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Susanna Mehitable Rogers Sangiovanni Pickett Keate
“No woman was ever properly dressed for any occasion in her home without her apron:
checked, figured, or gingham for work, white with lace or embroidered trim for dress.
Susanna Rogers Keate is shown here in an afternoon dress of black alpaca with front
buttoned basque, silk shoulder shawl, and gray checked percale apron, busy working on an
elaborate bedspread. Her hair was brushed smoothly back and worn in a knot at the nape of
her neck. Back and side combs helped hold it in place.” Mable Jarvis, neighbor to Susanna
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PREFACE
They weren't much in a worldly way: a pewter cream pitcher and sugar bowl, a switch of
light brown hair, a hand embroidered white bedspread, a finely crafted baby shoe and a piece of
silk made in Utah's Dixie, but they brought close to me a great-great grandmother I've never met in
person.
As a young girl listening to stories of Susanna Mehitable's life I felt strongly "This is a
story that needs to be written". The years have passed, and through experiences with children of
my own, I have come to appreciate even more the legacy left me and countless others by this
remarkable lady, and felt an even stronger desire to know her better.
Researching and gathering information for Susanna's story has been a labor of love. Each
new treasure of information gleaned brings a greater appreciation for her strength and courage in
adversity and her abiding faith in her friend and Savior, Jesus Christ.
At first I wondered why she had to suffer through so much fear, rejection, loneliness, and
so much hunger and poverty throughout her life. It became apparent that she made the choice to
leave a life of physical comforts because her soul thirsted for God. Although during the rest of her
life she was denied much of the world’s luxuries and many times even sufficient food and water,
she was spiritually fed. "I am the bread of life. He that cometh to me shall never hunger and he that
believeth on me shall never thirst." John 6:35
Her life is a testimony to us, her descendants, that Christ lives; that his truths are worth any
price that may be required of us. No force other than faith in the Living God could have influenced
Susanna's decisions to choose the difficult paths she did; and no other power could have brought
her through them successfully.

Legacy of Faith
Today I stand with gratitude
An image of the past,
A part of many noble lives
Whose influence long will last.
Exceptional men and women
Who weren't afraid to dream
Made a place for my existence
In God's eternal scheme.
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I. LAKE CHAMPLAIN, CANADA
"For in Him we live and move
and have our being." Acts 17:28
Susanna held tightly to the sides of the little skiff as it dipped and swayed in the waves
along the Canadian shore of Lake Champlain. It was late summer of 1818. She had turned five
years old July 5, but it took weeks of pleading to convince her mother, Martha Collins Rogers, that
she was old enough to spend the day on the lake with her father tending his trap lines. She
felt quite grown up in her new red plisse cape sewed by her mother as she carried their basket of
lunch and bid her mother, two-year-old Charles, and baby Amelia good-bye.
They rowed from trap to trap, enjoying the sunlight dancing across the rippling water, the
gentle breeze in their faces, and the chatter of squirrels in trees along the shore. Beaver, mink and
ermine were plentiful in the green forests fringing the blue water. David White Rogers' trap line
was only thirty miles from the Northwest Trading Company in Montreal, Canada, where he could
sell the furs at a good price.
The lake extended southward for 125 miles, dividing the states of New York and Vermont.
A strategic route into Canada, it had been the scene of an important battle in the War of 1812 four
years before. Forty one years earlier, Fort Ticonderoga on the southern tip of the lake had changed
hands several times between British and American soldiers fighting in the Revolutionary War.
In contrast with the enjoyment of being with her father, was the poignant suffering Susanna
endured every time a limp little furry form was tossed into the boat. Her father confessed that it
hurt him too, and was a distasteful occupation, but there was good money in the trapping business,
and women would wear furs.
"I'll never wear any furs," said Susanna, and she never did. On the way home a furious
little squall came up and Susanna nearly upset the boat by her frantic efforts to keep her beloved
new plisse cape from getting wet.
David and his wife Martha Collins Rogers had begun their married life in Canada, moving
their little family from place to place around the lakes and streams to find better trapping. For a
time they lived in a little clearing known as Roger's Rock. They were living in Montreal when
Susanna, their first child, was born July 5, 1813 (at three a.m. according to her father's handwritten
records). The Rogers had to leave the city when Susanna was a year old so that David wouldn't be
forced to fight in the war of 1812 against his countrymen. In 1814 the war reached them when
Napoleon was defeated, and Britain was able to send 11,000 troops into Montreal and launch an
invasion by way of Lake Champlain. Fortunately the British were defeated there.
Charles and Amelia, Susanna's brother and sister were born at Queenstown, Upper Canada
after the war, July 28, 1816, and April 21, 1818. At that time the province of Quebec had been
divided into two parts. "Upper Canada", the region along the Great Lakes and the St. Lawrence
River, was settled mostly by British and Americans. Queenstown was one of the bustling little
communities along the U.S./Canada border connected by narrow dirt tracks through the forest.
Each town held a weekly market day when farmers and buyers, together with their families, met
and exchanged gossip. Some were loyalists to England's King George. Others were pro-American,
hoping to make the area part of the United States. As a result there was a great deal of conflict and
tension between the two factions. "Lower Canada," actually above it on the map, consisted of the
French settlements in Canada's northeast.
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II. LAKE ERIE
"Lo children are an heritage
of the Lord." Psalms 127:3
When Susanna was seven years old, her father gave up the trapping business and moved
the family to Pomfret on the western border of New York State. It must have been quite an
undertaking, traveling 250 miles on roads that were little more than tracks through the wilderness.
Her brother Ross was born in Pomfret February 11, 1821.
During the summer of 1822, when Susanna was nine years old, the family moved four
miles north to Dunkirk on the shore of Lake Erie, where they lived eight years. Four more children
were born to the Rogers family at this place: Gleezen, December 2, 1822; Hester, March 23, 1825;
Caroline, March 26, 1827; and David, July 7, 1829.
It was important to the Rogers that their children receive an education. Each of them was
sent to a school in Dunkirk as soon as they were old enough. Even Caroline, at age three, was
allowed to visit the classroom with her older brothers and sisters. Her visit was short, however. She
ran around and disturbed the scholars till the distraught schoolmarm threatened to cut her ears off.
In those days, many citizens considered it a waste of time and money to educate girls in public
schools, but Susanna did well with her studies, particularly math.
The house was built on a high bank overlooking the lake. From the front porch they could
watch boats sailing below, fishermen plying their trade, and swimmers enjoying the clear blue
water. Nearby, a small stream made its way through a lush meadow, orchards, and gardens. Years
later, Charles, Ross, and Caroline wrote in separate accounts of their idyllic childhood in this place
close to family and dear friends, and spoke of their longing to return to those happier times.
Caroline expressed her feelings in verse:
How oft' with my playmates in childish abandon
I've roamed through the valleys, new pleasures to find.
The murmuring streamlets, the birds singing gaily
Would chase all the gloom and the care from my mind.
Oh those cool shady grapevines and swings we made in them
Now come to my mind with those memories dear.
How we played there at evening, our tasks then all ended
With naught but sweet pleasures, with never a care.
The Rogers family traveled over 300 miles to Ticonderoga in 1825, and was there when
Lafayette came to visit. Ethel Bennett says,
"He was conducted from town to town, a veritable triumphal march, visiting
old Revolutionary War battle-grounds and the tomb of Washington. He was
received with great ceremony and genuine welcome, for many were still living who
remembered the dashing and youthful hero who came of his own accord, without
the consent of his King, to aid in the cause of freedom. He believed with such
fervor that he interested his own country in providing thousands of French soldiers
and shiploads of munitions to assist the colonies.
"In Ticonderoga a banner was stretched across the street with the words
‘Welcome Lafayette’ outlined in flowers, and every soul in the town who could
move or be moved turned out to meet the beloved old Frenchman. He was then

4
about 68 years old, but still hale and handsome. Young ladies in white with arms
full of flowers marched down the street, sowing a carpet of blossoms for the feet of
the grand old man, who had dismounted and was being escorted down the line,
greeting here an old comrade, there a disabled veteran, kissing all the babies and
shaking hands with everyone.
“The Rogers family were all there: David; Martha; Susanna, who was then
about 12 years old; Charles, age 9; Amelia, age 7; Ross, age 4; Gleezen, age 2; and
baby Hester. Susanna stood beside her mother as the patriot came up to their group;
and when he kissed the baby she said half aloud, ‘Oh, I wish I were a baby.’
"Lafayette, who had heard, spoke directly to his little worshipper. "My
dear, you honor me." In true courtly manner and with great deference as though he
were saluting a queen, he doffed his hat, and bowing low kissed the hand of the
embarrassed little girl. His visit over, Lafayette departed for France on board the
Brandywine, a vessel requisitioned for his use."
