Great Salt Lake City.
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It would be a major understatement to say that Porter Rockwell was surprised to see me show up on his doorstep late one night.
After his shock wore off though, he coldly asked me what the biffoodliating joodliawicks I was doing there.

Porter had death in his voice as he asked.
However I was immune to Porter’s threat.  At that time I considered that Porter’s killing me would be performing a service both to

myself and to the rest of the human race as well.  And so, with complete disregard to the fact that I was one or two words from death, I
explained to Porter the whole story of my diary and of Mr. Barkley’s theft of same and of the threat to the Church that Mr. Barkley’s
possession of my diary posed.

This last factor quite caught Porter’s attention, as I knew it would.
Threats to the Church were anathema to Porter.
We gained entrance into Mr. Barkley’s quarters by saying that Porter was a messenger from Brother Brigham, a position that

Porter often did indeed fill and thus an explanation not likely to arouse any suspicions even in the suspicious Adrian Barkley.
Thus we got the drop on Mr. Barkley before he even knew what was happening.  He had left Goon somewhere else, evidently

feeling that Goon’s services were unnecessary for this meeting.
Mr. Barkley actually seemed pleased by our little coup.  “Why, Mr. Mooreman!” he exclaimed.  “What a surprise!  I never

expected to see you again!”
Porter was in no mood for socialization though.  He got right to the point:  “Jack says you have his diary.  You either return it right

now or you die right now.”
Mr. Barkley seemed completely undisturbed.  He smiled at Porter and replied, “Why Mr. Rockwell!  You drive a very hard

bargain!  I don’t imagine a large sum of money could persuade you to just put your gun away and leave, could it?”
Porter grimly replied, “You’re lucky I don’t shoot you for even suggesting it.”
Mr. Barkley clapped his hands in glee and said, “Bravo!  Perfect!  Right in rôle, I must say, Mr. Rockwell!  You are indeed a man

of great moral strength and impeccable character!”
Porter was completely unimpressed with Mr. Barkley’s praise and doggedly stuck to the issue:  “Where’s the diary, Mr. Barkley?”
With a flourish, Mr. Barkley made a conciliatory gesture, and then retrieved my diary from his safe.
I almost wept.
However, as I joyfully rushed forward to retrieve it Porter held me back and said, “Sorry, Jack, but I have to take this to the Church

authorities and let them decide what to do with it.”
Whereupon he held out his hand and took my diary from Mr. Barkley.
I immediately knew what the Church authorities would think of my diary.  I also immediately knew that they would file it away

forever in their impenetrable vault of secrets.  I couldn’t allow this to happen.  My diary is my life.  Mr. Barkley was right in that I
transferred my love for my parents to the Mormon Church.  I also transfer it to my diary.  It is my best and only friend.  It is my conso-
lation.  It is my conscience.  It gives a sort of shape and purpose to my life and at this point it is the only shape and purpose that I have.

And so — I clonked Porter Rockwell on the head with a candleholder and took my diary away from him.  I took a big gamble
doing this; clonking Porter Rockwell on the head was literally tempting the sacred powers for, if you will remember, a divine blessing
protects this man.

But as you may also remember at this point I felt that I had nothing to lose least of all my life, and so I was willing to take outra-
geous chances.

And you may additionally remember that I was there when Porter received his blessing and I took advantage of a loophole that I
had detected:  Joe Smith’s blessing protected Porter from his enemies.

It said nothing about Porter’s friends.

And to this day I not only consider Porter Rockwell to be a friend but I consider him a highly valued one.
In addition the blessing specifically stated that Porter’s protection extended to ‘bullet or blade’:  It said nothing about candlehold-

ers.
Whatever, however, I managed to clonk Porter on the head without any interference from the heavens.

I grabbed my precious diary out of his hands as he fell to the floor.

Mr. Barkley actually applauded.  “Mr. Mooreman!  Bravo!  I keep underestimating you!  I really must stop doing that!  You are
quite the exceptional man!  Tell me, you wouldn’t be seeking employment, would you?  We could use someone like you in our organi-
zation!”

I didn’t think Mr. Barkley really thought I was that stupid.  I rejected his offer.
“I didn’t really think you were that stupid,” said Mr. Barkley.
I then instructed Mr. Barkley to precede me out of his quarters with the understanding that I would have a derringer pointed

directly at the back of his head the whole time.  Goon had returned during our visit and we walked right past him on the way out.  He
said hello to me in his version of a friendly manner.

I released Mr. Barkley about two hours west of the city and left him to walk back.

Then, three days ago I made it back to my secret cabin on the shores of Lake Tahoe.
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Bug was here waiting for me.

It is good to be home.

May 1, 1860
Hard Rock, California

I hear that when the Saints speak of someone who is two-faced in their religious beliefs they now say that he is ‘just like Jack
Mooreman’.  Or even worse some even simply say that he is a ‘jack-Mormon’.

I also hear that they massacred a whole bunch of gentile civilians who had given up their arms in a place called ‘Mountain Mead-
ows’ near Cedar City in southern Utah.

I also hear Porter Rockwell’s name implicated in several murders that evidently amount to nothing more than armed robberies, in
particular a group of six wealthy California agents of fortune who had shown up during the height of the Utah War allegedly to set up a
house of entertainment for the Federal troops.  The Mormons tried to make a case that the men were spies but in actuality the men were
apolitical a-religious and they were merely out to make a fast buck.

The entire United States is evidently about to go to war against each other.  Supposedly a man named Abraham Lincoln, who is the
candidate from the new ‘Republican’ Party which that little foodliopus John C. Frémont started a few years ago has a good chance of
being elected as President.  (Frémont himself was the Republican Presidential candidate in the ’56 election!  That such a man could
actually almost become President of the United States is a fact that makes me very afraid.)

The southern states are threatening to secede from the Union if Lincoln is elected.
Yadda yadda yadda.
For the last two years I have succeeded in surviving.  Not only that but I have done it comfortably safely and as happily as it is

possible for me to be.  Lake Tahoe has long cold winters it is in the middle of nowhere it is difficult to get to and there is really nothing
here that would encourage large numbers of people to settle other than an abundance of spectacular scenic beauty.  While occasional
trappers and surveyors pass through Bug and I pretty much have had this whole valley to ourselves and thus it has been possible for me
to escape the wrath of both Adrian Barkley and of the Latter Day Saints.  Bug says he has been both questioned and followed several
times by agents of both parties during his visits to Hard Rock but that his ‘Bug-sense’ had foiled their efforts.

Then, a few days ago I decided that I was tired and bored with doing nothing but the minimal necessary to survive all of the time.
Bug said that there was to be a hanging in Hard Rock and I decided to attend.  I now have a heavy beard, an accoutrement that I

have never before sported, and I felt that I looked different enough and that it had been long enough that I could now safely make a
public appearance.

I wanted once again to taste the fruits of the company of other people.
I should have known better for — of course — as soon as I once again allowed other people into my reality everything instantly

turned to poodlia.
I obtained a room in Gleason’s Inn.  Bug and I stayed separate in case anyone was still keeping an eye on him in their search for

me.
Public hangings here in the West are a regular social event.  Whole families sometimes travel for days to party at a good hanging.

As the main event unfolds, men women and children hold their breaths in shiny-eyed anticipation as the whole morbid ritual plays itself
out to its gruesome outcome.

But like I say, after two years of complete isolation from civilization of any kind I was desperate at this point for any sort of diver-
sion.

And if anyone deserves to be hung it is certainly Alferd Packer.  Mr. Packer and a dozen companions had become trapped by snow
in their mine in the High Sierras all winter.  Alferd had not only managed to become the lone survivor of that ordeal but he had
managed to come out of it healthy and well fed.  An investigation into how it was possible for Alferd to have accomplished this feat led
to the discovery of smashed skulls and various other indications of foul play and literal butchery amongst Alferd’s mine-mates.

This same investigation led the Judge at Alferd’s sentencing to comment, “Mr. Packer, we only had seven Democrats in the whole
district, and you ate five of them!  I sentence you to hang by the neck until dead!”

But things didn’t turn out at all as anyone expected them to.
The day before the scheduled hanging a completely crazy sequence of events began with the arrival in Hard Rock of a lone Indian

brave who was riding double with a small child.  The first inkling I had that this was not an ordinary event was when I found that I
couldn’t place the Indian’s tribe.  While similar to the Paiutes this brave’s dress was unlike any I had ever seen and by now I was a
highly experienced Westerner.

Then I heard someone in my vicinity say, “Holy doodlioputitius!  That’s a Naiute!”  I studied the Indian brave more closely then.
Naiute!  While a few straggling survivors of the Naiute Wars were known to have made it to various other bands and survived, the
Naiute Nation as a whole was thought to have been completely extinct for the last seventeen years.  If this Indian were truly a Naiute
then this was a significant event.

It turned out that this Indian’s arrival was indeed a significant event, but in a manner that no one anticipated…
The Indian rode right into the midst of the celebration.  The sounds of partying and merrymaking died off in confusion and the

word ‘Naiute’ was heard being whispered everywhere.



Dana Walker

98

This Indian was no cowed drunken reservation Indian either but a proud strong and noble warrior who didn’t seem to realize that
he wasn’t the Lord of the mountains and deserts anymore.  Amid a growing hush and hundreds of awed fearful gazes this proud relic of
a forgotten age rode steadfastly down the main street of Hard Rock, either totally unaware of or ignoring the sensation that his presence
caused.

But if the sudden appearance on the streets of Hard Rock of a Naiute warrior caused a sensation, the first act of that Naiute warrior
caused bewilderment.

The Indian rode directly to Lame Larry and halted in front of the dumbstruck boy.
Then the Indian’s imperturbable expression suddenly broke into a large smile and to Lame Larry, in perfect unaccented English, he

said, “Ho!  Even if Larry Little has no words for a long lost brother surely Larry wishes to greet a nephew whom Larry has never before
met!”

Lame Larry tried to puzzle meaning into the Indian’s words.  Then, as Lame Larry began studying the Indian’s face more closely, a
dawn of recognition lit up his normally too-sad face and he exclaimed, “Charley!  Joosey bifoodliation!  It’s Charley!”

With that the Indian slid off his horse and swept Lame Larry up into an embrace!
Then I began hearing other whispers from the crowd; the name ‘Charley Small’ was being passed around.  It was obviously a name

that meant much to many of the people here and it was one that I seemed to remember from somewhere myself.  Then, I recalled the
memory:  Charley Small was the son of the banker Frances Small — and he was one of the children that had been kidnapped by the
Pied Piper.

No sooner did I have this realization than Mr. Small himself came onto the scene.
Incongruously this rich cutthroat owner of this whole part of the United States looked just like my grandfather.  He looks just like

your grandfather.
Frances Small approached the seeming Indian who was actually his son.
After a twelve-year absence all Frances Small said to his son was, “Dinner is at six o’clock sharp.  Please be dressed.”
To which Charley Small replied, “Thank you father; I will be there and I am already dressed.”
Frances Small wrinkled his nose then turned and left without another word.
Lame Larry, Charley Small, and the Indian child all disappeared somewhere and eventually the party resumed with even more

fervour what with all the new gossip to lubricate it.



Hard Rock at its best is still worse than most other places at their worst.  It was a morbid weird afternoon and I mostly wandered
around feeling bored and out of place in spite of the fact that the party-like atmosphere has been intensified by all of the extra drama.
Stories of the mass kidnapping of twelve years ago are being dredged up again.  I learned many new facts about the incident, though
many of the stories I hear are obvious lies and/or exaggerations.

The name of Peter the Pied Piper keeps being mentioned.
Then the drama increased even more right after dinner when Byron Howe, the present sheriff of Hard Rock, drug Charley Small to

jail in chains!
According to Mr. Small’s maidservant father and son had been engrossed in a private consultation.  When Mr. Small had gone to

retrieve something from his safe he discovered that his safe had been broken into.  He also discovered that a large number of very
important and very incriminating papers were missing — though several tens-of-thousands of dollars in cash and several tens-of-thou-
sands of dollars worth of valuables were left completely untouched.  Mr. Small’s investigation into the matter quickly revealed that both
Lame Larry and the Indian child were missing.  This led Mr. Small to the conclusion that, incredibly, Lame Larry and the Indian child
had broken into his safe and stolen his papers. Mr. Small further conjectured that his son Charley must certainly have been involved in
the plot.  When Mr. Small questioned Charley he freely admitted his involvement whereupon Mr. Small had him immediately arrested.

Charley merely explained that ‘the People’ needed the information that had been contained in the safe.
Mr. Small’s face showed rage.  I heard many comment that it was the first time that any of them had ever seen any sort of human

emotion whatsoever displayed by the little grey banker.
Then, in a move to punish his wayward son Mr. Small insisted that Charley share the same cell with the sub-human murdering

cannibal Alferd Packer, a man who is not known for being pleasant company in close quarters.
Shortly after Charlie’s arrest the plot thickened even more.
Lame Larry, the Indian child, and Sammy the Swineherd — the Hard Rock village idiot — were discovered returning toward Hard

Rock from up-valley.  Where their backtrack ended two sets of unshod Indian pony tracks were discovered taking off to the west.  Mr.
Small immediately sent a dozen riders in pursuit of the unknown riders but the outcome of their endeavour remains unknown as none of
these men ever returned.

Lame Larry then joined his stepbrother and Alferd Packer in the Hard Rock jail. Sammy the Swineherd was assumed innocent by
reason of idiocy.

The Indian child was housed in Gleason’s Inn.
However, the Indian child disappeared that night.
Charley Small and Alferd Packer disappeared also.
When the hung-over Byron Howe showed up at the jail the next morning he found that both of his guards were fast asleep and that

Lame Larry was sitting alone in a jail cell whose door was standing wide open.
Lame Larry was smiling a large smile, a phenomena that almost made him unrecognizable.
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Sheriff Howe, fully inflated with large over-amounts of self-importance ever since his appointment as the Sheriff of Hard Rock,
demanded of Lame Larry to know the whereabouts of the missing prisoners.  Sheriff Howe was prepared to use strong-arm tactics on
the young man if necessary.  These proved to be unnecessary though as Lame Larry cheerfully informed Sheriff Howe that he had
stayed behind specifically to guide to Hidden Valley anyone who wished to go there for that was where Charley and Alferd had gone.

Sheriff Howe consulted higher powers, i.e. Frances Small.
Mr. Small himself came to the jail to question Lame Larry.  Edwin Dewey, Mayor Boggs, Reginald Cheatham, Rex Gold, and

Sammy the Swineherd accompanied him.  Further questioning of Lame Larry revealed that Larry not only claimed to know the wherea-
bouts of the missing prisoners but that he also knew the location of all of the now ex-children who had disappeared in 1848.  Not only
that but he also claimed to know the whereabouts of just about all of the several dozens of people who had mysteriously disappeared
over the last twelve years.  Lame Larry also said that the mysterious ‘magic man’, the Pied Piper himself, often made appearances,
along with his wife, a woman named Helen.

And Lame Larry affirmed that, yes indeed, he was not only willing to lead all of them there but that he was eager to do so.
Sheriff Howe then pointed out the obvious fact that Lame Larry was lame.  He laughed cruelly and said, “But you can’t even walk

like a man!  How do you expect to lead real men anywhere?”
Whereupon Lame Larry’s smile grew even wider.
Then, without another word Lame Larry began dancing a jig around the jail cell.
Another miracle in a day of miracles; Lame Larry wasn’t lame anymore.



I couldn’t help it. While I definitely hate people I also love them.
I had to stick around to see what happened.  Of course.
From public comments made by Charley Small before his mysterious disappearance we had gathered that none of the former chil-

dren of Hard Rock was being held against their wills.  But the government (which one doesn’t matter, they are all tumours of the same
cancer) in its infinite wisdom evidently felt that half of the combined forces of the whole world was required to escort them home.
Soldiers and soldiers and more soldiers and yet even more soldiers began filing into the Truckee Valley in a seemingly never-ending
stream.

And not just any soldiers; I’ve been around lots of military units in my life and while there were plenty of well known and even
some quite famous units, such as the 7th Cavalry, there were several mysterious units that seemed to have no designation and who didn’t
seem to be from anywhere.  Many of them appear to be hard-asses of an extreme nature.  Many of them look as if they belong in prison
cells rather than army uniforms.  They are called simply the Special Force which we have shortened to ‘SF’.  They wear untraditional
black uniforms and they treat all of the regular army troops, including the officers, with open contempt.  To a man they are uncommu-
nicative and unfriendly to any outsiders whatsoever.  Many of their accents are from Texas and Tennessee.  Not only do they not appear
to be from anywhere but their commander, Major Mark Marson, is evidently in charge of the military portion of this operation should it
become necessary.  None of the regular soldiers know anything about Major Marson and none of them like or trust Major Marson.
Most of the regular soldiers seem to not have the slightest clue of what this is all about or what they are doing here.  The Brass seems to
be keeping many secrets from them.

I knew it was highly dangerous to continue to hang in Hard Rock with so many people in the area but I couldn’t resist the drama.  I
had to see what happened next.

The next morning I was adjusting my hat as I left my lodging at Gleason’s Inn and I wasn’t watching where I was going.  As a
result I ran smack-dab into a horse that was standing in the street just outside the door.  I began to apologize to the rider of the horse
when I saw that the rider of the horse was Porter Rockwell.

I then saw that Porter was accompanied by the entire Nauvoo Legion.
Upon my espial of these people, who now literally surrounded me, my body underwent several physiological changes that would

have been of keen interest to any student of anatomy, i.e. my heart leaped out of my throat my legs turned to water and my anus turned
inside out.

Porter instantly saw who it was under the beard of course.  He smiled, and said, “Well, if it isn’t the original Jack Mooreman!
We’ve been wondering if you were still alive or not — you never write anymore!”

I laughed a nervous squeak of a laugh and said, “Well, you know how it goes…”
Porter then said, “You know, I didn’t really think that you would publish it.  President Young thought you would, but I always

knew you was a good egg.  I never did believe all those stories about you.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  However, I didn’t like what I heard next:  “But I’ve still got to have that book, Jack.  That’s

too dangerous a thing to be left lying around.  Mr. Barkley still sniffs around after you all the time and we can’t risk it.
“The book isn’t here, Porter.  I — burned it.  I didn’t want to get into any more trouble over it,” I lied.
Porter looked at me real hard.  Then he said, “Well, I guess I got no choice but to kill you then, Jack, because I can’t take the

chance that you’re lying to me.”
“Porter, come on!  I’m not lying!  Look at me!”
Porter looked at me again.  Then he said, “I want to look through all of your stuff right now, Jack.  If it’s not there then you are

going to be under a twenty-four hour watch until this operation is over so we can go to wherever it is you live and search there too.”
I breathed a sigh of relief.  I had not brought my diary to Hard Rock with me and it promised to be several weeks until this opera-

tion was going to be over at the rate it was going so I figured that I had plenty of time before then to come up with some kind of plan.
Thus I said, “Sure Porter!  Ease your mind!”
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And so I once again found myself constantly surrounded by Mormons.



We didn’t have long to wait until we saw action.  As of two days ago I estimate that there were over 2,000 soldiers bivouacked in
the Truckee Valley, split about half-and-half between SFs and regular army troops.  We have received orders to march in the morning.
There has been the usual bickering and infighting amongst the command.  Both Colonel Carson, commander of the regular army troops,
and Hosea Stout, commanding the Mormon contingent, do not want to concede authority to the arrogant and easily dislikable Major
Marson, especially since Colonel Carson outranks Major Marson by two grades.