Gleezen Filmore died in Dunkirk the following December at age two and a half. In
Susanna's papers is a tribute to him, faded by time. We can sense their grief, but also their faith that
they would see him again in a higher sphere.
Gleezen Filmore is his name
Lovely and beautiful his frame.
Engaging countenance and mild
Lies here our beloved child.
Eternal bliss he now has found
No more to dwell on lower ground
From the blest regions of love
In mercy an angel came down
Led his spirit to worlds above
Lest in sin he might be drownd
May we with love and awe adore
O Lord thy goodness and thy grace
Redeemed by thy love and power
Even now he's gone to see thy face.
Family relationships were very important to the Rogers Clan as evidenced by letters still in
existence from David's father, his brother Samuel, Martha's father, her sister, and the Rogers
children. Susanna wrote: "When I was 14 years old (1827) I went with Father and Mother to Ohio
to visit their relatives. Uncle Joseph then lived in Ashtabula County near Grandpa Collins. I was at
his house and at Aunt Anna's. Aunt Katy lived some distance away. Father's brother George lived
near there too." (This trip would have been approximately 150 miles travel one way.)
David was unable to provide enough for his family in Dunkirk, so in the spring of 1830 he
made a trip to New York City to check work opportunities. In the fall he sent a letter to Martha
telling her to bring the family and join him there. The family was destitute, but Martha, with
characteristic determination, prepared for departure. Susanna was seventeen years old and David,
the baby, was one year old when Martha and her seven children left their home in Dunkirk and set
out for the unknown. Ross describes their departure.
"Neighbors came out to the wagon to bid us a last farewell. Some were so
affected they wept with sorrow, for my Mother was greatly beloved by all who
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knew her. We carried our luggage in a borrowed wagon, while we drove the
livestock and trudged along 45 miles to the city of Buffalo, New York."
At the Niagara River near Buffalo, they boarded an Erie Canal barge, one that took on
freight as well as passengers. They had only a few feet of allotted space to carry their baggage,
bedding, and food for the trip. Barges crowded the four feet deep waterway, transporting fuel,
wheat, molasses, and timber bound for the eastern markets. They traveled one and a half miles per
hour pulled by mules walking along the bank of the forty-foot wide canal. Scheduled stops were
made along the way to change mules and take on and disembark passengers and freight in such
towns as Tonawanda on the western end and Amsterdam in the east. Otherwise the boats traveled
night and day.
After traveling 363 miles, a two-week journey, the Rogers reached Troy, New York. It was
necessary to take a towboat of the Swift Line to reach New York City, but the family had no
money to pay for their passage. Martha arranged to pay the tickets when they reached New York,
using their baggage as collateral. They had boarded and were ready to sail when one of the agents
came around collecting passage money. He was angry when Martha tried to explain their
arrangements, and threatened to put the family off the boat. Finally, a satisfactory settlement was
reached, and the family arrived at their destination safely.

Most of the Roger’s homes were on the southern tip of Manhattan.
Arrow points to location of their home in 1833
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III. WATERWAYS TO THE WORLD
"The rich man's wealth is
his strong city." Prov. 10:15
New York was the biggest city they had ever seen, with numerous tall buildings and a
population of almost 300,000. When the boat got near enough to the landing, fourteen-year-old
Charles and nine-year-old Ross jumped on shore and started up Water Street in search of their
father. Martha and Susanna remained at the wharf with the other children, worrying that the boys
would lose their way in the unfamiliar streets crowded with carriages, horses, and masses of
people.
Ross tells us they walked up Water Street to the Battery (park), then up Washington Street
to Cortlandt.
"There was an alarm of fire, and for the first time in my life I saw a fire
engine. I thought it was the strangest sight I had ever seen. The engine was highly
ornamented and drawn by forty men, two abreast, each man holding to the rope
attached to the front axle. Each wore a broad brimmed stout leather hat with a large
front piece painted with the number of the engine. The men were going down
Cortlandt Street at the rate of about eight miles per hour. As they whizzed past me I
began to think I was in danger of my life. Because my brother was five years older
than me, I trusted him to pilot us through the living mass that thronged the street.
We walked up Broadway to Exchange Street, then to New York Street and number
34. My brother pointed to my father's sign, ROGERS AND SON HOUSE
CARPENTERS AND JOINERS. The building was one of those old steep tile
roofed Dutch Buildings. The first story was occupied by a hackney coachman
stable. The second was a hayloft, and the third was a low roofed garret where my
Father lived.
"We found him cooking his supper of salt mackerel and a boiled sweet
potato over a wood shavings fire. He was surprised to see us as we weren't expected
till later. We soon started back to where mother was anxiously awaiting us. Father
procured a cart man."
Delivery carts were driven by white smocked cart men who were the terror of all because
of the speed at which they traveled the congested streets.
It was after dark by the time the baggage was redeemed and loaded into the cart. They
started up the street, not knowing where they would find a house. Luckily, they found one on New
York Street, not far from David's shop. By ten o'clock, they were settled in "as well as those who
had never been outside the city."
The city was full of new sights. Washington market was a mass of humanity crowded
together purchasing food from a multitude of vendors. Every variety of meat, fish, vegetables,
fruits and breads were available there. Of particular interest were the gaslights illuminating the
streets for miles.
The winter of 1830-31 was the worst on record. Four feet of snow lay on the ground until
February. Blizzards whipped through the city leaving the family imprisoned in their home for days
at a time.
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In May of 1831, the Rogers moved to a better home on the banks of the Hudson River near
the docks. (Ross says they moved every May when their lease expired.) After school and work
were done, the children loved to sit in the nearby Battery Park and watch the big ships come in, but
it wasn't always pleasant. Caroline says,
"Steamers landed at the docks all the time. It was exciting. I remember one
day looking over the railing into the river. There I saw the body of a dead man
which had floated up to the docks all bloated, an unsightly thing to behold. Some
men in a boat were trying to get the body aboard. I became frightened and ran
away."
There was plenty to keep them busy. Charles and Ross helped their father in the cabinet
shop during the day when they weren't in school, while the girls helped Martha with the
housekeeping and baby tending. The family spent long winter evenings by the fireplace, visiting,
doing homework, sewing, or reading the Bible. The children memorized whole chapters of the
New Testament. David was a class leader in the Methodist Church. Caroline described their home
life in verse:
That dear cherished homestead! How often at evening
We talked o'er our pleasures and each had a share.
In the parlor we gathered, with ne'er a chair vacant
And bowed 'round the alter in family prayer.
And our father, invoking the blessings of Heaven
To rest on his household, his girls and his boys,
For the blessings of health, for our food and our raiment
And thanked Him for all of our manifold joys.
The year 1832 was a difficult one for them. David was prone to severe headaches and often
had a doctor bleed him to get relief. Caroline describes going to her father's bedroom.
"The first thing that met my eyes was the doctor bleeding him and some
person holding a white bowl to catch the blood. I was almost frightened to death. I
thought they were killing him… Mother said that Father had over sixty scars on his
arms where he had been bled." (Later David became a "doctor" and no longer
believed in bleeding.)
Sally Maria was born January 10, and Martha never seemed to regain her strength. In the
spring she became very ill with Typhus Fever. A Cholera epidemic raged in the city. Four
thousand people died in June alone. Doctors forbade the people from eating melons or fruit of any
kind, but David felt they were healthful. Ross said they had never eaten so many melons in one
season in their lives because they were so cheap.
Each day, Martha called the children to her bedside and asked, "Does your head ache? Do
you feel sick anywhere?" The sound of the "dead wagons" making their rounds night and day
struck fear in the heart of every member of the family.
Little Sally Maria died October 23rd of that dreadful year at age nine months, and David
Preston died December 13, age two and a half. It was up to 19-year-old Susanna and 14-year-old
Amelia to nurse the sick, prepare meals, do the housekeeping, and tend Hester, 7; Caroline, 5; and
David Preston, 3. Caroline tells how Susanna handled part of her responsibilities:
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"I remember my sister Susanna taking my dress off me to keep me from
running off to play with a little friend of mine. That saved her a great deal of trouble
chasing after me to bring me home again."
She needed to "save all the trouble" she could. Meals were cooked over a fire in the
fireplace and laundry was done by hand on a scrub board. Water had to be carried from a pump on
the street corner and heated in the fireplace. It was saline water, and "physic" in effect. More
palatable water for drinking was carried to the homes in hogsheads and sold for a penny.
In May of 1833 David took over a respectable but unpretentious boarding house on the
Battery at the corner of #1 Water Street and Castle Gardens. Caroline mentions having a colored
maid. It was common in those days to have a live-in helper who received board and room in return
for their work. Slavery was against the law in New York at that time.
They had a modern, up-to-date fireplace with a brick oven built in the wall. Hot coals were
placed inside and stoked to a flame, then the door was pushed forward forcing smoke and fumes up
the flue. When the oven was hot enough, the coals were removed and bread was placed on bricks
inside to bake.
In mid-October of 1833, a stranger came to their door asking for lodging in correct but
heavily accented English. His dress was unusual and as strikingly foreign as his manner and
speech. Susanna wrote about him many years later in a letter to her son G.G.R. Sangiovanni. The
following chapter is taken from this letter, with a few clarifications added.
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IV. BENEDETTO SANGIOVANNI
"He maketh himself rich, but hath nothing." Prov. 13:70
Benedetto was born in
1781 near Salerno, Calabria in the
kingdom of Naples, 10 miles
from Mount Vesuvius. He was
the youngest of three sons. His
only sister died when she was a
young woman. His eldest brother
was l'Abate Sangiovanni, an
Abbot. The other brother Giosue
was an M.D. and also a professor
of natural history. For many
years he served as Director of the
Royal Museum of Natural History
in Naples.
"Your father said he never
liked to study and ran away from
school when he could, into the
plantation, out hunting, or to a
pipe maker’s in the village where
he delighted to work in the clay,
making pipes with comical heads
or figures. Many was the
thrashing he got when going
home with his clothes daubed
with clay. That was where he got
his first ideas of modeling, so
useful to him when a refugee and
MAP OF ITALY
exile from home and friends.
The kingdom of Naples, covering the lower half of Italy, was ruled
"He married when 18 years
by the Bourbons. The Papal States were in the center, and Austria
of
age.
At that time things were in
ruled North Italy.
a very unsettled state. Austria
controlled Italy, who hated the rule
of the Hapsburg kings. Secret groups were formed for the purpose of gaining freedom from
Austria. Benedetto seemed to always have an ungovernable turbulent spirit, and was sort of a
leader in his neighborhood. He held offices of some kind for several years, always favoring the
Liberal Party."
Most of Italy was glad when the French navy captured Milan. In 1796 Napoleon led a
French Army into Northern Italy and overthrew the Austrians. Wherever he conquered in Italy he
set up republics with a constitution and legal reforms. He introduced representative assemblies for
the first time since the Roman Empire.
Susanna continues, "In 1807 Napoleon put his brother Joseph on the throne in Naples. I
think your father held office under him. After a year, Joseph was given the throne in Spain, and
Joachim Murat, Napoleon's ablest field marshal (and also his brother-in-law) was given the throne
of Naples. I know your father was Captain of the Provincial Guards under him for I have seen the
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papers. His main duty was the suppression of Brigands who were very numerous at that time in
Calabria. These men hid out in the mountains and vineyards of Naples and lived by pillage and
robbery. That was in the time of the famous Fra Diavolo. Your Father knew him. His name was
Michele Pezze. He was always so successful in his exploits, the country people said he was in
league with the Devil; and as the Devil and his brothers were invincible, they dubbed him 'Fra
Diavolo' or the Devil's brother. I have heard your father relate many anecdotes of him."
Napoleon was defeated at Waterloo in 1815 by the combined forces of several nations. The
Vienna congress returned the former monarchs to power in their countries, and Austria again took
over Naples. Murat gathered soldiers, intending to recapture Naples and restore himself to the
throne. Before he could do so, Murat was captured and assassinated. Many of his leaders were
hunted down and killed. Those who escaped had a price on their heads, the most notorious being
Sangiovanni.
"Your father was in hiding for three years. For two years he was in Calabria, sometimes in
the vineyards among his trusted friends, but most of the time alone in the mountains, often
suffering great privations. Sometimes the priests would try to find him and he was afraid to trust
them.
"At one time he had a narrow escape from one of the friars. As he tried to approach,
Benedetto told him 'If you come any nearer I will shoot you.' The Priest said, 'Oh my son, I want to
do you good. I want to give you good council and bless you.' He kept coming, so your father shot
him. Upon examining him, he found a stiletto in his sleeve.
"He was in hiding in the city of Naples for a year. He said even his wife tried to betray him
for the ransom. At last an American Frigate was in the Bay of Naples, and his brother and some
friends interceded with the officers, and got them to take him on board. One very rainy day,
disguised as a woman under a closely held umbrella, he walked between his brother and one of the
officers down the dock and embarked. His brother could speak English, and taught your father to
say "yes" and "very good", so that as they walked along he could seem to be speaking English with
them. They had a person waiting to come back with them so that it would not be noticed that three
persons went down and only two came back. The ship was searched for refugees before it sailed;
but he was hid in a cupboard in the Captain's cabin so they failed to find him.
"I saw a government officer in Florida that was on that ship. His name was Westcoat. He
was only a midshipman when your father escaped. The frigate was bound for Algiers. Your father
stopped there, but found he was not safe, so he took passage on a merchant ship for New Orleans.
From there he went to Mexico and Montevideo (the capitol of Uruguay), then across back to
Savannah, Georgia.
"From there he went to New York City, stayed a while, and then went to London. There
were at that time a great many political refugees in England and there were societies formed to
assist them. Your father was very proud and didn't like the idea of living on charity so he kept
looking about to find something he could do to earn a living. One day he saw some clay pipes of
fanciful shapes. He said to a friend he thought he could make better ones than that. He got some
clay and commenced sculpturing, succeeding as you can bear testimony. His talent was
appreciated and patronized. It was a wonderful gift. He could model anything: figures or animals,
life-size or miniature. I have never heard of any one that could excel him in his line. He would
make busts of persons from memory who he had not seen in years. You remember Madame
Pinaldi. He made a bust of her husband who had been dead for years. She said it was perfect.
"Prince Aquilar Murat, son of the former King of Naples, settled in Florida, twelve miles
from Tallahassee. He had a large plantation there and 400 slaves. In 1830, when Don Carlos of
Spain was trying to get the throne, Prince Murat went to Europe, and entered into a treaty with Don
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Carlos to help him in his enterprise. In return, Don Carlos should help Murat to regain the throne of
Naples.
"In England many of the Italian refugees were ready and eager to help the Prince whenever
called upon. Your father was told to be ready to raise a company and join Don Carlos and Murat
when called upon to do so. He wound up his affairs in London and went to Paris to be near at hand
when needed.
"Government spies sent word to the Chief of Police in Paris that the notorious Sangiovanni
had gone to Paris for the express purpose of shooting the King, that he had a rifle that would carry
a mile, that he was an unerring shot and never missed his mark. The police waited upon him, told
him what he was accused of and ordered him to leave Paris in 24 hours and France in 20 days; and
said he would be put in prison if found in France after that time. They shadowed him till he
embarked at Bologne for England.
"After Don Carlos lost, Prince Murat came near falling into the hands of the Austrians. He
disguised himself and shipped before the mast as a common sailor. I heard him telling the
circumstances and laughing about how nice he looked in his red woolen shirt and knit cap. He said
when he went on the ship, the captain looked at his hands and said, 'Young man, your hands don't
look like you had ever handled tarred ropes.' 'Oh,' he said, 'I have been out of practice for some
time.' The Captain did not put him to any work and he wondered at it; but after he got out to sea,
out of reach of land, the Captain took him into his cabin and told him he recognized him. He
treated him well and landed him safe in England.
"When Murat left England to return to America he told your father if he would come to
Florida he would give him land and help him
build a house. Again he wound up his affairs
and started for the 'land of the free and the
brave'. "He arrived in New York somewhere
about the middle of October, 1833 and came
to our house to board. I remember how he
impressed me the first time I saw him: a tall,
dignified looking man wearing a long navy
blue cloth cloak, faced with crimson Genoese
velvet. It was finished with a large fur collar,
fastened with cord and tassels, and decorated
with gilt ornaments. I thought surely he was
some grandee. I was rather afraid of him. I
would hardly speak to him, but my father
took a great fancy to him.
"For several days he remained mostly
in his room, receiving important looking
strangers most every day. Joseph Bonaparte,
Napoleon's brother, called upon him, and
stayed a few days. Divining that he might
appear as an adventurer to us, Benedetto
secured letters from men of prominence in
New York to prove his identity."
Joseph Bonaparte, Napoleon’s brother,
who visited the Rogers household
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V. SEA, SAND, AND SWAMP
"When thou passeth through
the waters I will be with
thee." Isa. 43:2
Henry Clay’s birth on October nineteenth confined Martha to her bed, but David and the
children were fascinated with the mysterious boarder. They listened with rapt attention as he
recounted his exploits, gesturing dramatically as he spoke.