But orders are orders — except when they’re not, sometimes, I guess.  I also hesitate to put my fate in the hands of Major Marson.
Since there is little chance that this action is going to become militant the whole point is probably moot anyway.  One of the few things
we have learned about our objective is that the total population of ‘Hidden Valley’ is around 1,000 people, which means only two or
three hundred men-at-arms.  Unless they are insane and/or suicidal it is unlikely that they will try to militarily resist such an
overwhelming force.  The Brass has deigned to let us know that we can expect ‘little or no armed resistance’ from the residents of the
village.

However I can’t help but wonder why if they are expecting ‘little or no armed resistance’ from these people they need over 2,000
soldiers?  I’ve noticed that the SFs have several Gatling-guns that they are trying to keep hidden.  Seems like a lot of soldiers with a lot
of firepower to deal with a few hundred people from whom they expect little or no armed resistance.  I could chalk it up to normal
government over-reaction I guess but this seems excessive even by government standards.

There are many other strange aspects to this operation also.  Since the Nauvoo Legion is considered a civilian militia we are proba-
bly being told even less than the regular foot soldiers but even they don’t know why we’re not taking any wagons or horses or why
we’re taking an inordinate amount of rope or why we’re taking heavy winter clothing in spite of the fact that it is spring and the weather
is warming.

There are also persistent rumours that the Tulip Gang is in residence in Hidden Valley.  This seems fantastic and I have trouble
believing it.  Evidently they are not suspected in the mass kidnapping of 1848, though.  That event is rumoured to have been perpetrated
by Naiute Indians with the help of the mysterious ‘magic man’ known only as Peter, the Pied Piper.

So anyway, I am surrounded by frantic activity as everyone prepares to march in the morning.  We are prepared to meet little or no
armed resistance from maybe Indians or maybe from a legendary outlaw gang with the maximum possible force that can be assembled
without wagons or horses.  We’re going to be nice and warm in our coats while we do it with lots of spare rope for whatever we can
conceive of using it for.

We’re being led in theory by some eastern Colonel who no one really knows but in reality we seem to be being led by a joosey-
biffoodlin doodlebum of a Major who no one knows or likes or trusts.  We don’t know where we’re going or what we’re doing when
we get there.

If some government agency is asking us to possibly risk our very lives for something I don’t think it too much to ask to ask what
that something is.  But that seems always to be the way of it:  Poor people dying for reasons unknown to them while they make some-
one else rich by doing it.

And to make those people rich is the real reason that they do it.  Several friends of mine have died so that some Adrian Barkley
who neither knew my friends nor gave the slightest garbonzilodlio about my friends could go and take all of the Indians land away from
them.  My friends received nothing for this while the thieves who sent them to be killed reaped the benefits while my friends had not
the slightest idea that that was why they were really dying.  This whole system is corrupt and evil to its core and I hate it.

May 5, 1860
Banks of the Rock River, California

We are camped on the banks of the Rock River near its headwaters in the High Sierras.  The staff was finally briefed this morning
though it relieved only a little of the confusion that reigns on this mission.  Porter said that Colonel Carson opened the briefing.  They
learned from him that the mass kidnapping of twelve years ago was indeed an actual occurrence and that the victims of that kidnapping
have been discovered.  They are living in a secluded valley that is evidently in the caldera of Mt. Larkin!  Living with these ‘victims’
are dozens of other people, along with several Naiute Indians, and the remnant of the Tulip Gang.

Alferd Packer is also there!
And none of this makes any sense.

Our ‘objectives’, as outlined by Major Marson when he took the briefing from Colonel Carson (Major Marson seems to be the one
in the know while Colonel Carson seems as in the dark as everyone else) are first to rescue the kidnap victims.  Then, we are to locate
and arrest the man known as the ‘Pied Piper’.  Upon apprehension Alferd Packer is to be immediately hung by the neck until dead.
Charles Small, Mr. Packer’s accomplice in his escape from the Hard Rock jail, is to be arrested also.  In addition we are to investigate if
the Indians and/or the Tulip Gang played any rôle in the kidnapping in order to determine if there are any grounds for prosecution.

I was shocked to discover upon marching from the Truckee Valley that we are also to be accompanied by the Hard Rock militia,
400 men strong!  The ubiquitous Major Marson, with the help of the Hard Rock banker Frances Small, evidently forced this down
everyone’s throats.  Why do we need this many troops?  What is really going on here?  Why is this so important?  Who is it so
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important to?  Once again I remember an old adage that my father used to repeat:  “Any time anything happens look for who is making
money by that thing happening and you’ll find the person who is causing that thing to happen.”

In this case the evidence would seem to indicate that Frances Small is making all of this happen.  Does he work for Major Marson?
Or does Major Marson work for Frances Small?  Or do they both work for someone else?  Who knows?

Porter noted that Major Marson seemed to waste little concern with the kidnap victims themselves which was strange considering
that they evidently rated having half of the United States Army come to rescue their lily-white bumorinos.  He said that they were all in
their late teens to early twenties now.  He said that they have been raised by savages and are living in anarchic chaos.  Major Marson
compared them to small children who needed to be gently shown the way back to civilization.  So I guess they need 2,500 troops to
‘gently show them the way back to civilization’, eh?

May 10, 1860
Hidden Valley

If possible a word stronger than ‘strange’ needs to be invented.  I guess I could try to use some other words like ‘bizarre’ or ‘weird’
or ‘eerie’ or ‘crazy’ or ‘puzzling’ or ‘outré’ or ‘queer’ or ‘enigmatic’, but these also fail to pack the necessary punch.

Many of the Hard Rock Militia are evidently related to many of the kidnap victims so we not only have a bunch of amateur civil-
ians to get in the way of the professionals and get them killed but many of them also have personal involvement.  Mr. Small is reputed
to harbour a deep personal hatred for this Pied Piper character.  Mr. Small was actually carried into this valley on a litter! As if his
personal presence is so vital!

Personal involvement has no place in a military operation as it leads to irrational acts and in battle irrational acts can get lots of
people killed.

Why is this happening?

We discovered why we needed winter coats; the passage into this valley involved crossing a pass that was 10,000 feet in elevation.
And we learned the reason for the ropes and lack of wagons and horses; part of that climb was straight up sheer walled cliffs.
If for any reason we need to retreat quickly we will be unable to.  As they looked back down the mountain Bug and I heard Major

Marson boasting to Frances Small about what an impregnable defensive position it would be.  Mr. Small replied that after the tunnel
was dug then they could easily supply the valley with all of the necessities.  This leads me to believe that they intend to develop this
place and this fact also mystifies me to the extreme.  This place is twice as isolated as Lake Tahoe twice as cold as Lake Tahoe and it
isn’t anywhere near any roads railroads other towns or anything else.  Have they discovered gold there or something?  Is the govern-
ment attempting to avoid the insanity of Sutter’s Mill where Mr. Sutter himself was shoved aside after his town was overrun by gold
seekers and ended up dying a pauper on the East Coast?  (This in spite of the fact that Mr. Sutter did more to Americanize California
than any other single person?  And who was one of the only participants in that conflict who acted honourably?)  No, while the ‘secret
gold mine’ theory is the best that I can think of it still doesn’t seem right.  I smell a rat.  Something is fishy.  This ’aint good.

Now we are trapped in this valley with whatever awaits us.



Last night, there was another briefing for the officers and staff.  We are to move on the village in the morning.
Colonel Carson conducted the briefing since Major Marson is only to take over if any hostilities commence.  Mr. Small also

attended for some reason.
They were told that the spies’ report on the Victims reported them to be living a lifestyle combining Indian and White elements and

that at first glance appeared to be doing just fine.  They live in tipis, they wear Indian style clothing, and they hunt and fish.  But they
also farm, work metal, and they even have a machine shop.  They appear to be totally self-sufficient but they are totally ignorant of the
concept on money and seem to have no ruling élite.  They claim to have no overall ‘leader’ but insist that each person there is responsi-
ble for a certain area and that they answer to no one — or to everyone.  They do have what they call a ‘Council’ but this ‘Council’ is
only called into session when it is needed — which is virtually never — and it runs on a consensus basis; everyone on the Council must
unanimously agree before a proposition is passed.  They evidently claim that this prevents both the ‘tyranny of the majority’ and the
‘tyranny of the minority’.  Not only this but the Council is made up of anyone who wishes to be on it.  They do have a judicial system
of sorts but the only law they have is to ‘respect your neighbor’ and the only ‘crime’ one can commit here is that of ‘disrespect’.  When
someone is accused of being ‘disrespectful’ a trial by judge is ordained — but the ‘judge’ is anyone who is willing to do it that is
acceptable to both parties.  During the trial the ‘judge’ is referred to as ‘Your Contemptuousness Who Dares to Judge Others’.  (This
custom is evidently quite tongue-in-cheek and is said in the spirit of keeping things in perspective.)

Anyway, it is all very confusing.
Colonel Carson explained that since they have been raised as savages some of the ‘Victims’ might not wish to return to civiliza-

tion.  Colonel Carson said that some sort of gentle force might be required.  (Are we to kidnap the kidnapped?)  Peter the Pied Piper
was reported to be in residence though no one has actually seen him.  Sherlock, Spade, and Asshole Tulip are to be arrested on charges
of murder.  Timmy and Johnny are to be arrested for armed robbery.  Alferd Packer is to be hung.  Charles Small is to be arrested for
aiding and abetting.  All Indians are to be detained questioned and arrested if any evidence can be uncovered that they were involved in
any way in the kidnapping.



Dana Walker

102

Colonel Carson explained that it was important to establish an Indian connection because Indian involvement is the only legal
justification for involving Federal troops in this matter which, otherwise, is merely a local problem and not under Federal jurisdiction.

For some reason, someone really wants Federal troops involved in this matter.
Lots of Federal troops.
The total population of the village is estimated to be fewer than 1,000.  This means that there are maybe two or three hundred men

of fighting age and most of these men have probably never actually seen battle while our ranks seem to consist almost wholly of battle-
hardened veterans.  The ‘Villagers’ appear to be armed mostly with bow and arrow though a few firearms of unknown make have also
been spotted in their possession.  Colonel Carson reported that he’d had a large number of the spies keeping an eye on the valley for the
last couple of weeks while our forces assembled — and that inexplicably all of these spies had disappeared.  Foul play on the part of the
Villagers was suspected.  The Colonel warned that the Villagers seem very open and friendly but that many highly suspicious and
unexplained mysteries surround them and to be very wary.  We were told to consider Peter the Pied Piper to be extremely dangerous;
that, in fact, he seems to have the power to ‘enchant’ people or some such poodlia.

The Pied Piper is to be immediately killed if anything ‘strange’ begins to happen.
The Tulip Gang is reputed to have been the deadliest dozen human beings ever assembled.  The spies had spotted several of the

Tulips in residence.
These men also are to be immediately killed at the first sign of any trouble.
The Naiutes are an unknown quantity, both literally and figuratively.  Though the place appears at first glance to be a typical Indian

village there are hardly any actual Indians living there.
Major Marson impatiently took the floor and gave orders as to how our forces were to be deployed in the morning.  The SFs are to

march in first in two columns.  Upon entry into the valley each column would split right and left to form the flanks.  The Regular Army
would be right behind and they would form the center of the lines.  The Hard Rock Militia and the Nauvoo Legion were to show our
faces and be seen but we were to hold back in the rear in the unlikely case that the regular troops found themselves in need of help.

The purpose of all of these poody-pies is to firmly impress upon the Villagers that they face an overwhelming force and that
resistance is futile.

Further actions would then depend upon the progress of negotiations and upon the Villagers’ submission to government’s legal
demands, i.e. the surrender of all criminals and the return of all kidnap victims to their rightful families.

And that was all gentlemen, good night.



I haven’t yet mentioned this place:  It is the most beautiful place I have ever been.  The entire valley is in the caldera of a volcano.
There is a large lake in the valley and in the middle of the lake is another much smaller volcano which has formed an island.  A large
valley surrounds the lake.  I estimate our elevation to be between seven and eight thousand feet but evidently some freak of nature
keeps this valley relatively warm for such a lofty height.  Sheer walled cliffs completely surround the valley.

Bug insists that there is no danger here — at least to us.  Nothing about this operation seems right though.  While the existence of a
large force of professional gunmen might justify the size of the force with which we have invaded this valley it still really doesn’t.  And
why us?  Why not the Hard Rock Militia or the sheriff and his posse?  Like Colonel Carson said, it’s their job, not ours.  The Colonel as
much as admitted that the Indians were just a cover to get troops involved — and crack troops at that.  These SFs seem to be a thor-
oughly professional crowd.  All of them seem to be sharpshooters and woodlands survivors par excellénce.  It is almost as if they were
some sort of handpicked specially trained force or something.

Bug says they feel more like hired killers than like soldiers.

Some of these RA units have a wicked reputation also...

May 12, 1860
Hidden Valley

Well our choreographed display of force went off like clockwork and we impressed even ourselves.  As if attached to pivots each
soldier never missed a step as the grim SFs and then the RAs then the Nauvoo Legion then the Hard Rock Militia made our grand
appearance in Hidden Valley.  It all was accompanied by the thundering beat of the drums which had been so labouriously hauled up
the sides of those cliffs.

Then, at a barked command from Colonel Carson, all of us turned as one to face the village.
We fully expected to see cowed, subdued people huddling in abject terror.
Instead, we found ourselves faced by a crowd of about 150 smiling, happy Villagers who were enthusiastically applauding.

Both Colonel Carson and Major Marson were obviously at a complete loss.
This wasn’t the way they were supposed to act!

I heard Bug mutter, “Jack, these people are cool! We’re making idiots out of ourselves!”
I couldn’t help but agree.
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The Villagers sent forward what was evidently their reception committee; a man in his early twenties, a beautiful blonde woman
who appeared to be in her thirties, and a mixed-breed child of six or seven years.

They all wore open friendly smiles.

The young man greeted Colonel Carson with a warm handshake and enthusiastically said, “That was a beautiful display, Colonel!
Peter never told the People that soldiers move so — artistically!”  Colonel Carson appeared as if in shock.  The young Villager contin-
ued; “My name is Windy Sky, once known as Johnny Rupert.  This,” he said, indicating the woman, “is Gift of Thunder, who was
formerly known as Becky Boggs, and this,” he said, indicating the child “is Sunshine, who is the daughter of Gift of Thunder and of the
Naiute warrior Green Sky.

“I wish to speak to whoever is in charge,” said Colonel Carson.
If Windy Sky took offence at Colonel Carson’s rude failure to introduce himself or at his gruff demeanour he gave no indication of

it; he simply appeared to be confused and said, “Yes, Peter has told the People of the soldier’s custom of having one person in charge of
everything though that seems to Windy Sky to be much too large a job for any one person — and Windy Sky must wonder what sort of
person would even want to do that sort of job in the first place!  Ah, but Windy Sky is afraid that the People have no equivalent; all of
the People are sort of in charge of everything.”

“Why were you sent to speak with me?” asked the Colonel.
“Well, Windy Sky wouldn’t say that Windy Sky was ‘sent’.  Windy Sky came mostly because Windy Sky wished to speak to the

soldier’s choreographer about some ideas for a new dance that the People are working on.  Gift of Thunder came because Gift of Thun-
der loves people and Gift of Thunder wanted to meet some alien soldiers.  Sunshine came because Sunshine asked if Sunshine could
come.”

Colonel Carson didn’t couldn’t wasn’t and hadn’t.  He very conspicuously operated in an entirely different reality than the young
man who addressed him and obviously had no clue as to what to do what to say or of how to act.

He decided to go sternly by the book: “We have several conditions and demands.”
Again Windy Sky appeared as if confused.  He asked Gift of Thunder, “What is this word ‘demand’?”  To which Gift of Thunder

replied, “Colonel Carson wishes to tell Windy Sky to do something.”
Comprehension dawning Windy Sky beamed and told Colonel Carson, “Why certainly!  Colonel Carson may tell Windy Sky to do

whatever Colonel Carson wishes Windy Sky to do!”  Windy Sky’s statement seemed to restore some of Colonel Carson’s confidence.
He said, “First, you must surrender the following people to our custody:  Peter the Pied Piper, Charles Small, Alferd Packer, and
Timmy, Johnny, Spade, Sherlock, and, er — uh — ‘Asshole’ Tulip.  You must also release all of the 1848-kidnap victims to our care to
be returned to their families.  We also wish to question all Indians in the village.”

Windy Sky’s smile did not falter one degree as he replied, “Oh!  Windy Sky now understands!  Well, Windy Sky is afraid that
except for questioning the ‘Indians’ of the Village that probably none of the Colonel’s ‘demands’ will be able to be met.”

Colonel Carson’s confidence popped like a burst balloon.  He replied, “But you said you would do whatever I wanted you to do!”
Windy Sky replied, “Oh!  The Colonel must have misunderstood Windy Sky’s words!  Windy Sky specifically remembers Windy

Sky’s words as being ‘Colonel Carson may tell Windy Sky to do whatever Colonel Carson wishes Windy Sky to do.’  Windy Sky did
not say that Windy Sky would actually do what Colonel Carson said to do!  And Windy Sky can certainly not presume to speak for any
of the other People for each of the People must speak for themselves.  Windy Sky apologizes to Colonel Carson for the misunderstand-
ing!”

Colonel Carson’s visage hardened and he sternly said, “Sir, I don’t think you understand; our demands are not subject to discus-
sion.”

To which Windy Sky replied, “But that statement is rather an oxymoron, for Colonel Carson is discussing Colonel Carson’s
‘demands’ with Windy Sky at this very moment!  However, Windy Sky can tell Colonel Carson that all of the named individuals
anticipated Colonel Carson’s ‘demands’ and none of the named individuals are currently in the valley.  As for the people that Colonel
Carson calls ‘kidnap victims’ Windy Sky knows of none.  If Colonel Carson is speaking of the children who left Hard Rock with the
Pied Piper Windy Sky is of those children and Windy Sky assures Colonel Carson that all of those children left Hard Rock voluntarily;
therefore these children do not meet Colonel Carson’s definition of ‘kidnap victims’.”

Wow.  So these people at least seem to have lawyers.  Windy Sky was definitely not your typical diplomatic representative!
“Regardless!” blustered Colonel Carson.  (Windy Sky’s manner seemed to upset Colonel Carson as much as anything.)  “You were

all taken from your families illegally and all of you must be returned!”
Windy Sky replied, “But the Colonel may have noticed — the ‘victims’ are not children anymore — yet in honour of the Colonel’s

request Windy Sky will ask these ‘victims’ if any wish to return with Colonel Carson.  Windy Sky does not believe that there is much
chance of that occurring, though, as all of the People seem quite content in this place.”

“They have no choice in the matter,” assured Colonel Carson.
“Ah!  But don’t all people always have a choice in all things?  That is how the matter appears to Windy Sky!  Does Colonel Carson

see otherwise?”
The ‘negotiations’ came to a standstill.  Colonel Carson called a recess in order to consult his staff.  As the Villagers were walking

away I heard Sunshine ask Gift of Thunder, “Why was the alien so afraid of the People?”
Gift of Thunder laughed and replied, “Has Sunshine thought about the matter?  Sunshine should try to view the world through

Sunshine’s own eyes and not always depend upon the views of others.”
Sunshine replied, “Maybe Colonel Carson is crazy?”
Gift of Thunder laughed and said, “Maybe Sunshine is right!”
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Before we left, though, Colonel Carson called out to Windy Sky and said, “Oh!  Yes!  We will be posting sentries throughout your
village — I hope you won’t mind?”