Susanna avoided him when possible, feeling shy and tongue-tied in his presence, and
uncomfortable with the way his eyes followed her movements. He was intimidating, yet
fascinating.
What a contrast he presented to her father, who was nine years younger. David possessed a
calm, quiet strength not easily provoked and could be depended on under any circumstance, while
Benedetto seemed excitable and unpredictable.
It was a great compliment to David when this 52-year-old friend of kings asked for his
daughter’s hand in marriage. Susanna says, "When he proposed for me, Father was pleased and
used all his influence to get me to consent."
Both her parents were happy that their daughter would be spared the rough life of a
frontiersman’s wife. Susanna felt her parents knew what was best for her; nevertheless, she was
full of trepidation. How could a twenty-year-old country girl hope to please such a worldly and
sophisticated man?
After a three-week acquaintance they were married November 5, 1833, at the Methodist
Church in New York City by the Reverend Fitch Reed. She was a beautiful bride, with blue eyes,
and light brown hair long enough to sit on; however, she was not a happy one.
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The new Signor and Signora Sangiovanni remained in New York for two weeks following
their marriage, and then boarded a ship for Florida. Her family came to see them off—Martha
trying not to cry; Charles age 17, Amelia 15, Ross 12, Hester 8, and Caroline 6, behaving as if it
were a funeral. Susanna stood at the rail with this man she hardly knew, and waved goodbye to all
she had known and loved. Tugs moved the ship out of the harbor. The chill November wind filled
the sails and they were on their way to a new life. New York's skyline became less distinct, then
blended with the gray of the ocean and disappeared.
Susanna wrote, "We went by sea to Savannah, Georgia. While there we saw some Italians
your father had known when he was there before. From there we took a stage across the state to
Tallahassee, Florida, arriving there (by way of St. Augustine road) a few days before Christmas.
Madame Murat was in Tallahassee attending the horse races and other holiday festivities.”
The town of Tallahassee centered on capitol square. At the time the Sangiovannis were
there, the territorial capitol building was a small two-story wood structure with front porches up
and down. The two principle streets running north and south were Monroe and Adams. An early
painting of Monroe Street shows wood clapboard shops lining both sides of the street, men on
horseback carrying rifles, and a group of Negroes working in an open field.
Set in the wilderness amid unhappy Indians, Tallahassee was only semi-civilized. A law
provided bounty payments for the pelts of wolves, bears, tigers, and panthers. A town ordinance
levied a five-dollar fine on offenders guilty of discharging firearms or racing a horse or carriage
within the corporate limits. Ralph Waldo Emerson described Tallahassee as a grotesque place
settled by public officers, land speculators, and desperadoes. Susanna says there was a “hard set
around in those days”.
The main streets running east and west were Pensacola and Saint Augustine Road (shown
below), which the Sangiovannis and Madam Murat followed east to the plantation fifteen miles out
of town. It took most of Christmas Eve day to travel the narrow dirt road canopied with tall oaks,
whose moss-hung branches reached across from both sides of the road. They traveled through
heavily wooded rolling hills surrounded by large fields. Not far to the south were the Bayous, with
ponds and marshes, a habitat of alligators and snakes. At dusk they drove up an avenue of
oleanders to the house, which was surrounded by great oaks and magnolias.
Susanna says, “The Prince was at home on his plantation. We reached there Christmas
Eve. The Prince welcomed us very
cordially. I was very much astonished,
and so was your father, to see the style in
which he lived. The house was a long
building a story and a half high with a
room at each end, an open space
between roped in, with some additions
built on.”
(The kitchen and dining areas
were in different cabins behind the main
house, and Madam Murat’s garden was
in the center separating the buildings.
The inside was neither lathed nor
plastered but whitewashed bare logs.)

14

“Aquillar had always cherished the hope that he should regain the throne of Naples and saved his
means for that purpose. Before he went to Europe he had been rich in money and slaves. He spent
his money and sold many of his slaves to finance the attempt to regain the throne of Naples. When
we were there he had only a forth of his slaves, but he owned a large tract of land, much of which
was planted in sugar cane. We lived in a house near the sugar mill, a mile from Murat's house.
The Negro’s quarters were a mile in another direction. We could hear them singing in the
evenings, and sometimes watched their revivals and dancing."
A deed regarding the Murat plantation 'Lipona' (anagram for Napoli or Naples) was signed
Jan. 13, 1834, while Susanna and Benedetto were there. It states that Murat granted to James
Gasden in 1830 real and personal property in trust (mortgaged his property for the ill fated attempt
to regain the throne of Naples). On said date the property was redeemed and described as follows:
"All that tract of land known as the Lipona Estate in the county and territory
aforesaid (Jefferson Co.) in Township No. one, range No. three, South and East of
Tallahassee containing about thirteen hundred acres of land (approximately two
square miles) and with all and singular the appurtenances thereof as also the
following negroes: Kent, Ned, Tom, Ben, Remus, Mary, Gracy, Susan, Lucy, Tom,
Louisa, Nora, Prudence, Patsy, William, John, Susan, Nathan, Rebecca, Thomas,
Catherine, (two names illegible), Jerry, Prince, Mary, Caleb, Ben, Tom, Moses,
Clara, Emily, and Mary."
Colonel James Gasden, mentioned above, served with Andrew Jackson, who had in 1818
at the close of the War of 1812, come through the area and driven the Indians out of their village
called Tallahassee. They also captured the old Spanish Fort San Marcos on the coast South of
Tallahassee from the English, who had renamed it St. Marks.
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Prince Achille Murat (the Americanized spelling of his name? It was pronounced Ah kee’
Mur’ah) was one of the major planters who dominated the County's and town's political, social,
and economic life. According to book, The History of Tallahassee,
“He was a linguist, skilled writer, successful planter and bizarre chef. He
prepared baked owl with the head on, cow's ear stew, tails of hogs, and rattlesnakes,
adding to Tallahassee society a Gallic flavor, a spicy mixture of French
sophistication and earthiness.”
Catherine (Kate) Murat was ten years older than Susanna. She had lost both her first
husband and a baby before she was out of her teens. She joined her family when they left Virginia
for the new Territory of Florida, settling in a log house on Monroe Street in Tallahassee. Her
marriage to Murat in 1826 was the talk of Middle Florida. Opinions differed as to whether
Catherine had done very well and might yet have a throne in her future, or had married beneath
herself in this alliance with the Bonapartes.
When Achille’s mother, known as the Countess of Lipona, died in Austria, her belongings
were divided among her four children. According to an article in a 19th century magazine, The
Household,
“Achille's portion included handsome brocade hangings, sheets of linen
cambric trimmed with real lace, and 100 cook’s aprons. Catherine's father made
himself very merry at her expense over the cook's aprons and thought elegant
curtains unique belongings for log-cabin life. Madam Murat draped, with handsome
effect, the rough walls of her house with the rich brocade and made the most
becoming dresses with the sheets, and protected the pretty gowns with the cook's
aprons while busy with the housekeeper's arts."
Guests at the Murat home used golden teaspoons and fine damask napkins 24 inches square
woven with the Napoleonic crest. There were even linens embroidered in silk with the crown and
coat of arms of the King of Naples, and a marble bust of Achille's mother, Queen Caroline.
Princess Murat's garden was an informal grouping of plants and shrubs. Great oaks and magnolias
surrounded the house. A lake close to their property is named Lake Catherine, probably for her.
Social life was successful; not so the Murat's financial affairs. Achille was restless, always
ready to seek his elusive fortune in a new quarter. It didn’t take long for the Sangiovannis to
realize he would never keep his promise to provide them with land.
Susanna wrote, "I was not much in love with Florida. It rained all the time the forepart of
the winter. Your father suffered from chronic rheumatism that he got through exposures and
hardships. He soon found out there was no depending on the Prince. He was always promising
and never performing. Murat drank a good deal. The whiskey bottle was always on the table. He
was a lawyer, a justice of the peace, and a Colonel in the 7th regiment of the Florida Militia.
"Madame Murat was of the real old blue blood of Virginia. When in England she claimed
to be a niece of Washington. She was received in high circles and called Princess. She was fond of
her horses and enjoyed racing them. According to what I have read, they later embellished their
home. The Prince died in 1847, age 47. She died in 1867 at age 64 (of Typhoid). Louis Napoleon,
ruler of France and a cousin of Aquilar acknowledged her as a Princess, gave her $40,000 to pay
off her husband's debts, and allowed her a pension as long as she lived."