Everyone tensed to see Windy Sky’s reaction; he simply shrugged his shoulders and said, “Windy Sky does not see why Windy
Sky should mind but Windy Sky also does not see much sense in the act; the People have no burglars or robbers or thieves or anything
of that sort...”

The Villagers walked away.

Colonel Carson and his staff appeared to be lost.

This is promising to become very interesting.

May 15, 1860
Hidden Valley

Porter assigned me to sentry duty.  He rightly figured that I’m not going anywhere and that it was okay for me to be alone.

I began thinking more about what was going on here.

What are we doing here?  If a bunch of people wants to play Indians in the mountains where’s the harm?  These people look as
happy and content as any I’ve ever seen.

In fact I am beginning to wonder if they might not have a place for me here!  I have noticed that the local population seems to
contain an inordinate number of beautiful young girls.  And these girls are like none I have ever seen or imagined before.  They seem —
real!

I’ve been wondering lately what I might have been missing in those areas, especially when I see the women here:  They are radi-
ant.  They are like angels.  They put all other women I have ever seen in my whole life to complete shame.  My harsh lonely life seems
so — superfluous — in the face of these people’s happiness.  So odd and out of place — so unnecessary.

I am beginning to wonder if I might not want a wife.  And children.  And a home.  And security.

What are we doing here?  Is this but another rich man’s scheme to get richer at the expense of the common masses?  Are they
going to ruin these people’s lives just so they can play some political power game?

Suddenly I noticed that I was being closely regarded by a small child of approximately six years.  He said nothing; he just regarded
me with eyes that seemed to harbour wisdom beyond his years.  For over five minutes the child sat staring at me.  Finally I said, ‘Why
don’t you scram?”

To which the child calmly and politely replied, “Why don’t you scram?”
I received a very eerie impression that this child was reading my mind.
I said, “I have a job to do.”
To which the child calmly and politely replied, “Don’t we all have a job to do?”
This child was becoming highly annoying.  I growled, “Don’t you have anything better to do?”
To which the child calmly and politely replied, “Don’t you have anything better to do?”
Suddenly, I noticed that the most beautiful woman in the entire universe was approaching me!  I stood staring at her in dumbstruck

wonder.  I must have looked like a complete idiot.  She walked directly up to me and said hello.
I think I said hello in return but I don’t specifically remember.  I was suddenly feeling a lot of feelings that I had been suppressing

all of my life.  I was in frenzy.  I was not in a rational state of mind.  This woman was causing all kinds of storms and hurricanes and
volcanic eruptions in my soul.  She was frigupilating my jingropidlios into one big forgitubula!

Now, you may have noticed that I’ve never mentioned having a woman of any sort in my life.  This is because I have never had a
woman of any sort in my life.  This is because I have always both feared and detested them.  First, every time I see anyone of my
acquaintance who is mixed up with them it seems to suck their brains out.  Plus, there is the fact that the vast majority of the women I
meet are basically prostitutes.  If you have their price you’re in, but if you don’t have their price you might as well go suck on rocks
because they don’t care.  They can often be kind; but underneath, almost all of them are cold cruel vicious selfish beasts. And all my
life I have watched while all of the ‘nice’ men who treat women with respect and kindness not only go years at a time being totally
unable to find any female companionship whatsoever, but even as they are beating their heads against walls in frustration over that fact
they must watch as every selfish woman-abusing doodypoody in the area practically has women taking numbers so they can line up for
the opportunity to be used and abused and treated with contempt by them!

I try to understand.  Women must compensate for the fact that they are generally so physically helpless before us.
And probably the main reason that so many women seem to like men who treat them badly is because all of these girls were proba-

bly messed up in the head by their daddies so where is the ultimate blame?
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I once had sort of a vision, or a take of the Adam and Eve story:  Adam is in the Garden, right?  God comes along and asks Adam
how things are hanging.  Adam says, “Ya know, God, I’ve got to say!  This Garden of Eden is the dank!  I live in this wonderful, beau-
tiful paradise with delicious fruit growing everywhere and the weather is never bad and I always stay young and I never get sick and
everything is perfect all the time — but there’s just something missing!  Some sadness in my heart!  Some gap of some sort in my soul
that prevents me from being as happy as I can possibly be!  Does the Lord know why this is so?”

“Why, of course I do,” said God in His infinite wisdom.  “You’re lonely! You need a companion with whom you can share your
joy and wonder!  Someone who can give you a different perspective on things!  Someone to talk to! Someone to appreciate your being!
Someone who will make your life completely full!”

“A companion!  Yes!  That is just what I need!”
“Well,” said the Almighty, donning a sly smile that looked suspiciously like that of a pimp, “tell you what I can do.  I can create a

companion for you!  She will be honest and loyal and she will stick by you through thick and thin.  She will open a completely new
universe of love and understanding and joy to you!  She will help you to bring out the best parts of yourself, and she will share with you
the deepest wonders of your soul!  You will be able to completely trust her with your most precious secrets and vulnerabilities, and you
will know that she will treat them with complete respect!  You will know that she will always be with you, and will never leave you,
and will always help you in your life!”

“Wow,” says Adam!  “That sounds perfect!  Bring her on!”
“There’s just one thing,” said the Lord in a hesitant manner.  “I’m afraid that I will need an arm and a leg from you in order to

create her.”
Adam winced, and said, “Wow!  An arm and a leg, eh?  That’s pretty harsh!”
Adam considered the matter for a few moments.
Then, he said, “Well, in that case — what could I get for a rib?”

Anyway, that rule no longer applied.  This wasn’t a ‘typical’ woman.  (I wondered if she was going to cost me an arm and a leg…)
Next, this angel from heaven asked me my name!  I panicked!  I didn’t know what to say or do!  I had forgotten what my name

was!  My heart was beating so loudly that I couldn’t hear myself think!  I was in danger of swooning!  Finally, though, I managed to
croak, “I’m Jackson Mooreman.”

She was delighted by this news.  I was delighted by her delight.  Then, she said, “My name used to be Amelia Brandon, but now
my name is Still Waters, and Still Waters is very pleased to meet Jackson Mooreman!”

To say I was very pleased to meet her was such a radical understatement that I didn’t even bother to say it.  In fact, I was drawing a
complete blank as to any further subjects of conversation.  I seemed to have become the classic idiot in the face of a woman, a sure sign
that I was falling in love.  I wouldn’t know from personal experience, but I did know that that was what had happened to me, so I guess
that that might mean I was falling in love.  Still Waters then said, “Would Jackson Mooreman please relieve the ignorance of the
People?  Please tell the People what Jackson Mooreman is doing standing here?  The People wonder.”  Ah!  Praise heaven!  If Joe saw
all the time what I was seeing now, no wonder he had forty-jibillion wives!  Merely being around this girl caused delight!  Her eyes
danced in merriment!  Her skin looked like silk!  Her voice was like a song!

Suddenly, though, I felt even stupider than I already was when I realized that I was going to have to explain something that I totally
failed to understand myself.  “I guess I’m guarding the entrance to the village,” I said somewhat lamely, with a little snigger thrown in
to let her know that I didn’t really take it too seriously myself.  My explanation was evidently found to be quite hilarious by both Still
Waters, and by the child, who was insisting upon sticking around where he wasn’t wanted.  They seemed amazed, delighted, and bewil-
dered all at the same time.

“Still Waters hears Jackson Mooreman’s words,” she laughed, “but just what is Jack Mooreman guarding the village from?” she
asked reasonably enough.

“Good question,” commented the little smart-mouthed brat.
“Well,” I said, feeling lamer and lamer by the second, “I guess from the ‘bad guys’.”  Here I was meeting the one stranger in my

whole life about whom I really really care what she thinks of me, and I’ve turned into a stupid buffoon!  I can’t believe it! This girl
must think I’m a complete and total idiot!  I’ve never been known as a charmer or anything, but at least I can normally carry on a
simple conversation.

With this girl, every word had to be forced screaming past the mental/ emotional chaos that was tearing my whole reality apart.  I
had to carefully consider each and every one of them lest I say something stupid, and as a result, everything that I said was stupid.  That
I was in such a stupid position doing such a stupid thing to do didn’t help matters either.

Still Waters asked, “And how does Jackson Mooreman determine who and who is not a ‘bad guy’?”
“Good question,” said the mealy-brained little twerp.  (I really really wished he would go away!)
“Well,” I said, totally failing to come up with some charming and clever witticism, “mostly other people tell me who they are — but

I guess I mean people who pose a danger to me or my family.”
She appeared shocked at this.  She then said, “Jackson Mooreman lets others do Jackson Mooreman’s thinking?  That is rather sad!

But please, tell Still Waters what Jackson Mooreman does besides guarding against ‘bad guys’?”
“Well — right now that’s about it.  It’s my job.”
“Remember, Peter said that the aliens mostly do just one thing all their lives,” said the poodly-brained little jerk.
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C’mon, Jack!  What a total lamebrain!  Make jokes!  Be witty!  Dazzle this girl with your charm and with your wit and with your
worldliness and with your connections to famous people and with your fat wads of cash — but I think I instinctively realized that this
girl would be completely and totally unimpressed with any of that.

I said, “Mostly I just live by myself way up in the mountains, and I hunt and fish a lot.”  Oh yeah, Jack!  You’re going to have her
eating out of your hand in no time with lines like that!  She’s probably on the verge of an uncontrollable fit of passion at this very
moment!  She’ll soon be putty in your hands!

Surprisingly, she seemed pleased by my answer.  “Why, Jackson Mooreman’s life sounds wonderful! But what Still Waters means
is what is Jackson Mooreman’s ‘gift’?  Everyone has — something — that they are better at than most everyone else is.  Some special
talent.  Some gift.  What is Jackson Mooreman’s ‘gift’?”

Suddenly, I knew what she was talking about.

“I play the violin,” I answered.  Evidently, I couldn’t have said anything better as far as Still Waters was concerned.  Her smile grew
even wider, and she fairly danced as she said, “Oh, that is perfect! My brother Coyote just made his first violin, and none of the People
are very proficient at playing the violin!  Perhaps Jackson Mooreman could provide the People with some lessons!”

I not only wanted to teach this girl how to play the violin, I wanted to marry her and make babies with her and play the violin for
her for the rest of my life in this place.

Reality intruded its ugly head, though, as usual.  I had to tell her, “Well, it sort of depends upon how this situation works out, and
what my orders are.”

That ephemeral, barely detectable sadness once again crossed her features.  She said, “Yes, Jackson Mooreman is at the mercy of
others.  But please, if Jackson Mooreman can come visit…”

“I really want to, and if there’s any way I can I will!  I promise!”
Still Waters appeared puzzled, then asked, “What is this word ‘promise’?  The People do not use that word, and Still Waters lacks

familiarity.”  I was puzzled.  She spoke English perfectly, (except for the absence of pronouns), and she seemed to be educated.  Yet,
there still seemed to be large gaps in her knowledge.  I said, “A promise is a — reassurance — that what I say is true.”  Still Waters
replied, “Oh!  Well, Still Waters would suspect the truth of a word that requires reassurance more than not, but please!  Come see The
People!”

Then, she danced away, taking my heart with her.

Junior again intruded into my awareness at this point by saying, “Well, looks like maybe some ‘bad guys’ are coming this way!
You’d better guard against them!”

I looked up and saw Colonel Carson approaching.  With him were Major Marson, Reginald Cheatham, (who was commander of the
Hard Rock Militia), and Hosea Stout, commander of the Mormon forces.  Also with him were Frances Small, Byron Howe, Greg Saur,
Rex Gold, and the idiot Sammy the Swineherd, who seems to accompany his uncle everywhere.



Windy Sky once again met them at the edge of the village.
The child Sunshine once again accompanied him, but this time his second companion was the most ancient looking Indian I have

ever seen.  You literally could not make out the man’s face for all of the wrinkles.
Sunshine held the man’s hand as he hobbled over.  He looked as if ready to keel over.

Windy Sky was his usual effusive self.  “Greetings Colonel Carson!  The People so enjoyed the soldiers marching through the
People’s village!  So stirring and powerful!”

Colonel Carson and Major Marson appeared as if they couldn’t believe their ears.  Colonel Carson said, “We have decided upon a
compromise.  We will wait three weeks, until Midsummer's Day, before we take action.  This will give you time to locate all of the
people to whom we wish to speak.  It will also allow you time to consider your position.  Our demands remain firm though.  All of the
named criminals and all of the 1848 kidnap victims are to be turned over to us, and all Indians are to submit to questioning.”

“Oh, yes, the Colonel’s ‘demands’.  Well, if any of the ‘named criminals’ returns, Windy Sky will inform the named criminals of
Colonel Carson’s wishes.  As to the ‘kidnap victims’, Windy Sky fears that not a single one of these ‘victims’ wishes to return with the
Colonel at this time.  However, Windy Sky did manage to find an ‘Indian’ who is willing to speak with Colonel Carson!  May Windy
Sky introduce Dancing Spirit?”

The officers regarded the dried up husk of what may once have been a man as if they were inspecting a particularly ugly insect.
I heard Reginald Cheatham mutter, “You mean it actually talks?”
Major Marson said, “Frigoodliate the Indians!  You will come with us of your own free will, or you’ll be drug in chains!”
Windy Sky merely laughed, and said, “Oh, Major!  There are many alternatives, a whole universe of alternatives, to all situations!

Windy Sky can speak for no one but Windy Sky, but Windy Sky thinks that all of the People will follow Windy Sky in choosing other
alternatives to the ones that Major Marson mentions.  Since Dancing Spirit speaks no English, it will be necessary for Windy Sky to act
as interpreter.  The Colonel mentioned questions concerning our Native American brethren?”
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The officers now regarded Dancing Spirit as if the ugly insect had begun to vomit.  Colonel Carson looked to Frances Small, who
made a cutting-off motion with his hand.  Colonel Carson then said, “Never mind the Indians!  Midsummer's Day!  Three weeks!  We
will raze this village if necessary!  I promise that we will take all necessary measures to carry out our mission!”

Windy Sky beamingly smiled throughout Colonel Carson’s harangue, and when Colonel Carson appeared to be finished, Windy
Sky said, “Well, three weeks is a long time, and the future is part of the Mystery — but please relieve Windy Sky’s ignorance; please
explain the meaning of this word ‘promise’…”

Interlude:
Dancing Spirit

As soon as they were out of sight of the soldiers, Dancing Spirit let out a whoop and sprinted the last thirty yards to his horse at a
clip swifter than most young men could have managed.  He mounted the horse by leaping over its rear, and vaulting onto its back.

The highly surprised equine reared onto its hind legs and pawed the air as Dancing Spirit laughed in great gusting outbursts.  Then,
he cried out to Windy Sky, “These aliens keep their brains in their anus!  This battle will be even easier than was thought!”

June 1, 1860
Hidden Valley

Porter is shook.

He just came back from a top-level staff meeting, and he said that Major Marson wants to just go in and seize all the whites, and kill
all the Indians and half-breeds.  (The Brass was evidently shocked and offended at the sight of young white girls suckling half-breed
babies.)  Plus, Rex Gold, of the Hard Rock contingent, claims he saw his daughter in the distance, and he’s been going nuts to start
killing Indians ever since.

Like I say, civilians, especially when they have personal involvement, have no business on a military operation.  The purpose of the
civilians is to define the mission — then they should step aside and leave it to the pros to actually carry it out.

But what scares Porter is he thinks that Frances Small is with Marson on this, and Mr. Small seems to be calling many of the shots
on this operation.  Colonel Carson and Hosea Stout are evidently powerless, and Carson doesn’t seem very averse to the idea anyway.
Porter thinks there is actually a possibility that they are going to raze the village!  Porter also thinks that to strongly voice a dissenting
opinion at this point might prove fatal!  What the shigoodliating boofidarios is going on here?  This is impossible!  Porter says that the
‘reasoning’ of the Brass, (if that’s not an oxymoron), is that the ‘Victims’ have become so morally degraded that it is necessary to
rescue them immediately before it is too late, and they are lost forever in godless heathenism.  Plus, Hidden Valley seems to contain an
overabundance of everything, and all of this wealth is just all given away amongst themselves.  If you want a pair of moccasins, you
simply go to the tipi of the moccasin maker and grab a pair!  They have no concept of money, or authority, or property, or government,
or any of the other skills necessary for civilized people.

Even so, Porter is right with me in wondering how they can even begin to consider such an action.  He has evidently become
friendly with the local armament manufacturer {?} and has come off quite impressed with both the man, and his weapons.  Porter is
also quite impressed with the Villagers and their culture in general.

Corporal Burg asked Porter if he was sure they intended violent action against the village.  Porter said that no one had come right
out and said so in so many words, but the implication had been unmistakable.

I remembered the old tried and true adage: Look for who is making money...
“What does Frances Small say,” I asked?
“He says nothing when I’m around, but I think he’s playing Marson’s game for sure, or Marson is playing Small’s — don’t really

matter I guess when you start dealing with these back-room boys.  But what I’m wondering is just what the shidoodliay the game itself
is?  What would make them contemplate something like this?”

“They must think they can get away with it,” I commented.
“That’s what’s really weird. I don’t see how they can.  Unless they kill all the thousands of witnesses too!  This is a real isolated

place, and Small seems to pack a lot of clout, but I just don’t see any way that they can get away with just dislocating hundreds of free
white people for no good reason, much less doing it violently.”

“They’ve been harbouring criminals,” I pointed out.
“Criminals schmiminals!  No one has heard from these people in over twelve years!  They’ve been living here evidently causing no

harm to anyone, so I say so what?  Technically, they can arrest several of the people here, but have you ever heard of the government
violently dispossessing everyone in a town because the town has a few criminals?

“No, I don’t know what’s going on here, but I’ve gotta believe it’s more than just a desire for revenge on the part of Frances Small.”
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Suddenly, Bug broke out of his silent little nirvana to ask; “Do you remember when we were climbing up those cliffs to get here,
and Marson and Small were having a nut because the place was so easy to defend from an attack?”

“Yeah?”
“Did you notice that they were looking back down the hill the way we had just come from rather than toward our objective?  Who,

exactly, were they planning to defend it against?”
We pondered that a moment.
Then Burg said, “And ponder this for a moment: Why aren’t the Villagers afraid of us?”
So, we also pondered that for a moment, and realized that he was right!  In spite of the threats of our commanders, and the over-

whelming presence of over 2,000 troops, the Villagers seem to have not a care in the world!  And it turned out that Villagers have
approached all of us and invited to us to one thing or another.  Like myself, my companions are intrigued by the Villagers, and hope for
the opportunity to take them up on the offers.

“They’re not stupid or naïve,” said Burg, “and in fact, the one who chatted me up is named Cat Man, and he seems to be some sort
of research scientist.  I’ve been to college, and I’m actually a fairly educated person — and science has always fascinated me.  These
people are into some very heavy things.”

This seemed a bit outrageous to me.  “Naiute scientists,” I asked in wonder?
“Look, I really mean it,” countered Burg.  “A lot of the stuff he was talking about went way over my head, but they are working

with harnessing electricity.”
“What’s ‘electricity,” asked Porter?
“It’s like the stuff lightening is made of,” explained Burg.  “If you can generate and harness it, there’s probably just about no limit

to the number of machines you could build, or the things you could do.  They are working with the properties of different minerals and
metals, and making all kinds of unique alloys and stuff too.  Cat Man has invited me to their facility up in the hills.

“I hope I can go.”



Then, three days ago, we got the word:  Fraternization with the Villagers is being encouraged in the hope of obtaining more infor-
mation about the fugitives.

So the last few days we’ve been fraternizing with the Villagers, and while we haven’t learned anything about the fugitives, we have
learned a lot about the Village and its inhabitants.

And I think I can now safely say that for the first time in my life, at age fifty, I have finally fallen hopelessly in love.

It is one of the freakiest things that has ever happened to me.



If this is the first violin that Coyote has ever made, I’d certainly like to get a hold of the last one!  Like everything else that people
do here, it is a work of art.  It is one of the sweetest sounding instruments I have ever played.

When I play the violin, I feel something that words cannot describe.  I am completely focused upon the music I am creating, and I
go into a magical trance.

It is almost like some religious experience or something.
Evidently, Coyote learned his trade strictly from books that have been brought into Hidden Valley by the mysterious Pied Piper and

with minimal guidance from the Pied Piper’s even more mysterious wife Helen.  This is amazing.
Things were going great until this morning, when serious trouble erupted.



Some of the men from the Hard Rock Militia got a hold of some whiskey somehow, (Colonel Carson officially forbade bringing
any), and these men evidently took it into their heads that the women of Hidden Valley are free also.  When a pretty young Village girl
rejected Henry Rupert’s advances, Mr. Rupert saw fit to grab her by her hair and throw her to the ground.  Like a flash of lightening, the
girl was back on her feet and gutted Mr. Rupert with a knife that she had produced from somewhere.  When Reginald Cheatham saw
Rupert’s guts leaking out all over the place, he pulled out his revolver and pointed it at the girl’s head.  However, Mr. Cheatham’s
action had the unfortunate result of getting his own head blown off by a fourteen-year old female bystander.  She used a locally manu-
factured pistol of large caliber.  Byron Howe considered pulling his own revolver, but he noticed that every single one of the twenty or
so Villagers who were in the immediate vicinity had some sort of weapon trained upon him.  So Mr. Howe thought better, and put up
his hands instead.



The high command is quite shaken up by the incident, as you may imagine.  Porter said that Major Marson is now crowing about
how this proves that the Villagers are both a devious and dangerous menace.  Colonel Carson still advocates patience and diplomacy,
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pointing out that the victims had provoked the attack.  Mr. Small remained silent during the discussion, but seems to be pleased with the
course of events.

It was also mentioned that all four branches of the occupying forces have been reporting large numbers of disappearances from
amongst their ranks, and foul play on the part of the Villagers is suspected.

It was also decided to track down rumours of a mysterious woman named Helen, who is reputed to be the wife of the Pied Piper,
and seems to be a significant influence in her own right.  They plan to arrest her as an accomplice, even though there is not a single
shred of any kind of evidence to implicate her in any sort of crime.  They plan to arrest her with the announced understanding that she
would be released upon the surrender of the Pied Piper.

This morning yet another full company of SFs arrived.  It was said that some more civilians accompanied them also.  Our forces
now nearly surround the village.  Why is this so important?

Why do they want to depopulate this valley?

Interlude:
Major Mark Marson

Major Mark Marson was a very happy man.
The Villagers were proving to be more of a problem that originally anticipated, but that obstacle was soon to be removed.  It was all

set.  Nothing could stop them now.
Soon Mark Marson, mere lowly Major in the Army of the United States of America, was going to be Lieutenant General Mark

Marson, Commander-in-Chief of the armed forces of the independent California Republic.
He and his partner were a perfect team.  Major Marson didn’t want to be responsible for too many things, or to be too much in the

public spotlight.  That was his partner’s job.  Major Marson was content to remain in the background and apply the strong-arm stuff.
Major Marson had been raised from day one to regard the world as a jungle.  It was tooth-and-claw survival of the fittest, and only

the strong survived.  Major Marson had seen nothing in his experience since then to show him any differently.  Major Marson didn’t
make the rules.  He simply played by the ones that he thought were extant.  Major Marson had never felt a profoundly deep emotion.
Major Marson had never and surely would never weep over the beauty of a work of art.

With his partner’s brains and with his partner’s money and with his partner’s political connections, and with Major Marson’s brawn
in the form of the SFs:  With the nearly impenetrable wall of the Sierra Nevada, and with this perfect site for an impenetrable fortress
that they had found, and with the huge war that was brewing back east, Major Marson figured that this was the place, this was the time,
and he was the man.  The California Republic would be no democracy of the unwashed masses, oh no!  The common man would know
his place, and he would be content with it or else.  Leave the ruling to men qualified to rule.  Men such as his partner and himself.

Major Marson’s partner was financing both sides of the upcoming eastern war, and had contracts to supply both sides with the guns
and equipment necessary to fight it.  Major Marson’s partner himself had just arrived with the latest detachment of SFs.  Things were
coming to a head soon.  The instant Hidden Valley was secure, word would be sent to their agents in San Francisco and in Sutter’s Mill.
The takeover would be swift and irresistible.

Then, Major Marson had interesting plans for all of the greasers and niggers and squaw men and chinks and kikes.  The California
Republic was to be an elite realm indeed, for Major Marson knew that it was a very rich country that had lots of poor people to exploit.
Major Marson not only intended to have his very own army, but he intended to use that army to become a very wealthy man.  Mark
Marson was an adherent of the I-can-do-anything-that-you-can’t-stop-me-from-doing school of thought.

Major Marson figured that with his very own army, and with virtually no oversight, then there wouldn’t be much of anyone who
would be able to stop him from doing pretty much anything that he wanted to do.

June 10, 1860
Hidden Valley

This situation is scary.  These SF troops are scary.
Last night, Burg said, “I wonder what kind of secret weapon the Villagers have?”
“Secret weapon?”
“Yeah, secret weapon!  The fact that they aren’t afraid of us even though we have them surrounded with thousands of troops armed

with Gatling-guns tells me that they must have something! They aren’t unaware of our threat, and they’ve proven that they’re willing
and able to defend themselves.  Evidently, almost all of them carry side arms, which they seem to learn to become proficient on at a
very early age.  I saw a fourteen-year old girl put a bullet in a man’s brain from forty feet through a crowd with a pistol!”

“But they are so friendly and peaceful if you just leave them alone!”
“These people are at war with us, and don’t you forget it,” said Berg.  “And they are winning this war by kissing us to death!

They’re seducing us!  Don’t you see?  I’m interested in science and in how things work, right?  So, the first Villager I meet happens to
be their chief scientist!  Jack Mooreman here is known both for his abilities on the violin, and for his need of a woman in his life,
right?”  (Was it that obvious?)  “So the first person he meets is a beautiful female musician!”

“Actually the first one I met was a smart-mouthed little kid,” I corrected.
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“Hmmm,” said Berg.  “Actually, I was approached by a child right before I met Cat Man also.  Anyway, Porter here, who is known
by his love for and abilities with animals meets the legendary dog trainer Adolph Brandon!”

Porter revealed that a child had also spoken with him right before he was approached by Mr. Brandon, who is now known as {what
else}, Dog Man.

“So you see,” Berg continued, “they seem to feel what we want, need, and desire, and then they try to give it to us! I think that they
are going to try to win as many of us over as they can until they whittle us down to the hard core.  Then they’re going to unleash what-
ever their ‘secret weapon’ is to take the rest down.”

Thinking of Still Waters’ smile, I had to say, “Surely they’re not that devious and sinister?”
“What’s devious and sinister,” countered Berg?  “They’re just defending their homes from an invading army.  Don’t you see what

these people are doing here?  They’ve taken humanity on its next step upward!  They’ve done away with greed, power-lust, and oppres-
sion!  They judge a man not by what he has, but by what he is! Nothing is free here!  All of these people contribute whatever they have
to in order to make it work.  And it works because they allow each individual to find their own talents and their own place here as
opposed to forcing them into some pre-set mould.  And they are reaping the benefits!  They have every right to defend what they have
built here, nothing sinister about it!  And in fact, they are dealing with this situation in a highly humanitarian manner, as I’m quite sure
they could wipe all of us out if they were so inclined.  But I think that they know that we are not their enemies.  It seems to me that they
are after the people who sent us here rather than being after us, per se.

“And you know, I’m beginning to wonder which side I am going to be on when the poodlia hits the cotton gin around here?”
The rest of us wondered the same thing about ourselves.



This morning I asked Still Waters whether or not the Villagers had any sort of ‘secret weapon’.  She smiled that smile of hers and
said, “Still Waters does not know if ‘secret weapon’ is the word for what the People have, but the People are capable of defending from
the threat posed by your officers.”

Holy jumping beedoodleedoo!

“Well, darn Still Waters, just, ah, exactly what is it that you have?”
Still Waters’ eyes danced with merriment as she replied, “The People will overcome the officers with love, Jack Mooreman.”

This was such a ridiculous statement that I decided she was just pulling my leg.  Realizing that she probably wouldn’t tell me
anything even if she did know, I decided to change the subject.  “So where are the Pied Piper and all the others?”

She said, “Those people are scouting a location for a new colony.”
“Oh?  You’re leaving here?”
“Still Waters is not, but many of the People are.  The time has come to expand again.”  Still Waters then smiled enigmatically, and

said, “Does Jackson Mooreman know that the People have colonies all over the world?”
No.  I didn’t.
“The People have colonies in Guatemala, at the Dead Sea, and in the Himalayan Mountains.  The People’s original colony in

Germany has been there for over 700 years!”
Implications started to come to my mind. “How many of ‘the People’ are there?”
“Oh, many tens of thousands,” she replied with delight!
This thing is evidently much bigger than anyone realizes!

June 14, 1860
Hidden Valley

It’s been a week now since the ultimatum, and almost one out of ten of the RA soldiers have vanished!  Even several dozen
members of the SFs have disappeared!

Fraternization privileges with the Villagers were cancelled two days ago in an attempt to stem the tide, but the flood continues.
Major Marson insists that the Villagers are kidnapping them and wants to move on the village, but Colonel Carson vetoed the idea
saying that since they have no evidence that the Villagers are involved they cannot punish them.  (Is Colonel Carson becoming a
Villager too?)  The Colonel insists we wait until Midsummer's Day.

Corporal Burg is gone.  Bug, Porter, and I are sticking around mostly because we don’t trust the Brass, and we want to keep an eye
on things close up.  We figure that we can help more from here than from there.  We want to be on hand in case they do anything
stupid. Yes.  I have become a Villager.

Colonel Carson is losing face.  Major Marson is gaining it.  Major Marson sharpens his saber as he and Frances Small whisper and
smile.

Porter and I don’t trust in ‘love’ to be able to conquer 2,000 troops who are armed with Gatling-guns.  So, we have decided that
when battle commences, as it seems it must now, then we are going to lead a small force of whomever we can get and attempt to seize
the Gatling-guns, and the command bunker. However, we haven’t yet come up with a plan that does not involve suicidal risk coupled
with virtually no chance of success.
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Then, although I probably shouldn’t have been, I was still completely and devastatingly surprised a few minutes ago to see Adrian
Barkley come out of Major Marson’s tent.

He smiled and waved to me as if we were the best of friends.

Interlude:
Margaret Mortman

Margaret Mortman was Marion Mortman’s wife.
That was the central fact of her life.
In fact, it was virtually the only fact of her life.

Margaret Mortman was also the mother of Marcus Mortman, but even this fact was subservient to the fact that she was Marion
Mortman’s wife.  Even so, to call Margaret Mortman’s relationship with Marion Mortman that of a ‘wife’ would be stretching it a bit.
True, Margaret was legally married to Marion Mortman, and true they lived together, and true she was introduced to others as Marion
Mortman’s wife, but many might wonder if they knew the details of their marriage.  At the present moment, Margaret Mortman was
engaged in a desperate struggle to stay awake.  She kept getting up, walking around, and splashing cold water on her face in her efforts.
It was still only 10pm.  Her son had just been put to sleep.  Margaret Mortman was not allowed to go to sleep until 2am.  Almost
certainly, her husband would not call on her.  He virtually never did.  But if he needed something, and he called, and she was asleep —
Margaret Mortman still shuddered as she remembered the last time he had caught her asleep during her ‘working’ hours of 6am to 2am.

No, she would almost rather die than to go through that again.

Margaret Mortman lived in a constant state of exhausted terror.  Her husband was an inhuman, sadistic monster.  The only time that
he ever called upon her these days was when he wanted to engage in the brutal assault that he called ‘sex’.  And even these assaults
were becoming rarer, which worried Margaret Mortman.  Not that she missed her husband’s amorous attentions, quite the contrary!
She still had bruises from the last time.  But if her husband ever tired of her, Margaret Mortman knew that he would kill her and replace
her.

Margaret Mortman was sixteen years old when she married Marion Mortman; he was forty-eight.  She was now twenty-seven and
she knew that she was becoming too old for her husband’s tastes.

Yet, there was absolutely nothing that she could do.  She was a literal prisoner in her husband’s compound, surrounded by armed
guards, fences, and trained attack-dogs.

And even if Margaret Mortman managed to escape the armed fortress that Marion Mortman called ‘home’, where would she go?
She had nothing and she knew no one.  She had no money, no resources, no friends, and her family was literally owned by her husband,
so they would not help her.

In fact, her husband almost literally owned the entire world.  So he not only knew everyone, but he also owned everyone.

He owned the local magistrate and the local newspaper, so she could not air her predicament there.  He owned the President of the
United States and the Attorney General of the United States as well, so she could not go to there, either.  There was nowhere that she
could hide, nowhere could she run, and no one she could turn to.

And when her husband finally murdered her, there would be no repercussions.  Of the few people who might note her disappear-
ance, there were none that would care.  And even if there were someone who cared, they would be entirely powerless to do anything
about it.

The only reason that Margaret Mortman had not long ago committed suicide and saved her husband the trouble of murdering her
was because she had Marcus, her son.

Margaret Mortman lived for her son.  Margaret Mortman literally had nothing and no one else in her life.  He was her reason. He
was her purpose.  He was the central focus of her every morning, every day, and every night.

Her hours with her son were from 7am to 9am every morning and from 8pm to 10pm every evening.
From 9 am to 8pm every day, Marcus belonged to her husband — or rather, to the teachers and minions of her husband, since her

husband rarely had anything directly to do with his son.  During these ‘schooling’ times, Marcus was taught all kinds of esoteric and
unfathomable things that totally went over Margaret’s head.

But for those brief two hours when Marcus awoke and for those two brief hours just before he went to bed, Marcus was Margaret’s.
She did not bother to wonder why her husband allowed her even these few hours.  Margaret Mortman did not understand her husband,
and did not realize that a man such as Marion Mortman did absolutely nothing without a conscious intent and purpose in mind.  She just
gratefully accepted the fact that the nightmare of her life was relieved by the love she held for this miraculous little miracle that was her
son.

Suddenly, Margaret heard the distinct footsteps of Nigger, her husband’s all-purpose do anything go anywhere at any time slave, as
they ascended the staircase toward her and her son’s quarters.

This was a noteworthy event at this time of night.  Nigger wasn’t coming for her, because her husband always personally
summoned her, hoping to be able to catch her asleep.
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Nigger could only be coming for her son.  For her beloved Marcus.  For Marion Mortman to summon his son at this time of night
was significant.

No sooner had Nigger departed with Marcus toward Marion Mortman’s study and quarters, in another wing of the compound, than
Margaret Mortman quickly made her way to a little secret place of her own.

Her husband had bought this compound from a rich paranoid arms manufacturer.  It had secret passageways, hidden nooks, and
secret spy places galore.  And while her husband was aware of many of these places, and often utilized them, he was evidently unaware
of the one that looked directly down upon his own study.  By lying on her stomach and looking through a hole that went through a
ceiling lamp, Margaret could see and hear everything that went on in her husband’s study below.

Most of what she heard most of the time was incomprehensible gibberish, and what little she did understand she wished that she
didn’t.  And so her visits to her spy hole were very infrequent lately.  James Buchanan, the President of the United States, had lately
been a visitor, and Margaret had decided it might be interesting to spy on him.  She had been somewhat surprised to learn that Mr.
Buchanan also took orders from her husband — but then again, not really.

But now, Marion Mortman had summoned Marcus to the inner sanctum.  Margaret had to know what her husband wanted.  So she
made her way to the attic, lay down on her stomach, and she listened and she watched very intently.



Her son obviously held his father in fearful awe.  Marion Mortman had purposely made himself into some distant unapproachable
god in his son’s eyes in order to create just this impression upon him.

Marion Mortman spoke:  “Son,” he said, “it is time that you learned of your birthright.  We are very special people with a very
special rôle to play in this world.  A handful of other men and me literally make the world go around.  Soon, you will also. We own it.
We control it.  We decide what will be, how it will be, who is going to win, and who is going to lose.

“The reason we run the world is because we are superior in every respect to the common masses.  The ‘common people’ are all
ignorant and superstitious simpletons who have no minds of their own, and so welcome men such as us to give order and peace to their
lives.  Otherwise, they would descend into chaos and anarchy.  They are sort of like our children, who we must guide and protect, and
occasionally punish.  We must also occasionally make harsh decisions for the good of the whole that may place a heavy burden upon a
few individuals here or there.  It is an awesome responsibility, but it is one that you were born for, and one for which you have been
trained since infancy.  Tomorrow, the next step of your training is to take place.  You will be taken from here and sent to a very special
school in France where you will finish your education.  You will be trained to responsibly bear your birthright.”

Margaret’s heart skipped a beat.  Marcus was going away.  Was she to accompany him?  Or was she to be left alone in this impossi-
ble nightmare?

“There are a few things I can tell you now before you go to help to prepare you to take your rightful place in the world,” continued
Mr. Mortman.  “First I wish to firmly establish your right to that place in your mind, for your right to rule the world is defined by nature
itself: By making procreation free, yet submitting survival to a hard trial, Nature thereby chooses from an excess number of individuals
the best worthy of survival.  Those most worthy are the only ones to survive, thus assuring the survival of the species.  Most humans,
though, try to limit procreation, but are then hysterically concerned with the preservation of a being once it is actually in existence!  And
this human correction of divine will seems as wise to them as it does humane!  The result of course is that there are still the same
numbers of humans, but the value of the individual is greatly diminished.  And once you save the sickest and weakest at the expense of
the strong, the whole race soon becomes corrupted.  And this condition can only become more deplorable the longer it continues.