April 12, 1834, the Sangiovannis bid their friends good-bye and started on their journey
back to New York. It took two days, traveling south on the old plank road over sand and swamp to
reach St. Mark's Fort. Halfway to their destination, they spent the night at Benjamin Chair’s
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plantation. As they continued along St. Marks River, the marsh and salt grass was alive with the
call of birds. Occasionally, what appeared to be a rotting log would move, revealing an alligator
sunning itself along the riverbank.
St. Marks
Fort was built on a
triangle of land
where the Wakulla
and St. Marks
Rivers meet and
empty
into
Apalachee
Bay.
On a point out in
the bay, a towering
white lighthouse
watched over the
Gulf of Mexico. At
St. Marks Fort, the
Sangiovannis and
other passengers as
well as cotton
bales were loaded
on a small boat and
"lightered" down
the river to a larger
ship anchored in
the bay.
Susanna says, "We left Florida April 12, 1834, and were two weeks on the sea going
around the Cape to New York. We visited at home for a few weeks then sailed for England. It was
a very rough passage."
Today we have little idea of what "rough passage" meant. When the ship was tossed and
waves broke over the ship, passengers were confined below with the hatches closed. It was
terrifying to be in utter darkness, not knowing if each lurch of the ship would be its last. Barrels
and boxes were often thrown about, injuring the passengers. Almost all were seasick, and the stale
air was filled with smells of vomit and unwashed bodies. Food couldn't be cooked or lamps lit until
the seas became calmer.
The ships of the early 1800s were propelled by sails. The bow section was for the single
men, the middle section for married couples, and the stern for the unmarried ladies' sleeping
quarters. Bunks were six feet long, eighteen inches wide and set three feet above the other.
Passengers had to bring their own bedding, eating utensils and a container for water. The ship's
galley had kerosene stoves for the passengers to cook their allotted food on. If they preferred not to
cook their own food, they could hire it done for a dollar a day. Kerosene lamps were provided for
light, but had to be put out by eight P.M. as a safety precaution against fire.
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VI. OVER THE GREAT WATERS
"I will send a famine in the land,
not a famine of bread or a thirst
for water, but of hearing the words
of the Lord." Amos 8:11
After a voyage of six weeks, Susanna and her husband must have been overjoyed to see
land. The ship sailed up the English Channel past the White Cliffs of Dover and Margate Point.
The vessel had to wait near Tilbury for high tide before the locks were opened and they sailed up
the Thames River. The gates were then closed behind them to keep up the water level. Twenty-five
miles of docks, wharves and warehouses lined both sides of the river. There were ships of every
size and nationality.
They arrived in London June 15, 1834. It was the world's largest city with a million and a
half people, the center of world trade and finance. The streets seemed to be a mass of humanity,
drays, and horses all jockeying for space along the busy thoroughfares. The travelers saw the rich,
wearing the most costly attire, side by side with the poor, wearing scarcely enough to shield them
from the weather. Stores displayed costly merchandise, the most splendid works of man. The
Sangiovannis passed magnificent mansions, masses of brick and stone buildings, and hundreds of
churches resplendent with steeples reaching toward heaven. The city covered six square miles
intersected by the River Thames, with six stone bridges spanning its width.
Benedetto was familiar with the Marylebone area of the city, where a colony of Italians
lived. He took his new bride to meet Gabriele Rossetti, a friend and fellow political refugee from
Italy, who had been living in London since 1824. They stayed with the Rossettis in their little home
on Charlotte Street (now Hallam Street, between Portland Place and Portland Street) until they
could find a place of their own.
Gabriele was two years younger than Benedetto, married to 34-year-old Francis Polidori,
seventeen years his junior. Her mother was English, but her father, Gaetano Polidori, was an Italian
refugee who made a good living teaching Italian while he worked on a translation of Milton. The
Rossettis had four children: Marie Francesca, seven years old, Gabriel Charles Dante, six; William
Michael, five; and Christina Georgina, four.
Mr. Rossetti was a professor of Italian at King's College School, a school for boys. His sons
attended school there, while the girls were educated at home by their mother. In his spare time he
worked on translating Dante into English, wearing a pair of spectacles to help his failing eyesight.
He had an obsessive love for writings of the famous Italian poet, and later in life, suffered
delusions about him.
In the book, Four Rossettis, we get a glimpse of what the Sangiovanni’s visits were like in
their friend's home.
"Gabrielle and his wife hosted clusters of curiously garbed 'émigrés who
filled the small house at No. 38 Charlotte Street with Italian conversation and
consumed bread and butter with coffee or tea.
"What the visitors came for was talk, usually political but sometimes
literary, and perhaps out of deference for the 'Signora Francesca' and the children,
none ever smoked. There was the exiled General Michele Carrascosa, Count Carlo
Pepoli, the soprano Giudista Pasta, the anti-feminist author Guido Sorelli, the cellist
Dragonetti, the sculptor Sangiovanni, the lexicographer Petroni, and the violinist
Paganini, among others.
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"The political passions of the Elder Rossetti and friends, such as Gioseppi
Mazzini, Garabaldi, and Louis Napoleon (all three of whom led coup attempts in
Italy and France), did not involve the mother, daughters, or sons. The mother was a
gentle and presiding matron awaiting dinner. The old ex-revolutionaries each in
turn would arise and speak excitedly with broad gesticulations, emphasizing his
anger at the sad state of the continent. The others would give a refrain of sighs and
groans. The main thrust of their conversations was how each yearned to be able to
return to his native Italy.
"After dinner, the women played dominoes and chess while the men
continued their heated discussions."

LONDON
Arrows point to Susanna’s home, the Rosetti home, and the public baths where she was baptized
Benedetto found a home within walking distance of his friends. He took up sculpturing
again and did well, but still suffered from rheumatism and longed for sunny Italy. Susanna enjoyed
walks to the newly opened Regent's Park, a few blocks north of them. It was natural and wooded,
in contrast with the grays and browns of London’s busy streets. Her husband hired a tutor to give
her lessons in French and Italian. Many of the Italians in the colony taught languages, including
Frances Rossetti. She would certainly have had more patience than Sangiovanni had in teaching
Susanna, and was much more fluent in English.
In late summer Susanna received letters from her family in New York; however, the only
one still in existence is from her 14-year-old brother, Ross.
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Dear Sister,
I now take my pen to write you a few lines it being the best and only
favorable opportunity that I have since we moved down from the country (across
the Hudson River from West Point in Caldwell). I have had very good health, and
learnt (sic) how to work on cabinet furniture very good. I shall not write eny (sic)
about the afairs (sic) of the family for I expect that Amelia has wrote (sic)
everything. Adelina and Angeline and Edward (cousins) are very interesting
children. Caroline, I have not seen her yet. Mother will be home in about two weaks
(sic) and....(unreadable) will run with her. You must write as soon as you can.
I am very respectfully,
Ross R. Rogers
Winter brought the factory smoke and fog. Pervasive darkness filled their home. Even
lamps kept lit during the day failed to dispel the gloom. It must have been difficult for Susanna, far
away from loved ones and experiencing the first months of pregnancy.
April 17, 1835, she gave birth to a son, Guglielmo Giosue (pronounced Go yel'mo yo'so
way) Rossetti Sangiovanni. The baby became the object of his father's jealousy. Benedetto
accused Susanna of thinking more of her baby than she did of him, and ordered her to let the
child's nurse take complete care of him during the time he was at home.
Guglielmo was christened December 4, 1836, at St. Marylebone All Souls Church, an
imposing granite structure on the corner of Portland and Queen Anne Streets. Benedetto chose his
friend Gabriele Rossetti to be the Godfather, and also named his son Rossetti in his honor. The
Rossettis were present at the christening and
had probably recommended the church to
Benedetto, as it was the same one where their
four children had been christened.
In later years Guglielmo remembered
playing with the Rossetti Children. I'm not sure
it was always a happy experience. Gabriel and
Christina were described as rebellious and
difficult. The boys each had small animals in
cages, a squirrel that raced fruitlessly on a
treadmill, a dormouse and a hedgehog. They
played blindman's bluff and puss in the corner,
spun tops or rode a rocking horse; but even at a
young age the Rossetti children liked to spend
most of their time writing and drawing.
Christina Georgina later became a famous
poet, and Dante Gabriel became a famous
painter and poet; but both were plagued by
health problems and depression like their
father. Christina wrote the following insightful
verse:
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Though my soul may set in darkness
It will rise to perfect light.
I have loved the stars too fondly
To be fearful of the night.”