“Also, you must know that Nature knows no political boundaries or religions.  She puts living creatures on this globe and watches
the free play of forces.  She then confers the master’s right on her favourite child, and it should not be forgotten that the highest aim of
human existence is not the preservation of a state, let alone a government, but the preservation of the species.  Human law cancels out
state law.  And humans have grown great in eternal struggle.  Only in eternal peace does greatness perish.  And the demand that defec-
tive people be prevented from propagating equally defective offspring is a demand of the clearest reason, and if systematically
executed, represents the most humane act of mankind.  The stronger must dominate and not blend with the weaker.  Doing the latter
merely sacrifices his own greatness.  Only the born weakling can consider this as cruel, for if this law does not prevail, any conceivable
higher development of organic living beings would be unthinkable.  All great cultures of the past perished only because the originally
creative race died out from blood poisoning.  The man who misjudges and disregards the racial laws actually forfeits the happiness that
seems destined to be his.  He thwarts the triumphal march of the best race.  And all of the human culture, all of the results of art,
science, and technology that we see before us today, are almost exclusively the creative product of us, the Indo-Aryan race!  This very
fact admits of the not well-founded inference that we alone are the creators of all higher humanity, therefore representing the prototype
of all that we understand by the word ‘man’.  We are the Prometheus of humanity, from whose bright forehead the divine spark of
genius has sprung at all times!  We forever kindle anew that fire of knowledge, which illuminated the night of silent mysteries and thus
caused man to climb the path to mastery over the other beings of this earth!
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“Indo-Aryan races, usually absurdly small numerically, subject foreign peoples.  Then, stimulated by the special living conditions of
the new territory, (fertility, climatic conditions, etc.), and assisted by the multitude of lower-type beings standing at their disposal as
helpers, develop the intellectual and organizational capacities dormant within them.  In the end, however, the conquerors transgress
against the principle of blood purity, to which they had first adhered; they begin to mix with the subjugated inhabitants, and thus end
their own existence; for the fall of man in paradise has always been followed by his expulsion.  After a thousand years, the last visible
trace of the former master people is often seen in the lighter skin colour that its blood left behind in the subjugated race, and in a petri-
fied and stagnant culture that it had originally created.  For, once the spiritual conqueror lost himself in the blood of the subjected
people, the fuel for the torch of human progress was lost.  But without this possibility of using lower human beings, the Indo-Aryan
would never have been able to take his first steps toward his future culture!  So, it is usually unwise to completely exterminate them
except in special circumstances.

“Without the possibility of using lower human beings, we would never have been able to take our first steps toward our future
culture, just as without the use of various beasts of burden that we knew how to tame, we would never have reached a level of technol-
ogy that now enables us to do without these beasts — thus, for the formation of higher cultures the existence of lower human types is
one of the most essential preconditions.

“Thus, the road that we must take is clearly marked.  As conquerors, we subject the lower beings and regulate their practical activi-
ties under our command, according to our will, and according to our aims.  And in directing them to a useful activity, we not only spare
the life of those subjected, but perhaps we also provide them with a fate that is better than the so called ‘freedom’ that they formerly
enjoyed.

“Blood mixture and the resultant drop in the racial level is the sole cause of the dying out of old cultures; for men do not perish as a
result of lost wars, but by the loss of that force of resistance that is contained only in pure blood.  And this self-sacrificing will to give
one’s personal labour and if necessary one’s own life for others is most strongly developed in the Indo-Aryan.  In us, the instinct of self-
preservation has reached the noblest form, since our subjects willingly subordinate their own ego to the life of the community and, if the
hour demands it, he will even sacrifice it.

“Race is all.  All who are not of good race in this world are chaff.

“Now, as to methods of controlling the masses — this is the art that is most vital for you to learn.  As you must be aware, they
vastly outnumber us, and were they aware of us, and of our machinations, we would be in very deep trouble.  They would resent our
intrusions, in spite of the fact that we work for their own benefit, and they could easily thwart our efforts if they knew of them.  Thus,
only in complete secrecy can our plans be successfully carried out.

“The first goal will be to educate you, especially about history.  Few teachers understand that the aim of studying history can never
be to learn historical dates and events by heart and then recite them by rote; that what matters is not whether you know exactly when
this or that battle was fought, or when this or that general was born.  It is rather to seek and find the forces which are the causes leading
to those effects that we subsequently perceive as historical events.  The art of reading here is to retain the essential and to forget the
non-essential.  You must learn not what happened, but why it happened.  Just as Nature does not concentrate her greatest attention in
preserving what exists, but in breeding offspring to carry on the species, likewise, in human life, it is less important to artificially allevi-
ate existing evil than it is to ensure from the start healthier channels of future development.  Only when an epoch ceases to be haunted
by the shadows of consciousness of guilt will it achieve the inner calm and outward strength necessary to brutally and ruthlessly prune
off the wild shoots and tear out the weeds.  The psyche of the masses is not receptive to anything that is half-hearted or weak.

“You will learn what a boon democracy is to our efforts due to a complete absence of any responsibility for anything in a single
person.  When a parliament arrives at some decision that is ruinous, nobody bears any responsibility.  No one can be taken to account.
The task of a political leader in a democracy is not to give birth to creative ideas or plans as such, but rather consists of making the bril-
liance of his projects intelligible to a herd of sheep and blockheads, and then begging for their approval.  This is difficult, as this mob
has never understood any idea before success proclaimed its greatness.

“Indeed, the act of genius is a veritable protest against the inertia of the mass!  Do any doubt that the progress of this world springs
not from the mind of majorities, but from the brains of individuals?  The small in mind and spirit controls a democracy.  They will sing
the praises of a system that does not demand of them the power and genius of a giant, but is, rather, satisfied with the craftiness of a
village mayor; preferring in fact this kind of wisdom.  These men are astonishingly easy to manipulate.  They anxiously beg the
approval of the majority for every measure, and they always assure themselves of the necessary accomplices in order that they can
unload the responsibility at any time.  And democracy, by its very nature, will prevent any real leaders from rising to compete with
them for control!  For if fate somehow manages to place a real leader in a democratic government, as soon as this fact is recognized, a
solid front will form against him.  This is especially true if this leader did not rise from their own ranks.  They hate any brain that stands
above zero.  The result of democracy will be a steadily expanding intellectual impoverishment of the leading circles, thus making them
easier to control and dominate.

“A nation only produces a real statesman once in a blue moon, not hundreds at once.  And the revulsion of the public for an
outstanding genius is positively instinctive.

“Thus, democracy is nothing more than placing the ultimate decision in a matter in the hands of men totally lacking in every
prerequisite for the task.  In these circles, honesty is synonymous with stupidity.  The aim of our present day parliamentarians is not to
constitute an assembly of wise men, but rather to compose a band of mentally dependent nonentities who are the more easily led in
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certain directions.  In this manner, it is possible for the real wirepuller to remain carefully in the background and never personally be
called to responsibility.

“The political ‘opinions’ of the masses in our nation will represent nothing but the final result of an incredibly tenacious and thor-
ough manipulation of their minds and souls.  The greatest share of their political education is conducted these days by the press.  The
method is to create a certain opinion, even where it means completely falsifying profound desires and views that exist among the public.
We can make a ridiculous episode become a significant state action, while at the same time we can cause vital problems fall prey to
public oblivion.

“And you must always remember not to divide the attention of a people, but to concentrate it upon a single interest.  Once the
wavering mass sees itself in a struggle against too many enemies, objectivity will put in an appearance, throwing open the question
whether or not all others are really wrong and only their own people or their own movement are in the right.  You must create a single
foe to concentrate their energies upon, and hammer that foe mercilessly repeatedly to the exclusion of all else.

“Now, can unwanted spiritual ideas and movements be combated by the use of brute force?  Yes, but this can be accomplished only
through a process of extermination so great and constantly increasing that, in the end, all the truly valuable blood is drawn out of these
movements through attrition.  And this program of extermination must spring from a firm, spiritual base on the part of the extermina-
tors; else, the persecution will be wavering and uncertain.  Political strength and stability rests only upon a fanatical outlook, and fortu-
nately, a fanatical outlook is easy to instill if you have access to the proper tools.  The main tool in manipulating the thoughts and
beliefs of the masses is one that is called ‘propaganda’.

“Put simply, the function of propaganda is not to make any objective search for the truth, or to weigh and ponder issues concerning
different people with academic fairness.  No, the purpose of propaganda is to serve our own rights, and to exclusively emphasize the
one issue that it has set out to argue for.

“It must confine itself to a few points and repeat them over and over.  This method will succeed famously through the continuity
and sustained uniformity of its application.  Remember: The receptivity of the masses is very limited, and their intelligence is small.
Also, their power for forgetting is enormous.

“And remember:  Where the destiny and survival of a species is at stake, all obligations toward beauty and truth and ethics ceases.
In some cases, the cruelest weapons are humane if they bring about a quicker victory.

“And you are under no obligation to tell the ‘truth’ of a matter, unless this serves your purpose.  And in fact, lies are a highly effec-
tive method of influencing public opinion, for if told repeatedly and convincingly, the vast majority will certainly believe them.  And in
fact, the larger the lie the better, for the magnitude of a lie always contains a certain factor of credibility.  The masses, in their primitive
simplicity, fall more easily for a big lie than for a little one, since they themselves often lie in small things, but would never even
consider telling a huge, monstrous lie that flies in the face of all known facts.  The thought would never even enter their heads, and they
are incapable of believing that such monstrous effrontery and infamous misrepresentation in others is possible…

“Readers of the press can be divided into three groups: First are those I’ve just mentioned, who believe everything they read .
Second are those who have ceased believing anything.  And third are those who critically examine what they read, and judge accord-
ingly.

“Numerically, of course, the first group is by far the largest.  It consists of the great mass of the people; to those who have neither
been born nor trained to think independently, and who partly from incapacity and partly from incompetence believe everything that is
set before them in print.  Many of these actually have the capacity to think independently, but they are too lazy, and they gratefully
seize upon everything that someone else has thought.  This is why it is so important that we completely control their education, in order
to prevent any mischief.

“We must particularly exercise strict control over the press, for its influence is the most penetrating and far-reaching.  With ruthless
determination, we must always make sure that this instrument of popular education is firmly within our grasp.

“The state we create cannot seem to be built upon economics alone, although in reality, that is exactly what it will be built on.  For
when a state is run by money, then your leaders will have the mentality of shopkeepers.  When it is founded upon ideals, and heroic
virtues, then you have heroic figures leading the people.  We must make sure that their heroes are always under our control.  The best
way to do this is to control their economic interests.

“Also, always remember that men will never willingly die in order to make someone else rich.  They will only fight and die for
ideals that they believe in.  Therefore, it is doubly important that we create a set of ideals, and work diligently to instill them in the
majority, for this is the inner strength of a nation, not how wealthy it is.  And in fact, economic prosperity seems often to portend a
state’s approaching decline!  Material interests can always thrive best as long as they remain in the shadow of heroic virtues.  As soon
as they attempt to enter the primary sphere of existence, they destroy the basis for their own existence; from the moment a man begins
to fight for an economic interest, he avoids death as much as possible, since death would forever deprive him of the goal for which he is
fighting.

“We must convince them that they are fighting and dying for some ideal or the other, and not simply to help us to consolidate our
power base.

“The moment that economics chokes out virtue in the leaders of state, though, then it becomes the seductive cause of subjugation
and oppression.
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“The task of our state concerning the capital of the commoners is, therefore, simple and clear: It must make their capital the hand-
maiden of our state, and their capital must not ever fancy itself as the mistress of our nation.

“Next, you must always exercise great care in who you choose to help you, for whoever is responsible for another’s becoming
powerful ruins himself.  This is because this power is brought into being either by ingenuity or by force, and both of these are suspect to
the one who has now become powerful.

“We now have before us a golden opportunity, son.  We have a chance to begin a completely new nation from scratch.  Not only
that, but our new nation will soon become one of the greatest in the world, for the land that I have just explored is the richest and most
varied upon the entire planet.  Its resources are nearly boundless, its beauty is spectacular, and its potential is limitless.

“Now, there are basically two methods to securely hold a state that has been forcefully acquired:  The first is by letting them keep
their own laws and exacting tribute, and setting up an oligarchy that will keep the state friendly to you.  In this case, the government
will know that it cannot endure without the friendship and power of the power that created it, and will strive in that power’s interests.

“The second, and by far the most effective method, involves utterly devastating the status-quo, and laying to utter waste the existing
culture and power structure.  We will use this method in subjugating our new nation.  This is because these people have been almost
completely independent of our control and influence, and are intoxicated by the ‘freedom’ that they have enjoyed.  The memory of their
ancient liberties will never allow them to rest as long as their original institutions continue to exist and so we must simply destroy them
and start anew.  If the original inhabitants are dispersed and scattered, they will soon be ready to forget their original reality, and they
will then be ready to be educated in ours.

“As to the exact method: Adrian Barkley has developed a military man named Mark Marson, who is as cruel and rapacious a man as
ever existed.  He is soon to be in command of the troops that are going to actually take possession of California.  After that, I plan to
allow him a free reign for a year or two, trusting him to thoroughly destroy all opposition, and to simultaneously make himself thor-
oughly hated by the populace.

“Then, suddenly, and without warning, we will have Mr. Marson denounced and very publicly executed as a criminal. We will
apologize to the people for his excesses, and will introduce them to their new ruler — a man completely in our power, and a man capa-
ble of inciting their loyalty and love.

“Thus, Mr. Marson is blamed for the excesses that we ordered him to create, and then we are subsequently given credit for deposing
him!  Now do not misunderstand, son!  It cannot be called prowess to kill fellow citizens, to betray friends, or to be treacherous, piti-
less, or irreligious.  There is necessity in audacious and bloodthirsty enterprises at times, but there is no honour in them.  It is the way to
win power, but it is not the way to win glory.  Thus, we will allow Mr. Marson to gain our power for us.

“Then, we will garner all of the glory!
“Next, of course, we will institute a ‘democracy’.  This ‘democracy’ will be, from its very inception, under our complete control.

The apparent head of this democracy will be a man named Eugene Boggs.  Mr. Boggs is the creature of a man named Frances Small,
who is himself the creature of Adrian Barkley.  Mr. Boggs will be the ruler, while Mr. Small will assume a minour cabinet post, but will
be the real ‘power behind the throne’.

“Mr. Barkley, of course, will be the power behind Frances Small, and we, of course, are the power behind Mr. Barkley!
“Mr. Small and Mr. Marson are completely unaware of our existence.  They believe that Adrian Barkley is ‘the Man’.  While Mr.

Boggs is unaware of the existence of even Mr. Barkley!  He believes that it is Mr. Small who is in charge!  Thus, we are insulated from
the rabble by several layers of confusion and chaos, which they will never be able to penetrate.

“It should be noted that when we seize a state, we must immediately determine all the injuries that we will need to inflict, and then
we must inflict them once for all, and not have to renew them every day.  This weeding must be done very carefully, and with specific
intent, and it must be conducted quickly and ruthlessly.

“In making the decision of who to weed and who to keep, remember that people are everywhere anxious not to be dominated or
oppressed by the fortunate, while the fortunate are simultaneously out to dominate and oppress the people.  These opposing interests
can very easily be played against each other in order that both sides willingly carry out our will.

“The people are more honest in their intentions than the fortunate are because the latter wish to oppress the people, while the former
wish only to not be oppressed.

“It is very important that anyone who comes into power by the favour of the fortunate and against the will of the people should,
before anything else, try to win the people over.  This state of affairs is easy to achieve by the simple method of taking the people under
your wing.  When men receive favours from someone they expected to do them ill, they are under an even greater obligation to their
benefactor than if he had come to power with their help!  For always remember that the nature of man is such that people consider
themselves put under an obligation as much by the benefits they confer as by those they receive.  If you had received your power with
their help, you would then be under their obligation.  The situation is reversed, of course, if the opposite holds true.

“And winning the approval of the people is utterly, completely, vitally necessary.  It is the one most important factor in the success-
ful and profitable administration of a nation.  If the people are backing you, you can get away with doing virtually anything you want to
do — as long as it remains behind the scenes.  If the people are happy, they will gladly close their eyes to all sorts of atrocities and
crimes, for the masses have an incredible ability to believe whatever they wish to believe.  It is inevitable that some will hate the rulers.
It is necessary, though, that all never hate them.
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“It is sometimes necessary to juggle the needs of the people with the needs of the military, for their interests are often opposed also.
Soldiers love a rapacious and warlike leader.  They want their leader to exercise these qualities upon the people, both so that the soldiers
can be paid more, and so they can give vent to their own cruelty and avarice.  Therefore, it is necessary to maintain a balance between
these two forces.  Having foreign enemies is one way to vent the aggressive tendencies of military type people.  The military must be
kept on an especially short leash if your power came about due to their efforts, for the same reasons previously stated.  This is another
reason why Mr. Marson must be publicly eliminated.  At the same time that we are blaming Mr. Marson for all of the people’s ills,
though, we must simultaneously absolve the military itself from blame, and praise its accomplishments, for the main foundations of
every state are good laws and good arms.  And since it is impossible to have good laws without good arms, then I shall not discuss laws,
but give my attention to arms.  After winning the approval of the people and the military, a ruler must have no other object or thought,
nor acquire skill in anything except war:  Its organization and its discipline.  Rulers who think more of their own pleasures than they do
of arms often lose their states.

“The first way to lose your state is to neglect the art of war.  The first way to win a state is to be skilled at the art of war.  There is
simply no comparison between a man who is armed and one who is not.  It is unreasonable to expect that an armed man should obey
one who is unarmed, or that an unarmed man should remain safe and secure when his servants are armed.  And you must never take
things easy in times of peace, but rather use the latter assiduously, in order to be able to reap the profit in times of adversity.  Then,
when his fortunes change, he will be found ready to resist adversity.  And the fact is that a man who wants to act virtuously in every
way necessarily meets with disaster among so many who are not virtuous.  You must learn how not to be virtuous, while simultaneously
making use of virtue as an asset.

“A reputation for generosity, for instance, is a good thing for a ruler to achieve.  Nonetheless, if you do in fact earn a reputation for
generosity, you will meet with disaster.

This is because, if your generosity is good and sincere, it may pass unnoticed and it will not save you from reproach for being the
opposite.  If you wish to acquire a reputation for generosity, therefore, it is necessary to become ostentatiously lavish, and a ruler acting
in such a manner will soon squander all of his resources.  Then, in order to maintain his reputation, he must place burdensome taxes
upon his people, thus fostering discontent.  Then, if he suddenly becomes stingy, the reproaches will be twice as fearsome as if you had
always been that way!  You must always strive to avoid becoming despised and hated by too many people, and generosity results in
your being both.  If you cannot be both feared and loved at the same time, it is always much better to achieve the former status.  Friend-
ship that is bought with money or power is paid for, but it does not last, and it yields nothing.  Men worry less about doing an injury to
one who makes himself loved than to one who makes himself feared.  The bond of love is one that men, wretched creatures that they
are, break any time it is to their advantage to do so, while fear is strengthened by the promise of punishment, which is always effective.
Yet this is another fine line, for the ruler must make himself feared in a way that, if he is not loved, at least he escapes being hated.  And
fear is quite compatible with an absence of hatred.