According to stories passed down through the family, Susanna went to Portugal with her
husband. Documentation isn't available for this, but it would have been entirely possible that
Benedetto escaped the effects of England's cold, damp winters on his rheumatism by taking his
wife and son to one of the resorts on Portugal's southwest coast. There he could soak up the
sunshine during the long winter months, and possibly visit with his friend Don Carlos, a political
exile from Spain.
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VI. LIVERPOOL
"The Lord will pour out his spirit
to prepare their hearts to receive
the word. Alma 16:16
In connection with his work in the Italian Refugee Organization, Benedetto established a
home for his family 200 miles from London in Liverpool, which was England's chief port. Situated
on the east bank of the Mersey River, it had a population of 223,000 people. Near docks and
warehouses on the west side of the city, poor houses lined the narrow, busy streets. On the east
side, wide paved and gas lighted streets and squares boasted elegant houses of brick with slate
roofs. Here they lived in comfort and kept open house for many refugee friends coming in on ships
from Italy and France.
Another tutor was hired to give Susanna finishing lessons in French and Italian. She had
made considerable progress in them and could converse with their foreign guests and understand
much of what was said. She was expected to play hostess at a moment’s notice, but had household
help to do so. She found herself walking a narrow line between being hospitable to their visitors,
but not so friendly that her husband’s jealousy was kindled. No matter how carefully she tried, it
was impossible to avoid Benedetto’s accusations and emotional outbursts.
Sangiovanni often took unexplained trips, she know not where, as he said little to her of his
political and business affairs. She never dared ask, fearing his ungovernable temper. Whenever
she read an article in the newspaper about some coup attempt in Italy, France, or Spain that
happened while Benedetto was absent, she suspected he was involved.
She describes her husband: "His character was a curious medley, some-times kind and
sympathetic, then jealous and suspicious to a fearful degree. He had a fearful temper. I can
truthfully say of him as Polidori (Frances' father?) said of Count Alpieri, 'Proud as Milton's Satan
and as choleric as the Achilles of Homer.' I guess you can remember some of his freaks of temper,
when he would break up chairs, dash dishes into the grate, and tear his pocket-handkerchiefs. He
was jealous of everybody and everything, truly a terrible tyrant.
"He said his wife died before he left Naples and had been dead for several years. That was
not so. I found out through letters that passed between your father and his brothers that she was
still living. His family didn't like her and were trying to get her to go into a convent. After my
suspicions were aroused, I was always on the watch and managed to see the letters your father
wrote. The ones he received I always saw, though generally altered, blotted and erased. Still I
would manage to make them out.”
In 1839 Benedetto’s brother, Giosue, interceded with the King of Naples and secured
permission for his return, but he was afraid to trust the Bourbon ruler who had been returned to
power. Ferdinand IV was a man of subnormal intelligence, dominated by his queen who slept with
his chief minister. The Austrian emperor Frances, who ruled North Italy, also had limited
intelligence and preferred raising plants to providing good government.
Looking through her husband’s pockets, Susanna found a letter from Benedetto’s son
urging his return to Italy and his wife. She said, “I found out that he had a son who served several
years in Algiers with the French army. After he returned to Naples, he and his mother lived on
some property she owned there."
Soon after the letter came, Sangiovanni told Susanna to prepare to move to Genoa, a free
port in northern Italy. Susanna suspected his ultimate destination was Naples, 400 miles down the
coast from Genoa. She begged him to allow her to take their son and go to her family in America,
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but he flew into a rage, shouting that he loved her and would not permit her to leave him. He left in
a fury, and still hadn’t returned by nightfall.
Emotionally spent, she went to bed early, hoping for the oblivion of sleep. Though her
body was quiet, her mind was in turmoil. It was impossible to stay with her husband under the
circumstances, and impossible to leave him. She had no money, no way of finding transportation
back to America, and no way of caring for Guglielmo on her own. She found comfort in prayer, a
reassurance that her Father in Heaven loved her and was mindful of her fears.
As she drifted off to sleep, she seemed to be in Naples in a splendid house, surrounded by
every luxury and comfort yet depressed and full of fear. A strange woman was always
disappearing from her room or stealthily entering, apparently bent on taking her life and that of her
little son. There seemed to be no one whom she could trust or to whom she could turn for help.
Suddenly she was being smothered and the agony of death came upon her. Half awake, she
wondered for a moment if she were dead, but then realized it had only been a dream. She slept
again only to have the dream continue.
She was in a familiar city feeling the same deep depression and was seeking help but her
friends seemed to vanish as she approached. Turning a familiar corner she observed a number of
people gathered around a speaker, who held an open book. As she drew near, the speaker spoke
directly to her, telling her he had come to help her, and if she would obey his instructions she
would be saved. Carefully noting their facial features, she asked the men what she should do. One
told her not to fear, and that all would be well. A key would be left in her possession and she was
to use it to for a journey she needed to make.
Awakening, she found a glorious morning dawning, the first rays of sunlight gilding the
treetops and stirring the birds to songs of joy. As she lay recalling her strange dream she felt
confident that it did have a meaning for her.
A penitent Benedetto returned in mid-afternoon, bringing her a strand of pearls as a peace
offering. Ardently he expressed his love for her and declared he could not live without her. If she
didn’t wish to go to Genoa, they would move back to London instead. He knew she had been
happier there. The map below shows important places in Susanna’s London experiences.
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VIII. LIVING WATER
"Blessed are they which do hunger
and thirst after righteousness for
they shall be filled." Matt. 5:6
In the Fall of 1839, the Sangiovanni family moved back to London into a comfortable
home at 23 Nassau Street, one half mile southeast of Regent's Park and one mile northwest of
Charing Cross on the Thames River. It was built of stone and brick in typical London fashion: up,
with not an inch of ground wasted. The two front steps began at the sidewalk. Similar four story
houses stood in a solid row on both sides of the street, with no break between them.
The Sangiovanni
home had three front
windows on each of the
three top floors and two
on the first floor,
probably more in back.
It must have been
expensive, as taxes
were levied on each
window.
Willard
Richards once said, "In
England smoke must
not go up the chimney
without a tax, and light
must not come in a
window without a tax....
There are taxes for
living and taxes for
dying. The only things
not taxed are cats, mice
and fleas."
Benedetto set up
his sculpturing shop on
the first floor. The following article appeared in a London newspaper.
SIGNOR SANGIOVANNI'S MODELS
The studio of this very clever artist in Nassau Street, Middlesex Hospital,
contains at this time some of the most admirable miniature models of animals and
of human figures that for a long time have been placed before the eyes of the
public, and it appears strange that an artist of such great merit as this Italian
undoubtedly is should not find greater patronage from the public than he has
hitherto. The models, which form beautiful ornaments for the dwellings of those
who have affluence and taste, are of a great variety of character, but of uniformity
of merit. There are banditti, carsairs, hunters, deer, and hounds, which are full of
truth, complete, and perfect representations of nature. There are also many
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miniature busts, portraits faithfully taken of distinguished people. The artist is
remarkable for his delicacy of finish, and for the attention he bestows on the minute
portions of his figures and groups. Everything is represented with extraordinary
accuracy, and the contrasts of costume are produced with excellent effect. The
expression of the countenances of the figures is marked. There is no exaggeration,
and the propriety of character is never exceeded. In modeling horses and other
animals, the diversity of their integuments is well given. The art of modeling in
miniature has been recently brought to England but it has flourished with success,
and has been every day carried hither. These models will increase the love for it
with all, but more especially with persons who have the art themselves of modeling.
The public and such ladies and gentlemen are very much indebted to Signor
Sangiovanni for his efforts in this branch of the fine arts.
The front door opened into a hall which led past Benedetto's studio to stairs ascending up to
the parlor on the second floor, then on up to the kitchen and dining area on the third floor, and
bedrooms on the fourth. Susanna cooked in a large brick fireplace dominating one wall of the
kitchen, but did her baking at the public bakery. She had the modern convenience of a lidded sink
under one of the windows. In the city, coal was the preferred fuel, burning hotter and longer than
wood. Even then the flats were never very warm in winter, due to London's cold mist and cold
stone floors.
Immediately in back of the houses on the opposite side of the street stood Middlesex
Hospital, a stately red brick building facing Mortimer Street, which crosses Nassau on the south.
Queen Victoria had been crowned June 28, 1838, and was much loved by her people,
having restored the commoner's respect for the throne. She rode in elaborate ceremonial
processions through the streets, observed by enormous crowds of people. Her state carriage was
formed of glass embellished with gold, and drawn by eight cream-colored horses richly
ornamented. Six carriages followed, each pulled by six horses containing members of the royal
family, lords and nobles. The Queen’s guard rode on either side of the entourage, wearing bright
red uniforms with silver breastplates and ornate silver helmets topped with long white plumes.