“And yet another point:  Everyone realizes how praiseworthy it is for a ruler to houour his word and to be straightforward rather
than crafty in his dealings.  Nonetheless, contemporary experience shows that rulers who have achieved great things have been those
who have given their word lightly, who have known how to trick men with their cunning, and who, in the end, have overcome those
abiding by honest principles.  The allegory of Achilles being sent to Chiron the centaur to be trained is relevant here.  The ruler must be
half beast and half man, and he must know how to act according to the nature of both, for he cannot survive otherwise.  Therefore, it is
certainly advantageous that a ruler appears to have these qualities, but he must be very careful, for if he actually possesses these quali-
ties, then he will find them exceedingly harmful.  And because all men are wretches who would not keep their word to you, you need
not keep your word to them.  No ruler ever lacked good excuses to colour his bad faith.  And so you must have a flexible disposition,
varying as fortune and circumstances dictate.  You must not deviate from what is good if possible, but you must not hesitate to imple-
ment evil it that is what is called for.  Everyone will see what you appear to be.  Very few will know anything about who you really are.
The masses are impressed only by appearances and by results.  Again, I cannot stress enough the importance of retaining the good will
of the masses, and avoid becoming hated or scorned.  This is also one of the most important safeguards it is possible to have against
conspiracies both internal and external.  If a subordinate believes that by killing the ruler he is fulfilling the will of the people, he is
much more likely to do so than if he feared that killing the ruler would incite the wrath of the people.  And so, it is always wise to asso-
ciate unpopular measures with a subordinate, and disassociates oneself from the act personally.  As for opposition, the best way to deal
with your opposition is to control it.  Two methods of doing this are infiltrating already existing organizations with your own people,
and insinuating them into positions of power, or by starting organizations of your own with expressed opposition views, but which are
tightly controlled by you.  These organizations are handy for watering down real opposition with fake opposition, and they can also be
used to discredit the opposition movement in general by pulling some outrageous stunt, or by doing something very unpopular with the
masses.

“And again, I must stress that once in power, you can trust your former enemies much more than you can trust the men who helped
you to achieve power.  The men who helped you to achieve power take your patronage for granted, and they often feel so secure in your
service that they will neglect your interests in favour of their own.

“Here is an infallible guide to judging the reliability of your ministers and allies; when you see a minister thinking more of himself
than of you, and seeking his own profit in everything he does, such a one will never be a good minister or ally.  You will never be able
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to trust him.  You must arrange things so that all of your allies and ministers are in your debt, and owe their privileged positions to your
patronage.

“Since we will be winning our state through subversion, I must also point out that you should reflect carefully upon the motives of
those who have helped us.  If they were not based upon natural affection for us, but rather upon discontent with the existing govern-
ment, then he will maintain a friendship with you only with the greatest difficulty, for these people are discontent no matter what
happens.

“Another factor:  A ruler always wins prestige for being a true friend or a true enemy.  That is, for revealing himself without any
reservation in favour of one side against another.  This policy is always more advantageous than neutrality.  For instance, if the powers
neighbouring on you come to blows, either they are such that, if one of them conquers, you will be in danger, or they are not.  In either
case, it is always advantageous to declare yourself and then to wage a vigourous war.  In the first case, if you do not declare yourself
you will always be at the mercy of the conqueror, much to the pleasure and satisfaction of the one just beaten, and you will have no
justification, nor any way to obtain any protection or refuge.  The conqueror does not want doubtful friends who do not help him when
he is in difficulties.  The loser repudiates you because you were unwilling to go and throw your lot in with him.  And it is always the
case that the one that is not your friend will request your neutrality, and that the one who is your friend will request your armed support.
In the second case, when the combatants are such that you need have no fear of the victor, there is even more reason to support one side
or the other.  In this way, you help destroy one combatant with the help of the other, who would be helping him himself if he were wise.
If you are the victors, your ally is at your mercy, for without your help it is impossible for him to win.

“However, all courses of action are always fraught with risk.  This is the way of things.  Whenever one tries to escape one danger,
one runs into another.  Prudence consists in being able to assess the nature of a particular threat and in accepting the lesser evil, and in
learning to use even seeming disasters to your advantage.

“And that is a rough outline of the lessons you must learn.  All of these points will be dealt with individually and in depth after you
get to France.  We have developed these precepts over centuries of examining what works and what doesn't.  We have studied all of
history's greatest empires, and we have looked with a microscope at what made them work and/or what made them not work and/or
what made once successful ones fall.  We are consolidating our power and we hope within one hundred years to have complete control
of all the financial, business, manufacturing, and political interests in the whole world.  Then, no one will ever be able to stop us.  We
will be invincible.

“You will leave first thing in the morning.  And one more thing — you will never see your mother again.”
In the attic, Margaret Mortman's heart skipped a beat. It was nothing more than what she had expected, though.
Mr. Mortman continued: “Women are a necessary evil, and that is why we allow you to know your mother.  We have found that it

creates more problems than it solves to keep our sons from their mothers, but they must always be kept in proper perspective!  Their
only purpose is that of breeding.  Otherwise, they are more ignorant, flighty, and stupid than the worst of the masses.  They are treach-
erous liars who must always be kept under close watch at all times.  Never trust them; never let them become important to you on a
personal level.  They are the enemy. Always keep that in mind!

“And so, I bid you a good evening my son.  I will see you off in the morning.”

And with that, Marion Mortman dismissed his son.



Margaret Mortman went crazy.

That is the only way to describe what she did next.  She understood little of what her husband had said to her son, but she under-
stood all too well that he intended to take her son away.  She couldn’t allow this to happen.

Margaret Mortman first waited until 2AM, and the entire household was asleep.  Then, she stole into her husband’s study, and
opened his safe.  She had seen Mr. Mortman dial in the combination many times.  She ignored most of the money and gold and jewelry,
taking only a few dollars to get by.  Mostly she took papers.  She had no idea what the papers were.  She just sensed somehow that they
were important.

Then, she quietly stole into Marcus’ room, woke him, and instructed him to get dressed.  Then, they stole out into the compound.
It was insane.  There was no way they could get past the guard dogs.  And even if they somehow got past the dogs, a ten-foot wall

that was itself topped with barbed wire surrounded the entire compound.
But Margaret Mortman wasn’t thinking rationally.  Her entire reality now consisted of getting away — somewhere — anywhere —

with her son.  She didn’t think about how impossible it was.  She just did it.

Then, her worst nightmare:  Two guard dogs suddenly appeared in the moonlight not five feet away.  However, the dogs appeared
to be confused and alarmed about something, and they ignored Margaret and Marcus!  The dogs definitely noted the presence of the
woman and the boy, but they appeared as if they had other things on their minds, and they continued about their business and ignored
the two humans.

Margaret Mortman didn’t stop to wonder at this miracle.  She just accepted it and made her way toward the distant wall she had
only seen in the distance from her bedroom window.
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Margaret Mortman had not once been outside those walls in the entire eleven years of her marriage.

When she reached the wall, it was impossible to climb, as she knew it would be.  There were no trees or overhanging branches
anywhere near the wall.  Her husband’s staff made sure of that.  Desperately, Margaret Mortman ran up and down the length of the wall
seeking a way over, knowing even as she did so that there was no way over.

However, it turned out that what she knew was wrong.  Impossibly, Margaret Mortman suddenly came upon two ladders, one on
each side of the wall, already all propped up and ready to use!  Again, Margaret Mortman didn’t question the seeming miracle. If she
had thought about it, she would have figured it was the result of a careless gardener.  Margaret didn’t think about any of that though.
She just sent Marcus first.  Then, when she reached the top of the wall, she pushed the inside ladder down into the brush, hoping to
temporarily hide it from observers.  Now, she found herself in thick woods.

She had no idea of where she was.  She did not even know what country she was in, much less where the nearest town was located.
She was at a complete loss as to where to go or what to do.  She couldn’t go back.  And she couldn’t go forward.

Then, she heard the alarms going off in the compound!
She had been missed!  Nigger must have made a late night check upon Marcus!
Shortly, she heard the sounds of men shouting, dogs braying, and various other indications that a search party was being organized.
The situation was hopeless.  She could never escape large professional search parties with dogs.  Within just a few minutes, they

would be upon her, and her life would be over.  Marion Mortman would surely kill her now, especially since he now knew that she had
access to his safe.

And so, Margaret Mortman simply hugged her son, cried, and tried to make sure that he always remembered her.
Then, Margaret Mortman became aware of a sound.  As she became conscious of the sound, she realized that she had been hearing

it for quite some time now; it was just another thing that had escaped her conscious notice in the craziness of events.
Now, though, she identified the sound…

From the surrounding woods, Margaret Mortman could hear the sound of a pipe playing…

June 17, 1860
Hidden Valley

All of the Villagers continue their happy and peaceful existence as if there were nothing at all unusual about being surrounded by an
invading army.

Desertions from amongst the ranks of said army are growing exponentially.  The SFs now have standing orders to shoot any unau-
thorized persons who are caught leaving ‘Fort California’, as Major Marson has dubbed our compound.  However, many of the SFs
who received these orders soon disappeared themselves!

There was a small riot when about a dozen RA troops tried to leave Fort California en-masse.  SF troops tried to stop them, and a
major fight erupted.  Many people on both sides were injured, and two RAs were killed.

Several Villagers silently watched all of this happen from outside the compound.

And I can’t help but consider the fact that Charley Small invited us to come here.

June 19, 1860
Hidden Valley

Last night, I sort of made love with Still Waters!  At least I think I did!
Whether or not we actually had sex, I don’t really remember.  But compared to what did happen, that fact is completely irrelevant

anyway.
We went to a hot spring.  The hot spring is on the island that is in the lake that is in the valley.  Basically, we went into a hot spring

that is in the caldera of a volcano that is itself in the caldera of another volcano!
Still Waters gave me some sort of fungus to eat.
Then, the whole universe opened up before my eyes.
I cannot describe the experience in words.  All of my perceptions suddenly became expanded by a hundred-fold.  I could see

everything, smell everything, and hear everything in exquisite detail, and in incredible depth.  Still Waters joined me in this other-
worldly place, and helped to guide me through the unfamiliar landscape.

First, Still Waters appeared to slowly rise from the water until she was floating in the air above the surface.  Then, she started to
dance in the air!  (I swear I saw it — I think…)
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Then, I started to have — thoughts?  Visions?  Suddenly, it was as if some alien entity was injecting thoughts and realizations into
my awareness…

And yet, at the same time, I knew it was all knowledge that was already contained within my mind.  I had just never correlated all of
it in this manner, or seen it from this particular point of view before.

My first thoughts were of sex, and of how I had so misplaced and neglected this utterly vital area of my life.  Sex was more than
mere sex.  Sex was the energy that continued life.  It is part of the magical force that makes the universe turn.  And sex, in and of itself,
is an empty experience if it is not mixed with spiritual love.  Then, miraculously, when combined with this ultimate force, the power of
sex becomes a bridge between two souls that is deeper and more mystical and more powerful than any other bond except that between a
parent and a child.  Sex is the divine force seeking to expand and grow.  Sex is life celebrating itself.

And I realized that the female directs this ancient dance, and that that is exactly how things should be.  The patriarchy, which has
been developed by my ancestors, is merely a manifestation of insecure men who are unable to accept their secondary rôle in the grand
evolutionary scheme.  They have tried to cast the father as the producer of the show, and have attempted to take advantage of their
physical superiority to subdue women.  But they cannot change the basic biological facts.

In addition, the dominant male is almost wholly self-serving, and his spirit is dedicated not to liberation, but to control! He is handy
when a culture is under armed attack from foreigners, but otherwise he is almost useless.  And men may rule the world, but the women
rule the men.  I myself have always been an exception to this rule, but I have paid for my unnatural exclusion of women from my life
with a pointless and empty existence, which half the time hardly seemed worth the effort.

The next ‘realization’ that I had was that humans most certainly do not have dominion over the plants and the animals!  That in fact
we are in a partnership with nature and that if either of us is the senior partner, it is the earth, due to her vastly superior experience at
survival.  Humanity is a function of nature, and therefore we can never successfully separate ourselves from her except in some self-
deceiving charade.

Then, as Still Waters continued to dance, I suddenly realized the utter futility in seeking political solutions to anything, for politics
is part of the problem, not any solution.  Politics is seductive because it makes people think that they can make things better without
going through the ordeal of rearranging one’s perceptions and transforming one’s self.  Of course, as long as there are willing followers
there will be exploitive leaders.  And there will be willing followers as long as humans fail to realize that their great mission in life has
nothing to do with class struggles or race or nations or ideologies, but is rather a personal quest to enlarge the soul and to liberate the
spirit!  Politics invariably erects a wall between the human soul and that enlargement and liberation.

Likewise religion.  Religious belief is merely another wall between a human and his/her spirituality.  It attempts to codify the infi-
nite and absolute, and to place it into a nice easy pigeonhole once and for all so that we will never again have to think about it.  In futile
desperation, they try to attach their stagnant and mouldy altars to the ever growing, ever expanding, and ever changing light of the
universe!  They might as well try to hammer nails into air! They try to claim that one path fits all, when every individual has his/her
own unique path to follow and his/her own unique job to do!

Thus, since religion bears false witness to the divine, you could say that all religions are actually blasphemous!

Also useless as far as spiritual growth is concerned is the quest for security through the acquisition of power and/or money. Both
are ephemeral.  Yet, our present reality is so distorted by the lens of wealth that when a worldwide economic crisis develops, and there
are shortages of goods, it is invariably discovered that there were actually plenty of goods on hand!  What was lacking was the money
to buy them!  This situation is akin to a starving man saying he can’t bake a loaf of bread because he does not have any ounces, as are
called for in the recipe!  He has all of the other necessities to bake his loaf of bread.  If only he had a few ounces!

And this is the crazy legacy of money:  That the arithmetic by which things are measured has become more valuable than the things
themselves!  And besides, no amount of money can really buy security.  And even if it could, it would be a bad bargain, for security is a
form of paralysis, just as satisfaction is a form of death.  ‘Security’, in this universe, is always an illusion.

I don’t know why I was thinking things like this while I had the most beautiful woman in the universe dancing naked in mid-air
right in front of me, but everything was — I can’t describe it in words I’m afraid.  I just have to say that the fact that the most beautiful
woman in the universe was dancing naked in mid-air right in front of me was only a small part of a whole monumental universe of
other things that were going on…

Then, I realized that everything was part of everything, and that it was all intertwined in a big beautiful cosmic dance that is so vast
and awesome that it completely passes the ability of any human to even begin to comprehend!

And — then I realized that we all have to figure it out on our own.  It is like God has split Himself into billions of little parts, and
each part has its own special job to do.  So while we are all together, at the same time, we are completely alone.  It would seem as
though the Almighty wants as many points of view as possible.  God split Himself into billions of little parts so that He wouldn’t be
lonely!

We each have our own unique purpose, our own unique answers, our own unique vision of the universe, and our own unique rela-
tionship with the Ultimate Powers, whatever the jibooglio they are!  (The name ‘God’ has bad connotations for me now I’m afraid…)
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The government won’t answer any questions.  They will merely cover it up with lies and self-serving deceits.  As far as I know,
colleges completely ignore it.  And the churches are falling all over each other trying to answer all of your questions for you in a neat
little one-size-fits-all package that completely saves you from having to think for yourself.

Great art, books, and music; all of these are helpful in their ways, as is nature.  In fact, valuable clues are constantly falling every-
where around us in the words of philosophers and winos and shamans and everyone that you happen to meet; but all of these are only
clues as far as your own personal quest is concerned.  Each individual’s job is to take all of the clues that the universe had seen fit to
provide, and put them all together into his/her own unique package.  And we must do it completely by ourselves.

I then realized that a society could only grow to its full potential when it allowed each individual to explore their own path in their
own way, thus becoming able to make their own unique contribution to his society.  If they are not allowed this freedom, their potential
is wasted.

And when the views of a few are forced upon the many, it produces such a narrow and stifled view of reality!
And is there any lesson harder to learn?  That we are completely alone?  That although we are all ultimately one mind, that each

individual has to establish his/her own unique relationship with the cosmos?  That we all have a direct, hands-on responsibility for our
own ‘salvation’?  This seems so incredibly lonely…

But that is where the final realization came in:  Love is the force that binds us all together.  Love is the force that makes us as one.
And our love for others is a reflection of our love for ourselves.  Love is a mirror.  Love is where we see ourselves in others.

My love for Still Waters was a reflection of my love for the universe.
By the end of the evening, it seemed infinite.

Midsummer's Day, 1860
Hidden Valley

So, now you have heard the story of my life, and we come back to the present.
Dawn is just beginning to lighten the horizon.
We were called to alert last night when it was discovered that Colonel Carson had been murdered in his sleep.  The murder was

allegedly committed by a Villager, but the Villager produced by Major Marson, one Flying Elk, formerly known as Demian Brandon,
calmly claimed that he had been kidnapped out of a field where he had been working, and knew nothing of any murders.  He also added
that he was quite sure that none of the other Villagers did either.

Major Marson, now our military commander, responded by slapping Flying Elk to the ground.
Flying Elk, who already appeared to have been seriously beaten even before Major Marson’s blow, now regarded the Major with a

sad look; it was as if Flying Elk, though dressed in worn clothes covered with the soil of his labour, and though he lie on the ground
with numerous cuts and abrasions and two broken ribs, as well as the new broken jaw courtesy of Major Marson; although Major
Marson himself was resplendent in his intimidating black uniform, in the prime of his life, and standing over Flying Elk with a look of
contempt on his face; still, Flying Elk’s eyes regarded Major Marson with pity and triumph!

Flying Elk looked like the winner!
He said, “Flying Elk greatly fears for Major Mark Marson.  Flying Elk fears that there is so much fear and hatred in Major Marson’s

soul that Major Marson will soon be conquered and destroyed by this fear and hatred.”
Major Marson responded to Flying Elk’s concerns by breaking two more of Flying Elk’s ribs with his polished boot…

A full-scale assault upon the Village has been ordered, and it is scheduled to take place in about an hour.  I tried to warn Still Waters
of the impending assault last night, but she seemed almost completely unconcerned.  She told me not to take any unnecessary risks!

Still, our small force is ready and in place.  We are going to embark upon a suicidal mission to seize the Gatling-guns and the
command bunker.  We have virtually no chance of succeeding in this endeavour, and we have every chance of all being killed, yet, we
cannot just allow this atrocity to take place.

Somewhere, somehow, someone has to draw the line and learn how to just say no!  (Wow, that’s another catchy phrase!  I wonder if
I can copyright these things…)

Bug is in position about thirty yards away from me.  It is still too dark to see him, but I know he is there.  Bug also seems almost
totally unconcerned over the fact that we are almost certainly about to die.  As for Porter, he is just Porter.  There never is any telling
what Porter is really thinking about unless he chooses to tell you.  He is also in position, about thirty yards in the opposite direction of
Bug.

The first rays of dawn are lightening the eastern horizon.  I look, and I can now just barely make out Bug’s silhouette.  He seems to
be intently focusing his attention toward the village.  I look to see what is drawing his attention — and see the craziest thing I’ve ever
seen!

Hundreds and hundreds of Villagers are all sitting in a large group in the clearing between the Village and our positions!
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They are all sitting cross-legged on the ground, and they have just begun a low, sonorous, almost subliminal Indian chant.  The
chant is — peaceful! It seems totally out of place upon a battlefield.

And everyone is there!  The old man named Dancing Spirit, the original Indians who started the place, Charley Small, Larry Little,
the surviving Tulips, all of the ex-children of Hard Rock, Adolph Brandon, all of the other search parties that have disappeared over the
years, the dozen riders who had tried to follow Charley Small’s unknown confederates the night that Charley had been arrested in Hard
Rock for stealing his father’s papers, all of the soldiers that have recently deserted, all of the other Indians of various other tribes that
had been recruited over the years, a land-survey party that had disappeared back in ’53, a trapper who had disappeared back in ’56,
Corporal Burg, some obviously upper-class woman who is holding a ten-year-old child who is obviously her son like she will never let
go — and this woman, along with everyone else in the Villager assembly, is wearing a look of radiant triumph!

They are all sitting in a completely exposed clump in plain sight surrounded by over 3,000 troops armed with Gatling-guns, and yet
they appear as if they have already won the battle!