Sunday afternoon, August 30, 1840, Susanna was walking with her son in the late summer
sunshine when she heard strains of religious music. As she approached a park on Old Street, she
recognized the place of her dream, Tabernacle Square. A large crowd of people stood listening
intently to a speaker who held an open book. Moving closer, she was astonished to see the scene of
her dream exactly as it had appeared to her months before. The preachers were exact duplicates of
the men in her dream, Elders Wilford Woodruff and Heber C. Kimball. Brother Kimball spoke of
the great apostasy that had taken place since the days of Paul, and of the restoration of the Gospel
in the latter days, closing with an earnest testimony of the divine mission of Joseph Smith the great
Prophet whom God had raised up in the land of America. The words pierced her soul and she felt
he was speaking directly to her.
Before Susanna could make her way through the crowd to the missionaries, they withdrew
with a man who had invited them to his home. Groups lingered here and there discussing eagerly
the strange things told them by the American preachers. Disappointed, Susanna was starting to
leave, when she noticed the tall missionary, Elder Kimball, returning. The multitude thronged
around him and beseeched him to speak to them again. He willingly complied and addressed them
long and earnestly. The Spirit was with him, and they listened attentively.
Afterward, Susanna was able to speak with him. She expressed belief in his words and
requested baptism. He urged her to wait and be sure, and talk it over with her husband. When she

25
explained the difficult situation at home, he advised her to pray and follow her conscience in the
matter, but said nothing about the key in her dream.
The following week Susanna heard the Mormons preach again at Tabernacle Square. When
Sangiovanni asked where they had been, five-year-old Guglielmo told him about the American
missionaries. Benedetto was very angry, and showed Susanna newspaper accounts about the
Americans.
"Mormonites propose to plunder innocent people in the neighborhoods.
Many families of our acquaintance have been left in abject poverty after following
these shysters. Mormon preachers took some of our best people and sailed for
America. They have never been heard of since."
In late September of 1840,
Heber C. Kimball and George A
Smith came to the Sangiovanni
home and delivered a letter to
Susanna from her parents. Parley
P. Pratt had carried it from
Montrose, and because he was
laboring in Preston, he gave it to
the other missionaries to deliver.
(Later, after he brought his wife
back to England, the couple visited
with Susanna.)
In the letter, the Rogers
told of their conversion to the
Gospel by Parley P. Pratt, and
asked Susanna to listen to the
missionaries. She again expressed
her interest in the new religion and
explained her husband's attitude.
The missionaries left their address with her along with a flyer giving the time and place of
meetings. Beginning October 25 the little branch was to meet at Barnett's Academy, 57 King
Square on Goswell Road, two miles from Susanna's residence. Meetings were held Tuesday and
Thursday evenings, and twice on Sunday, 3 p.m. and 6:30 p.m.
Elder Kimball wrote a letter to David Rogers in Montrose, addressing the letter "Lee
County, Iowa Territory, North America, In care of Samuel Mulliner."
He used phonetic
spelling, which I preserve here.
Dear Brother,
Elder Smith and I went to see your daughter in London. I felt grateful to see
her as one of our country women. She seamed glad to see us and we was them. She
told us that she should be baptized the first opertunity that presents it self. She is
interested in this caus. I am in Manchester at this time at Elder Richards. B. Young,
and P. Pratt, G. A. Smith, W. Woodruff and H. Clark, and R. Hedlock. They are
well and in good spirits. The work of the Lord is roling on in this land. You will
see by the 6 number of the stamps as that will give you the account of the number
that has been added. I shall go back to London soon if the Lord will. I have got to
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go to Liverpool with Elder Young to do some buisness. From thence we shall go to
Preston from thence to Manchester then I shall go to London. Some one of us will
be there next Sabbath. We shall move our paper to London soon. All things go well
at present. My love to all inquiring friends. Remember me to your wife and family.
You will hear from us soon. I shall go to see your daughter when I return to the
city. Elder Cortur (Carter?) is waiting on this....(?)
I am your Brother in Christ,
H. C. Kimball
Benedetto was sick during much of the winter, and because he was confined to the house,
Susanna was also. Most of her contact with the church came about through letters and visits from
the missionaries. She wrote to the Elders for information on any subject that she didn’t understand,
and they answered. A letter she wrote December 3, 1840, however, was for a different purpose.
Dear Sir,
Mr. Sangiovanni called on Mr. Pistrucci to consult him about the paintings.
At first he said he could not do them for less than 3 pounds each but at last he said
he would paint the four for ten pounds which was the verry (sic) least he could do
them for and pay himself-and I do not think that you will find an artist of any note
in London that would do them and do them well for less- I thought it best to let you
know his terms because if you should conclude to have them done before you leave
town there will be no time to lose and if you decided upon haveing (sic) them done
it will be necessary for you to take your sittings in the morning- let us know the day
before you are comeing (sic) that we may make arrangements acordingly (sic).
Anyway I hope you will call to see us as often as you can make it convenient.
I cannot express how I long for an opportunity of attending your meetings. I
cannt write more now. When you write me privately direct to Mrs. Glashier (live-in
helper?) at this number. (This explains how she received mail without Benedetto
knowing.)
Yours truly
S.M. Sangiovanni
Heber C. Kimball wrote to George A. Smith December 12, reporting on the work in
London and saying he received a letter from Mrs. Sangiovanni. "She longs to get with us to be
baptized. She inquired for you." In his diary he mentions receiving a letter from her January 5, 15,
21 and 30, also February 6. He wrote "Mrs. Sangivanah" letters on January 15 and 21, and
February 11, noting it in his journal.
The missionaries made several visits to the Sangiovanni home, attempting to persuade
Benedetto to allow his wife to be baptized. They had to be extremely tactful. Benedetto enjoyed
telling of his former exploits, and by showing an interest, the Elders made themselves welcome
visitors. Wilford Woodruff, in his journal dated October 21, 1940, states:
"We walked from St. Lukes to Nassau St. Middlesex Hospital. We called upon Mr.
B. Sangiovanni, sculptor and modeler, number 23 Nassau St, whose wife was the
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daughter of David W. Rogers of New York, late of Montrose. She inquired much
about her father's family. They treated us kindly. He is an Italian. He was an officer
under Murat of Naples but fled from his country with many other Neapolitan
officers at the time Murat was deposed. After taking some refreshment with them
we walked through Regent Street (five blocks from Sangiovanni's home) which for
wealth, splendor and magnificence is not surpassed in London and probably not in
the world. It would be impossible to describe the richness, splendor and cost of the
merchandise of every name and nature through this street."
"December 26th, Saturday. I walked to Mr. Sangiovanni, 23 Nassau St. We
found him quite unwell. We dined with him and his wife. The dinner was
composed of Italian Macaroni, beef, plum puddings, nut cakes, porter, wine,
oranges and etc. We spent quite a pleasant evening in conversing with Mrs.
Susanna M. Sangiovanni concerning the Gospel and the Kingdom of God. She
received our testimony and desires to be baptized with all her heart. She conversed
much about her father's family and friends in America. We spoke of our wives and
children which we had been long separated from."
Heber C. Kimball, in his diary, tells of visiting the Sangiovannis December 22 and 28, and
then describes their December 26 visit.
"The afternoon went to Mr. Sangiovanni and took dinner with them. Had an
Italian dish. Had everything that the heart could wish. Mr. Sangiovanni was quite
sick. We got home at eight in the evening and also took tea with them."
The following letter was written by Susanna to Elder Heber C Kimball, January 6, 184l,
and speaks of the emotional turmoil she was experiencing in her marriage, and her thwarted desires
to join the church.
Dear Brother,
I again take up my pen to intrude upon your precious time without waiting
to know if it would be acceptable or not. I hope and trust you have not taken
offence (sic)- I am so low spirited and so beset on every side that I hardly know
who, where or what I am. Everything seems against me more than ever - but I have
been so long used to crosses and disappointments that they seem quite natural. I do
not look for or expect anything else. For about two months last, things seemed to be
taking a more favourable (sic) course and I fondly hoped a change was taking place
in Mr. S ('s) mind but alas that is not the case for he will not listen to anything of a
religious nature and he has said decidedly that he does not believe in the Bible or
revealed religion at all, and it seems now that nothing short of a miracle can cause a
change in his sentiments - but I will not despair. All things are possible with God
and all things are in His hands and oh I pray the Almighty to grant me patience and
resignation, and a more submissive mind under all His dealings, and I can feel now
with full confidence to cast my all into the hands of a just God, trusting that if I but
do the best I can, all this will go right. You know they say in the world that it is the
darkest before the dawn of day. Perhaps it may prove so with me. Sometimes I
think that I study Mr. S. pleasure more than I should for I am often obliged to do
things that go against my conscience for the sake of peace and quiet, and I feel as
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though I could sacrifice almost everything for the sake of peace. Whether I do right
or (w)rong in so doing, I know not.