The only Villagers I can think of who I don’t see present are Alferd Packer, the Pied Piper’s wife Helen, the child Sunshine, and
the Pied Piper himself.

None of the Villagers have any weapons in evidence.

Their soft, gentle chant continues.

I look toward Porter Rockwell.  The scene mesmerizes him.

I look toward Bug — and Bug is going crazy!  I don’t mean that Bug is bugging; I mean that he appears to have gone stark raving
mad!

He is jumping around like a Mexican jumping bean, and screaming some kind of unintelligible gibberish!  His arms are in the sky,
and he has a look of transcendent joy upon his face that is as bright as any I have ever seen!

He has noticed my regard, and is screaming something at me — “Jack!  Jack!  Can you feel the magic? It’s in the air, Jack!
Can’t you feel it?  It’s like electricity in the air! Can you feel it, Jack?”

Now that he mentions it, I can feel something tingling in the air…

I notice that a couple of SF sentries have seen the scene.  One of them has obviously just told the other to go inform the Brass
of the goings on.  The other soldier is now making his way toward the command bunker.

Porter Rockwell is now yelling something at me; “Jack — what is going on around here?  I’m feeling real crazy or some-
thing!”

Before I can answer Porter, the command bunker becomes a beehive of activity, and my attention is drawn there.  The runners are
running and sounding the ‘boots-and-saddles’ call-to-arms.  The army camp is suddenly coming alive as soldiers jump out of their
bedrolls and jump into action.  The Gatling-guns are being wheeled into place.  The infantry, both RA and SF are taking up their
already fortified positions, rifles pointed toward the meadow full of peaceful, chanting Villagers.

I can’t believe that the soldiers will really attack these people.
Many of them look unsure, especially the RAs.  Even many of the SFs appear hesitant to butcher a field full of unarmed civilians

who, in spite of their dress, are, after all, mostly white.

But as I hear the orders coming down the line to prepare to assault, instantly, like a bunch of machines that have suddenly been
turned on at once, I see all lack of purpose instantly melt from the faces of the remaining soldiers.  Their pre-conditioned programming
to blindly accept orders with no thought to the meaning of the orders, or any consideration of the consequences of those orders, has set
in.

They now prepare once again to carry out someone else’s slaughter for them.
Suddenly, from the most unlikely of sources, there is a disturbance erupting near the command bunker!  Frances Small is being

thoroughly tongue-lashed by Sammy the Swineherd! The Hard Rock village idiot!
At least I have always assumed that he was an idiot. Everyone has always assumed that he was an idiot.  I have never paid him any

attention whatsoever. No one has ever paid him any attention whatsoever.  I always thought that he was too stupid to understand
anything. Everyone thought that he was too stupid to understand anything.

“You’ve always thought that I was an idiot!”  Sammy is screaming into the astonished face of Frances Small.  “You never paid me
any attention whatsoever!  You thought I was too stupid to understand anything!

“Wrong!  Wrong!  Wrong! Wrong! Wrong! I have a Ph.D. in English Literature from Columbia College!  Not to mention having
authored two scholarly treatises, which have won me several honours in the highest academic circles!  I am actually a fairly famous and
influential individual, Mr. Small!  My word carries a lot of weight in academic circles, and think about what I’ve seen, Mr. Small,”
invited Sammy.  “Think of what I could testify to!”
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Frances Small is now obviously following Sammy’s suggestions, and his subsequent rumination upon said subject seems to be
causing him serious discomfort.  Said discomfort is growing visibly worse as Sammy further prompts him with, “Remember the Little
Ranch?  Remember Rock River?  The small-pox infested blankets were a really nice touch, I must admit…”

Sammy pauses a moment before continuing his harangue: “And do you know what I think, Mr. Small? I think that you are stupid!
S-T-U-P-I-D   STUPID! You seek safety, yet you place yourself into a position where you must always look behind your back lest your
‘friends’ sneak up with a knife!  You live your life in a stupid, narrow little trap of your own creation, and you see nothing but your
own little tunnel-vision view of an ignorant, stupid, petty little reality!  And yet you still seem to think that you are some sort of supe-
rior being or something!  You’re stupid, Frances!  You’re so stupid I’m surprised that you didn’t already die of it years ago!  You’re so
stupid that when you were born, the doctor should have slapped your mother! And now you wish to destroy something that you don’t
even begin to understand!  You’re so so so stupid stupid stupid!

“Don’t you see what is happening here, Frances?  Are you really that lame and ignorant that you can’t see what is right in front of
your eyes?  The mammals have arrived and you’re still a frigging dinosaur! You’d better get a clue, Frances, and you’d better get it
quick, ‘cause the deadline has arrived, and it’s time for everyone to lay all of their cards on the table, and truly collect their just earn-
ings!

“Get a clue, Frances, and get it now!  Either that or you’re a dead man!  Do you understand?”
And with that, Sammy the Swineherd has turned his back on the assemblage of officers and high-ranking civilians, and is now

walking toward the Villagers, whose chant has provided a strangely appropriate backdrop for his harangue.
Since Sammy the Swineherd has just exposed himself as the most dangerous man in the world to Frances Small, (or so he thinks),

then Mr. Small is doing just what you would expect a man like Mr. Small to do:  He is turning to Major Marson and saying, “Major,
have that man shot immediately.”

But Sammy has overheard Mr. Small, and is turning to address him once again:  “You still don’t get it, do you?  You’re not killing
anyone here today!  Or ever again! Can’t you hear? Listen…”

Suddenly, from the surrounding woods, I can hear the sound of a pipe playing…
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Book III
The Pied Piper

Came that endless night of sadness
When it was clear Mary couldn’t go on
The door was open, the wind appeared

The candles blew, then they disappeared
The curtains flew, and then he appeared!

He said, ‘Don’t be afraid!’
And she ran to him
And she had no fear

Then she took his hand
Then they started to fly

She had become like they are
They looked backward, and they said good-by

Come on Mary…
Don’t fear the reaper!

-Donald Roeser
 



Dana Walker

124

am not real; I am whatever you wish me to be.
I am not a thought; I am a feeling.

I am not knowledge; I am a bridge.
I am not love; I am an image.
I am not a creator; I am a manipulator.
I am not wisdom; I am a doorman.
I am Helen’s husband; she is all that I am not.

I prepared the audience for Helen’s Concert.

I gathered all of the people in Hidden Valley, the residents mixing freely with the soldiers, into a large surrounding semicircle.  In
doing this, I made sure that the man called Marion Mortman had a front row seat, along with Frances Small, Major Mark Marson, and
Adrian Barkley.  They required large amounts of energy, for they were strong and determined men of will — but reluctantly, they
assumed their places.

They feared me.  I felt bad for them.
Our children danced among the soldiers placing flowers in their gun-barrels, and many of the soldiers bent down with tears of joy to

hug them in thanks.  Many hundreds danced that day — more than I have ever played at once before!
Most of the black-suited soldiers resisted very strongly.  They feared me.  I felt bad for them.

In spite of people’s amazement at my supposed ‘powers’, though, I am really nothing more than a mere second-class parlour magi-
cian. I am not real; I am whatever you wish me to be.

The only unusual ability that I harbour — an ability that until I met Helen was literally worse than useless — is the ability to
manipulate the emotions of other living beings.  That is, I can temporarily make people (and/or animals and/or any other living thing
that possesses emotions) feel whatever I want them to feel.

I can’t really change anything.  As soon as I stop playing my pipe, everything returns to as it was before.
Helen, on the other hand, does much more than merely manipulating emotions.  Helen can actually open people’s minds!
At length, I stopped playing my pipe.
I faced the man called Marion Mortman.
For my eyes, I had brought our child Sunshine.  Also accompanying me was the man called Alferd Packer.
Mr. Mortman seemed annoyed, and asked me why we always brought small children to important meetings.  I explained to Mr.

Mortman the fact that whenever we can, we use our children’s eyes to view reality.  I also explained that we liked to keep our children
with us at important times in order to help us keep our priorities straight.

Mr. Mortman asked me who in the figooblio I was.  Mr. Mortman feared me.  I felt bad for him.
I introduced my companions and myself.  Mr. Mortman expressed dismay over the fact that I would consort with a ‘murdering

cannibal’.
“Labels!”  I replied with disdain.  “How I loathe labels!  You attempt to take something as deep and as complex as a human being

and place them into a convenient little box, so that you don’t have to deal with who they really are in all of their complexity.  Very
handy for the purposes of some, I suppose, but so limiting, don’t you think Mr. Mortman?”

Mr. Mortman failed to answer my question.
I continued regardless: “Take Mr. Packer here, for instance: You label him a ‘murdering cannibal’.  While it is true that Mr. Packer

is indeed a murdering cannibal, he also is many other things as well.  Your label completely ignores and degrades all of these other
aspects of Mr. Packer’s character.  We here in Hidden Valley have already discovered several very endearing traits and talents
possessed by Mr. Packer, and look forward to discovering many more!  After all, interesting experience makes for an interesting man;
Mr. Packer’s experience was nothing if it wasn’t interesting, wouldn’t you say, Mr. Mortman?”

Again, Mr. Mortman failed to answer my question.  Mr. Mortman seemed to be in a sort of state of shock.
Nonetheless, I relentlessly carried on: “I might add that Mr. Packer was able to face himself after his consciousness was illuminated

by the Light of True Love — I wonder if you will be able to say the same, Mr. Mortman?
“Mr. Packer has interest in publishing a cookbook and we are thinking of constructing a printing press to help in that endeavour —

but I digress!  Mr. Mortman, I also brought Mr. Packer, whose crimes you so abhor, in order to make a small point: I wish to compare
Mr. Packer’s ‘crimes’ with those committed by yourself, and see what we may see, eh?”

I then gave a partial accounting of some of the truly horrid things for which Mr. Mortman had been responsible…
Mr. Mortman was encouraging the upcoming War Between the States so that he could make large sums of money, consolidate his

power base, and seize California in the confusion.  Many of Mr. Mortman’s activities had had a direct and often devastating effect upon
the families of the soldiers, not to mention the soldiers themselves.  I described Mr. Mortman’s rise to power over the dead bodies of
many men who were thrice as good as was he himself, yet who fell for one of Mr. Mortman’s devious and merciless schemes.  I named
some of Mr. Mortman’s victims in his rise to power, many of them were bona-fide heroes, and one was even an ex-President of the
United States!  I also described the murder of Colonel Carson, conducted personally by Major Marson at the behest of Marion Mort-
man.  I must admit that I felt a small stab of personal satisfaction as I saw Mr. Mortman’s eyes widen in shock at the extent of my
knowledge concerning his affairs.  (The contents of both Mr. Mortman’s and Mr. Small’s safes had been quite interesting...)

I
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And with my quite public comparison between Mr. Mortman and a notorious pariah such as Alferd Packer — a comparison in
which Mr. Mortman came out much on the short end — I gained the hearts of more of the soldiers.  I pointed out to them that Alferd
Packer had personally faced grown men in a deadly contest where the stake, quite literally, was his very life.  Mr. Mortman, on the
other hand, murdered women and children from a distance by proxy merely so he could make ‘money’ and gain ‘power’.

“By what right do you ‘rule the earth’, Mr. Mortman?  You claim it to be survival of the fittest — is it not more a question of
survival of the luckiest?  Being the right person in the right place at the right time?  Surely, it isn’t due to your superior intelligence?
Believe me Mr. Mortman, we have many here in Hidden Valley who are much more intelligent than yourself, so surely that is not your
qualification!  Is it your worldly savvy?  The members of the Tulip Gang were capable of displaying just as much ruthless self-interest
in their hey-day as yourself, so what makes you better than they?”

Again, Mr. Mortman failed to answer my question.  Mr. Mortman looked into my eyes, and he saw that denial was useless.  He
could see that he was naked before my sight, and that always bothers men such as he, who have so much that they wish to hide.

Meanwhile, in the hearts of the soldiers, I sensed that the fear was lessening, and that the image of love was growing as Mr.
Mortman’s victims became real people in their eyes.  This was their first step in acknowledging that we are all in this big sacred dance
together.  These soldiers had begun to feel their humanity again.  This was good.  I was glad for them.  This, of course, had been the
central point of the whole exercise.

Maybe now they would survive Helen’s Concert.

Remorselessly, I continued hammering at Mr. Mortman’s presumptions:  “Is it due to your Indo-Aryan background, Mr. Mortman?
Do you really think your race has a monopoly upon genius?  Are you forgetting the recent achievement of Sequoyah, the Cherokee
Indian?  He sat down and invented a written language, Mr. Mortman!  Can you possibly imagine?  His achievement is unprecedented in
all of history, Mr. Mortman!  And he not only invented a written language, but the language that he invented is so simple and easy to
learn that Cherokee children were completely literate in their own language within two or three weeks!  Compare that with your
vaunted European culture, and its written languages that are so twisted and torturous that one must become a scholar to claim profi-
ciency!  And Sequoyah’s achievement is all the more remarkable in that he not only did not know how to write in any other tongue, but
he didn’t even speak English!  He, in fact, hated the white man, and he intentionally invented his written language to use as a weapon
against the white man.  Does Sequoyah have hidden Indo-Aryan blood that allows him to be such a genius?  You claim their misery is
caused by the fact that they are all ignorant and deluded — but aren’t they ignorant and deluded because you intentionally make them
that way, Mr. Mortman?  With all of the newspapers that you own, and with all of the schools that you own and with all of the politi-
cians that you own?  Or do you really believe that your position has been gained by virtue of your superior talent?  I assure you, Mr.
Mortman, that anything you can do, we can do better!  Heaven help us should you ever succeed in imposing your monochrome, one
coloured world upon us!  Here in Hidden Valley, we celebrate and take full advantage of our diversity, Mr. Mortman, much to our
benefit I might add!  We have the advantage of being able to view reality through the eyes of several cultures!  We are able to take
advantage of the talents of all of our people!  Look at Indian culture, Mr. Mortman!  True, they weren’t scientists, or mathematicians,
and they mastered the material world only to the bare minimum they needed in order to survive — but look at their lives Mr. Mortman!
Every Indian has a place, and he knows it.  An Indian’s word is his honour.  Crime is virtually unknown.  The Indians are generally a
happy people who live rich and full lives that contain meaning and purpose.  Then, along come the Indo-Aryans; Masters of the mate-
rial world. yet your populace live miserable lives of desperation.  You bring bizarre, deadly diseases with you that have developed
among your race because you have lived in filth and misery for centuries.  Since the Indians have lived clean and pure lives they have
absolutely no resistance to your diseases, and they die in their millions.  Your weapons are irresistible.  Your ruthlessness is unbelieva-
ble.  Your knowledge is miraculous, but your people are wretched.  And when these two realities collided, the Indo-Aryan’s weapons,
knowledge, numbers, and ruthlessness swept the Indians away as if they were nothing.

“And so the conclusion we at Hidden Valley have drawn from this is that we should attempt to emulate the spiritualism of the
Indian, and yet we should also simultaneously attempt to emulate the European in his mastery of the physical world.  In other words, we
seek to combine the best of both worlds.

“Your problem, Mr. Mortman, is that you view us as a sort of sub-species of human, and that only you and your ilk are truly human
with all of the intelligence and know-how.  To you, we are unfeeling stupid and expendable animals.  The irony, of course, is that — as
you are about to very graphically learn — it is actually the other way around. You are the one still living in the reality of tooth-and-
claw-survival-of-the-fittest; you evidently have not yet learned that while this rule was necessary at one time in order to make us strong
and get us where we are, that the human race has now outgrown the need for that ruthless and merciless reality.  It is time to move on to
the next step.  We are evolutionizing at a rate never before seen in history.  Each generation knows more and learns more than the last.
And the simple fact of the matter is that the rule of tooth-and-claw is not only unnecessary, but it has actually become a hindrance to
our survival.  The next step in our evolution, Mr. Mortman, is to realize that we are all in this together, and that we will proceed much
further and faster through cooperation rather than through confrontation.  Our task now is to go beyond the rule of tooth and claw.
Think of what would happen if we took all of the resources and energy that we now spend fighting and destroying each other and
instead placed it into building a better world for all, and to learning more about our Universe.  Think of the miracles that we could then
bring about, Mr. Mortman!  Think of what wonderful lives we would all then have!  Think of what a wonderful place we would have to
live them in!”

At this point though, I sensed that my words were having no further effect; that I had already won over everyone who was winnable.
Of the remaining hard-core, there would be no yielding.

Although I had expected such results, it still made me sad.

I am not love:  I am an image.
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Most of the soldiers were now with me though, even a large number of the black-suited ones.  I fished once more for any more
possible candidates, seeking the psychic strings required to weave them into the great cosmic loop that we are all creating here…

But there are limits to my abilities.
I am not a creator; I am a manipulator.
I am not wisdom; I am a doorman.
I open the door to Helen.
I had now done all that I could do.
It was Showtime.

Interlude:
Jackson Beebe Mooreman

When the Pied Piper played, Jackson Beebe Mooreman just had to dance.  His joy welled up, and he had no choice in the matter.
He felt compelled to dance over to the circle of people forming around Peter.  (Many, though, weren’t dancing in joy, but were stum-
bling around in a confused manner — yet joining the circle none the less.)

Then, Peter stopped playing, and Jackson Beebe Mooreman was confused for a moment.  But then he listened in fascination along
with the rest of the army as Peter exposed Marion Mortman as the vilest of human beings.  We were informed that we were about to
destroy a peaceful, non-threatening village in order to make Mr. Mortman richer, and to further his murderous and traitorous schemes.
We heard Mr. Mortman’s whole life and reality ripped to shreds as Mr. Mortman himself helplessly listened.

Jackson Beebe Mooreman assumed that the Pied Piper was the ‘secret weapon’ that Corporal Burg had been so convinced that the
Villagers possessed.

Jackson Beebe Mooreman was erroneous in this assumption.
The Villagers’ ‘secret weapon’ — such as it was — now came timidly walking out of the village.

From a distance, she appeared to be a ten-year-old child.

But as she approached the circle, she appeared to age until, by the time she took her place at the head of the circle, she appeared to
be an old, ancient woman — except that she still simultaneously looked like a ten-year-old child.

She was bearing a harp.
When she played her harp, Jackson Beebe Mooreman had his consciousness suddenly illuminated by the light of True Love.  He

went insane for a while. Eventually, Jackson Beebe Mooreman found a center and focused upon his love for the universe and upon his
love for his life, and upon his love for Still Waters and then he saw his place in this new universe and then everything was all right.
Then, he saw Still Waters smiling at him, and everything was very all right indeed!

Interlude:
Orrin Porter Rockwell

Orrin Porter Rockwell experienced almost exactly the same reaction to Helen’s music as did Jackson Beebe Mooreman.  After
Porter had found his center and was focusing upon his Love, he saw Jesus Christ and Joseph Smith Jr. standing on the surface of the
waters of Hidden Valley’s lake.  Joe Smith invited Porter to join them.  Porter replied that he was unable to walk on water.

“Don’t be silly, Porter,” chided Christ.  “It never ceases to amaze me how so many Christians miss the whole theme of my ministry!
Of course you can walk on water, Porter!  Don’t you see — my whole point was that I wasn’t anything special!  That we are all the
Sons and Daughters of God!  My job was merely to show people what is possible if they care to try it for themselves!  Porter, believe
me, if my apostle Peter could walk on water, then the great Porter Rockwell surely should have no problemo whatsoevero!”

And so, the last that was seen of Porter Rockwell, he was walking across the waters of Hidden Valley’s lake…

Interlude:
Major Mark Marson

It was crazy.
He had been about to order his personal guard to shoot that mouthy pig-figoobliator when he heard the sound of a pipe playing, and

suddenly he was losing his mind!
He had stumbled over to the circle surrounding the Pied Piper in a daze.  He was barely aware of his surroundings.  He was unable

to place coherent thoughts together.  He was feeling all kinds of strange, powerful emotions over which he had no control whatsoever.
Then, when Peter stopped playing, and Major Marson’s emotions were once again his own, he listened in horror as the Pied Piper

began exposing the crimes of Marion Mortman and Adrian Barkley!  Thereby exposing the crimes of Major Marson himself!
Right in front of his troops!



The Pied Piper of California

127

And the Pied Piper seemed to know everything!

Major Marson determined to discover the sources of the Pied Piper’s information.  He determined that he was going to discover the
sources of the Pied Piper’s information by the use of heated bayonets under the fingernails.  Then, Major Marson would skin the Pied
Piper alive right in front of all of these freaks that chanted in the face of Gatling-guns!

Major Marson was about to implement his decisions when his attention was distracted by a ten-year-old girl who came walking out
of the village bearing a harp and who became an old woman right in front of his eyes while yet remaining a ten-year-old girl.

Then, the little girl/old woman began playing her harp.

Then, the world became insane and all hell broke loose everywhere around him…
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Book IV
Helen the Harpist

Rhiannon rings like a bell through the night
Wouldn’t you love to love her?

She rules her life like a bird in flight
Who will be her lover?

Once in a million years a woman like her
travels from the sky

What would you say if she promised to you heaven?
Would you even try?

Would you even try…

—Stevie Nicks
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am human.

But I am also much more.

And so, I am also much less.

I am a channel for powerful forces that I do not understand.  They use me for their purposes, but they tell me not what those
purposes are.

My job is to feed people.  My wages are being fed by them in return.
We feed each other True Love.  I am able to channel True Love through my harp.
I have always been, and I will always be, for I live in an eternal ‘now’.  I am aware of nothing else.  I am aware of everything else.
I often view reality through the eyes of our children; the children born of our colonies; the children who have grown with no limits

or barriers to what they can be.
They are my main source of nourishment.
Peter and I often feed each other also.  Peter often brings me other food as well.
Peter and I sleep together.  Every time we awaken, many years have passed, yet everything is the same.
Yet everything is different.

And every time we awaken there are more of us and fewer of they.

I am aware of a reality: A hidden valley full of love, and I am aware of individual people who surround me and feed me and are fed
by me, and I am especially aware of the children of this valley.

But I am also aware of another reality made up of dreams and visions, and I drift between the two, for they are both equally ‘real’ to
me.

When I play my harp, I am True Love personified.
That is the most real of all.
It is holy.

Whoever hears my harp is evidently fated to hear my harp.  I at least pray this is so because some of the individual people Peter
brings me hate themselves so much that the Light of True Love alters their realities in ways that are in direct conflict with their contin-
ued existence on this physical plane.  They literally become consumed by their hatred.  I feed on hatred also for hatred is merely frus-
trated love and it is a simple matter for me to remove the frustration and consume the love; evidently many are unable to do this though.

On the day that Peter brought me so many hundreds to feed and be fed by, there were many such…
Some had their eyes opened and saw things that they couldn’t see; these people became blind.  Others had their ears opened and

heard things that they couldn’t hear; these people became deaf.  Yet others had their mouths opened and said things that they couldn’t
say; these people became mute.

The man called Major Marson shot himself in the head.
The man called Frances Small dove headfirst into the privy and drowned himself in the wastes.
The man called Edwin Dewey choked on his own vomit.
The man called Reverend Clarke threw himself into the bonfire.
The man called Adrian Barkley died when his hemorrhoids exploded.
But the man called Marion Mortman proved in the end that he was indeed an exceptional man among men, for when push came to

shove — when the knowledge/wisdom that Peter had tried to freely share with him was rejected and I was compelled to impart it forci-
bly — Marion Mortman alone found an outlet powerful enough to truly express his love/hate:  Marion Mortman shoved aside a soldier,
relieved said soldier of his bayonet, and proceeded to gut himself with it. With tears of joy and rage and ecstasy and fear and love and
hate Marion Mortman disemboweled himself by hand, pulling out his own intestines in a seemingly never ending wet red string until he
finally expired with a smile of utter peace and contentment upon his face.

Where Marion Mortman went from there, I know not.
The vast majority of these new people were able to assimilate the wisdom that is illuminated by the Light of True Love, though, and

they were able to incorporate it into their daily lives.
Everything stayed the same — yet everything is profoundly different.
Many of these new people will stay here in Hidden Valley.  Others will go help found a new colony in a place called ‘China’. Yet

others will go to some of our older established colonies scattered around the rest of the world.
Yet others will join Peter and I as we go home to our original colony near a town called Hamelin in a country called Germany.
When we get home Peter and I will go back to sleep and dream.

Our children will dream with us.

Together we are dreaming a new world into being…

I
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Afterward
For some reason, the question first asked by most people upon learning that I write books is how long it takes me to write one.
The second most asked question is where I get my ideas.
The answer to the second question is that I have absolutely no idea.
The answer to the first question is that it usually takes me a few weeks to write a book.  Then, it usually takes me two or three

years to rewrite, edit, add, delete, move around, shake up, shake down, and do the tooty-fruity by the mango tree!
I have never personally met anyone else who writes books, so I don’t know how they do it.  I did once read an interview with a

writer, though, wherein said writer stated that he spent a scheduled eight hours each day writing, and that he strictly followed this regi-
men without exception.

I forget who it was who said this, but he obviously dips his bucket in a creative well of a much different sort than that used by
myself.  Generally, I do no writing whatsoever for years at a time, and I experience no creative writing impulses of any sort.  Then,
suddenly, I have a whole book in my brain.

When this happens, I suddenly become a classic obsessive compulsive.  I cannot write fast enough — I cannot write long enough
— to keep up with the torrent of zaniness suddenly pouring out of my brain like some gushing torrent, and I become angry at anyone or
anything that distracts me from the little world that I am making up.  As a result, when I am writing a book, I generally put in sixteen to
twenty hour days for weeks at a time, often neglecting things like eating and sleeping.

The Pied Piper of California was no exception.  It took me approximately three weeks to write the original version of The Pied
Piper of California. Then, it took me three years to finish the final version.

The genesis of The Pied Piper of California was almost as magical and whimsical as the story itself.  In its original form, The Pied
Piper of California was almost pure fiction.  It was also much shorter and had much less depth.  I was experiencing a problem I have
always had in my writing style, i.e., I am great at writing beginnings and endings, but I have this attitude problem wherein I generally
view the purpose of the central portion of a novel as merely to tie the beginning and the ending together.  I tend to rush through the
middle section, failing to give it the heart and energy that I spend on the beginning and the ending.

When the original ‘rush’ of creation was over, I read what I had, and realized that, once again, I had a great beginning, and a truly
awesome ending, but that the middle section, as usual, lacked — something. Everything.

And so, in an effort to beef up the weak middle section, I decided that it might be interesting to include some actual history in my
story.  Thus, keeping an eye out for incidents and anecdotes that fit in with the theme of The Pied Piper of California, I began to study
the history of my chosen region during my chosen time period.

I originally picked the Lake Tahoe region as the setting for my story purely by whimsy; I grew up near there, and I both intimately
know, and deeply love the region.

I knew that the Mormons had arrived in the Great Salt Lake Valley during the same period that I set my story.  So, again purely by
whimsy, I began an investigation of the Mormons to see if I could fit them into my story somehow.  My original intent was to focus
upon Brigham Young and the Great Mormon Hegira to Utah.

However, imagine my excitement as my investigations began to reveal the fact that Joseph Smith Jr. was basically a real life pied
piper!  I became utterly fascinated with this incredibly fascinating human being.

And not only that, but like magic, I discovered that all I had to do was to move the original setting of my original story ahead by
three years, and there was a perfect, ready-made little historic niche in which The Pied Piper of California fit like a glove!

And thus, The Pied Piper of California was transformed from a cute little novelette into what I think I can safely call something
that is at least somewhat similar to a classic novel.  (Albeit that those who simply must categorize everything will find The Pied Piper
of California exceedingly difficult to pigeonhole.  Is it a western, is it a fairy-tale, is it a comedy, or is it a radical social and political
statement?)  (Answer:  All of the above!)

Now, as to what is ‘real’, and what is ‘fiction’…

Hard Rock, all of its residents, the Truckee Valley, Mt. Larkin, Hidden Valley, Sammy the Swineherd, and Jack Mooreman are all
purely fiction; as are Marion Mortman, Major Marson, and Adrian Barkley.  (Sammy the Swineherd was based on a person that I actu-
ally knew, though.)  The Truckee River does actually exist, but there is no valley as I describe.  It drains Lake Tahoe, and then pretty
much stays in a narrow canyon until it departs the Sierra near present day Reno.  There is a town called Truckee that now sits at the site
where I locate Hard Rock, but there never was any town anywhere near there at the time my story takes place.  (Either Joseph Walker,
the Bidwell-Bartleson party, the Stevens-Murphy party, or John C. Frémont were probably the first white men to explore the area, and
not until the early 1840’s.  I could probably find out for sure, but I don’t have time right now, and it’s not that important.)

The Mormons were definitely the first group of Europeans to settle in the Great Basin on a permanent basis, (discounting Jim
Bridger and his merry little band of vagabonds and raconteurs.)  So not only was there never any Hard Rock in the area, but also, as far
as I know, there has never been any town anywhere at any time or in any place that even remotely resembles Hard Rock in any way
whatsoever.

This is probably a good thing.
As I have already stated in the forward, there is evidence indicating that Joseph Smith Jr. pretty much actually did and said every-

thing that I have him doing and saying in The Pied Piper of California. The exceptions are a couple of his personal conversations with
the fictional Jack Mooreman.  There are, of course, no recorded versions of the conversations I have Mr. Smith engage in with Jack
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Mooreman during the Newel Knight incident, and just before turning himself over to Illinois authorities for the final time. In the latter
incident, it is well documented that Mr. Smith knew full well that he was almost certainly giving himself up to death.  Several eyewit-
ness accounts state that Mr. Smith said this to several different people upon several different occasions; that if he gave up, it would
surely mean his end.

Yet he still gave himself up.
And so, I attributed to Mr. Smith the only reasons that I could think of as to why he would do such a thing.
It should also be noted that the published testimony of most of the members of the militia forces present at Mr. Smith’s death deny

both that he was shot by a firing squad, or that anyone attempted to cut off his head.  There are, in fact, several various and contradic-
tory stories about that fabled incident.  The version of events that I portray is the one that I considered to be the most dramatic, if not the
most likely.

It is known that Mr. Smith summoned the Nauvoo Legion just before his death.  It is also known that the Legion failed to answer
his summons.  It is not known why.

My basis for the conversation that I attribute to Mr. Smith and Jack Mooreman immediately after the Newel Knight incident is not
nearly as strong.  However, I still think that Mr. Smith’s thoughts must have been running in at least similar veins when you consider
what he was saying, what he was doing, and what was happening at the time.

While Jack Mooreman is fictional, I do have him doing several things that were actually done by real people.  At Joe Smith’s death
scene for instance, I have Jack do exactly what a man named Wilson Woodruff actually did at that time.  Also, many of the conversa-
tions between Jack Mooreman and Joseph Smith were actual conversations that Mr. Smith had with other people.

The term ‘jack-Mormon’ was apparently already in wide use amongst the Saints from the earliest days of Mormonism, and contin-
ues to be widely used by Mormons to this day.  I was unable to learn of the word’s true origins.

As for Porter Rockwell — like Joe Smith, I found the actual life of Orrin Porter Rockwell to have been so incredible that I saw
virtually no need to fictionalize it.  The exceptions:  While Mr. Rockwell’s marksmanship abilities were indeed legendary, there is no
evidence to indicate that he was quite as good as I make him out to be.  (The whole scene where I have Mr. Rockwell shoot Jack
Mooreman’s coins out of mid-air is completely made up.  It is likely that Mr. Rockwell, like most of the youths of his generation, grew
up handling firearms, and was knowledgeable in their use from an early age.)

The stories I include about Mr. Rockwell during the 49er gold rush, including the fact that he always won all of the local shooting
contests, are all very true though!  So are the stories from the Utah War, including the raid where they lost a herd of stolen mules, in
addition to all of their own mounts, to a bugle call.

The incidents where Mr. Rockwell had dealings with Hard Rock and Hidden Valley are, of course, totally made up.  Porter actually
lived a full and productive life until his death of natural causes on June 9th, 1878.  He remained on the front lines of the Mormon Wars
until shortly before his death.

No enemy blade or bullet ever touched him.
Oh, and as to the raid I describe that was conducted by Lot Smith and Porter Rockwell on the army’s cattle herd during the Utah

War:  There were indeed over 200 soldiers all mounted and ready to go sitting on a ridge watching the Mormon raid.  Why these men
sat idly by and simply watched as the Mormons ran off with their winter food supply remains a mystery to historians.

Lilburn Boggs, the governor of Missouri, actually existed.  His brother, Eugene Boggs, the mayor of Hard Rock, didn’t.  This
strange state of affairs came about because Eugene Boggs was already a fully developed character in my original story before I ever
heard of Lilburn Boggs.  When I realized that it was going to be necessary to have two men named Boggs in my story, (Changing
Eugene’s name was unthinkable!  I already ‘knew’ him so well that I couldn’t even consider it!  And besides, ironically enough, Lilburn
turned out to be the real life version of the ignorant politician anyway, so it was all cool!), I simply made Eugene into Lilburn’s brother!

Take Crater Lake in southern Oregon; surround it with a large valley, and then move all of it to the location of Mt. Lassen in north-
eastern California, and you have Mt. Larkin and Hidden Valley!

The ‘Naiute’ tribe of Native Americans didn’t and doesn’t exist.  Since they didn’t really exist, they couldn’t have really been
massacred at Rock River.  However, if you substitute ‘Cheyenne’ for ‘Naiute’, ‘Sand Creek’ for ‘Rock River’, ‘1864’ for ‘1845’, and
‘Colorado’ for ‘California’, and all of the other details are the same.  (i.e., rather than ‘Howling Wolf coming to Hard Rock to talk
peace with Mayor Boggs’, it actually was; ‘Black Kettle came to Denver to talk peace with Governor Evans’, etc.)  One additional
factor at Sand Creek, though, was the fact that Black Kettle, the head Cheyenne chief at Sand Creek, owned a large American garrison
flag.  A United States senator had bestowed it upon him, along with the promise that no American gun would ever fire upon him as long
as he flew that flag.  The flag was huge; the marauding soldiers at Sand Creek could not have missed seeing it. During the massacre,
hundreds of Cheyenne shoved and jostled each other in their attempts to huddle under the flag.  They did this in the belief that the flag
contained the magic of the Great White Chief’s ‘promise’, and that it would protect them.

This highly concentrated mass of humanity presented a perfect target for the Gatling-guns, and it was under that flag that the great-
est concentration of Cheyenne casualties took place.  Yes, I’m afraid that the methods used by the hard citizens of Hard Rock in dealing
with their local Native American population were pretty much SOP in the westward expansion of the United States.

Alferd Packer was real!  However, any potential students of Alferdology should note the fact that Alferd actually conducted his
culinary experiments in Colorado during the late 1870s.  To this day, it is possible to purchase Alferd Packer Cookbooks at select tour-
ist outlets throughout the state of Colorado.  Also, the words that I have my fictional judge utter at Mr. Packer’s sentencing, (where the
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judge berates Mr. Packer for eating five of the seven Democrats in the territory), are the actual words used by the actual judge at
Alferd’s actual sentencing.

Of course, Mr. Packer never really escaped from the Hard Rock jail, and never went to Hidden Valley with Charley Small, and was
never patronized by the Pied Piper.  In fact, I’m afraid in the case of Alferd Packer that art did not imitate life at all. In a previous
version of this novel, I said that Mr. Packer ended up being hung.  However, I have since learned that he was convicted of cannibalism
rather than murder since it couldn’t be proven that he actually murdered anyone, and that he ended up spending seventeen years of a
forty-year sentence in prison.  (He spent this time making dollhouses, among other things.)  I also found out that, to his dying day,
Alferd Packer maintained that one of his companions, a man named Alfred Bell, had killed everyone else whilst Alferd was out hunting,
and that Alferd himself had been forced to kill Mr. Bell in self-defense upon his return.

For Marion Mortman, I’m afraid that I straight-up plagiarized the works of Niccolò Machiavelli and Adolph Hitler.  I did this
because I personally do not have even the smallest beginning of the slightest clue as to how the minds of people like that work.  If you
haven’t read Mein Kampf by Brother Adolph, I would suggest it as an educational device.  (It is also a very disturbing book, though, so
let the reader beware!)  (Evidently, Mr. Churchill and Mr. Stalin and Mr. Roosevelt never bothered to read Adolph’s book, as Hitler
completely outlined everything that he planned to do, and, indeed, everything that he subsequently did.  He also explained in great
detail exactly how he was going to do it, and he explained in even greater detail exactly why he was going to do it!)  (Mr. Hitler wrote
the book in 1921 whilst in prison.)

Yes, I know that terms like ‘psychotic’ and ‘sociopath’ weren’t yet in use at the time that The Pied Piper of California takes place,
and yes I know that Charles Darwin didn’t come up with his revolutionary evolutionary theories until 1859, and yes I know that Mr.
Richard J. Gatling did not invent his terrible gun until 1862.  (Ironically enough, Mr. Gatling was naïve enough to believe his invention
would help end the Civil War more quickly, and thus would ultimately save lives!  This was why he invented it!)  I merely took some
poetic, (or in the case of the Gatling-gun, un-poetic), license.

John C. Frémont was real, and except for twice visiting Hard Rock, he actually did everything that I have him doing in The Pied
Piper of California. I base my assessment of Mr. Frémont’s character upon numerous accounts written by people who met and knew
him, and upon a book that Mr. Frémont wrote himself, called The Exploring Expedition to the Rocky Mountains, wherein he displays
his superior and arrogant attitude for all to see.

I would also like the reader to know that I personally have a lot more respect for Lucy Harris, (the woman who stole the original
copy of The Book of Mormon), than I could allow Jack Mooreman to have.  (Jack was supposed to be a man of the 19th Century, after
all, not to mention being Joe Smith’s best friend!)

The woman obviously had some very large cojones.

It was also refreshing to discover a genuine, bona-fide, and real-life historic heroic hero in the form of Alexander Doniphan, a man
of whose existence I had been completely unaware of until I began my research for this book.  Mr. Doniphan actually did everything
that I have him doing in The Pied Piper of California.

All other aspects of the Mexican War are also accurately described, including General Kearny’s march from Kansas to California.

And finally:  Since most ‘fairy-tales’ and ‘fables’ generally have some basis in fact, I’m afraid that I can’t say whether the Pied
Piper ever actually existed or not…

Thank you.

Dana Walker
April 1999

Seattle, Washington
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About The Author
The Author has delicate sensibilities, and he is pictured here protecting them.

The Author doesn’t live anywhere in particular, but since he tends to spend most of his time inside of
his own head, it doesn’t really matter anyway.

The Author is not a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.