The other night I dreamed of visiting my father. I thought you and some
others of the Elders were at his house. I thought that you and Father had a long
conversation together, after which Father came where I was sitting and took me by
the hand and said, "O my dear daughter, I am verry (sic) sorry to hear you have
been so long delayed uniting with the Church." I said, "If Mr. Kimble (sic) has
informed you that I have not been baptized, he has also doubtless told you the
reason." He said, "Yes". I said, "As I am situated what could I do? Is not my duty to
be subject unto my husband?" He said, "Yes, to a certain extent, but not upon a
subject of so much importance as that upon which the salvation a Soul depends. It
must be the devil put it in your head to think you ought to wait for the consent of
your husband, but now you are here I shall not let you depart until you have been
baptized, so prepare yourself as soon as you like." I thought I went to make some
preparations and just as all was ready I awoke. Oh, that I could for one moment feel
as I dreamed of feeling! I felt all humility and contrition. My whole soul was drawn
out in prayer and praise to the Almighty. Oh, I felt happy happy unspeakably
happy! When you write to Father or see him, I hope you will not say anything to
make him think that I'm not happy with Mr. S. He thinks I am happy and contented
and I should be very sorry if anything was said to cause him to think otherwise.
Before you came here Father wrote me that you were going forth like the apostles
of old and he begged of me if you should come here to entertain you, and introduce
you to such of my friends who were able and willing to do the same. It has grieved
me very much that I have not been able to render you the least assistance in any
way whatsoever but it is not for want of a desire to do so, for Heaven is my witness
how gladly I would do it if it was in my power. When you return to Father, if he
should question you on the subject turn it off in some way as not to inculpate Mr. S.
My poor boy is much...(illegible) as when you saw him. I gave him some
binau...(?) medicine which has done good at other times, but it has little or no effect
so I left it off and committed him into the hands of the Almighty. I pray and trust it
may be His will to spare him and give him health. For this last two weeks I have
scarcely been able to get a minute to myself to read or write. I feel very thankful to
you for the encouragement you endeavor to give me in your letters and also for
your kind prayers and wishes for me and mine and also for the explenations (sic)
you gave which were quite clear and sattisfatory (sic). The only returns I can make
is to say may the Lord reward you. I long to hear from you and hear how the cause
prospers. Pray come and see us next week when you go to take your sittings at Mr.
Pistrucci's. Do not stay away on account of what I wrote you for I can assure you
there is no occasion to. I am afraid you have wanted your Book of Covenants. I
would have sent it but I could not get any one to go to you I could trust. I expected
that the young lady you saw here would have attended your meeting last Sunday
and the Sunday before, but she said she could not get out in time.
Give my love and best wishes to Mrs. Copeland and ask her to come and
see me as often as she can. I can assure you the greatest pleasure and gratification I
have enjoyed since I left my own beloved country and kindred has been in the
acquaintance with you and Mrs. Copeland. If I am deprived of that privilege I shall
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feel almost like a lonely and lost soul in the world. Give my love and best wishes to
Mr. Woodruff and accept the same for yourself.
From your unworthy sister,
S.M.R.
(The Mrs. Copeland she speaks of was Elizabeth, the wife of Dr. William Copeland, a
prominent physician in London. This couple was baptized January 12, 1841, and gave much
needed assistance to the early missionaries.)
Brother Woodruff says, "January 15, I spent the day in writing. In the
evening we went to the Bath and baptized three members of Brother Morgan's
household (probably Susanna's friend Elizabeth, husband Benjamin, and oldest
daughter.) and confirmed them. Elder K. baptized them. Mrs. Sangiovanni made
both of us a present of a nice silk handkerchief. She feels bad because her husband
will not let her be baptized."
Elder Kimball describes the same day. "In the morning I finished one letter
to Mrs. Sangivanah. Went to Mr. Sangiovanni. Got there half past eleven, stayed 25
minutes. Gave her the letter, and received one. She gave me two silk handkerchiefs,
one for me the other to Elder Woodruff. We felt to say in the name of the Lord,
(gave her a blessing?) she shall receive an hundred-fold in this life and Eternal Life
which is to come. We also ask Thee O Lord in the name of Jesus Christ to open her
way that she may obey Thy Gospel and be gathered to Zion with Thy People and let
us see it and Thy Name shall have all the glory amen and amen.
"January 22. This morning my cold is still bad. ---I was detained til three in
the afternoon then I went and made Mr. Sangiovanni a visit. Had a good time. Got
back to my lodgings at seven in the evening."
Wilford Woodruff continues, "January 30th Brother Kimball received a
letter from Sister Susanna Sangiovanni who spoke of a lady that saw us there (at
church) and heard our testimony and was now believing. She made us a present of
two silk handkerchiefs.
"February 2... we next called upon Mr. Sangiovanni. A young lady by the
name of Miss Elizabeth Coleman made Elder Kimball and myself each a present of
a nice silk handkerchief and 2/6 in money. Mrs. Susanna Sangiovanni did the same
and also Sister Elizabeth Morgan gave each of us a handkerchief."
Benedetto allowed the Elders in his home and played the gracious host to these friends of
his in-laws, wanting them to carry a favorable impression home to the Rogers in Montrose. After
the visitors left, he vented his anger on Susanna, belittling her newfound faith and her love of the
scriptures. It was a high price to pay, as the following letter to Heber c. Kimball shows.
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Friday evening

(February 6, 1841)

Dear Brother,
I don't feel as though it would be of any use for me to try to come to your
meetings for my faith is very weak, and I have no courage at all, or at least not
enough. I know it would not be very difficult to accomplish, but I am fearful for I
know too well what the consequence would be if found out. It would be impossible
for me to come without the child (5 1/2 years), and you see there would be a risk in
bringing him for he would be sure to tell. If I could get out without him, I would
not hesitate a moment, but I cannot. Mr. S. would not let me out without the child
if he knew it, and since Elizabeth's mother has been in the Publick (sic) House (for
they keep a publick (sic) house in Tottenham Court Road called the Bedford Head)
he has not permitted me to visit her, so I cannot leave the child with her. I know
not what to do. I cannot devise any means to bring it about. I am certain you have
not the least idea how cautious I am obliged to be. So I suppose I must give it up for
the present. I don't think it is right for me to wish for it, for I feel as though if it was
the will of the almighty there would be a way opened without my running any risks.
I am sorry you are going to leave London so soon for I had cherished a hope that a
way would open for me before you left, but if it cannot be, I must submit and say
thy will O God be done. I should like very much to receive the ordinance from
your hand. I know not for why, but that has been my desire since I first saw you. I
have always felt to talk freer with you than with either of the others I have seen, in
fact, the first time I saw you, I felt to converse with you with as much freedom as if
you had been an old acquaintance or a relative. I feel very thankfull (sic) to you for
your kindnesses to me and for the interest you take in the wellfare (sic) of me and
mine. I hope you will not ceace (sic) to pray for me that I may be kept unspotted
from the world, humble, holy, watchfull (sic) and prayerful ever in the discharge of
my duty, and that Mr. S. may be brought to a knowledge of the truth as it is in
Christ and that our child may be restored to health.
I hope you will write me as often as you can for it will be a comfort for me
to hear from you now and then and hear how the good cause prospers. I shall ask
Elizabeth when I see her again if the letters may be directed to her. I am very sorry
the publication of the Star is to be discontinued.
Saturday morning
I have just been thinking, if it is as cold tomorrow as it is today, I will try to
get out with the child. I don't know as I shall succeed, but if I do I will come
directly to you. I shall come to your lodgings for I have forgotten where the chapel
is. If I come, I shall be there about eleven or a little past. Aid me by your prayers.
Your unworthy sister in Christ,
Susanna M.S.
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It took courage to slip quietly out of the house Sunday morning, February 7, on the pretext
of taking a walk. After a brisk hour and a half hike through the cold and fog, Susanna reached the
missionaries’ quarters at 42 Ironmonger Street. From there it was only half a block to the public
baths on the corner of Ironmonger and Radnor Streets. The Elders paid an entrance fee for one of
the private baths, then baptized her a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.
Both Elders Kimball and Woodruff describe the ceremony, but Brother Woodruff’s account is
more detailed.
"This was an interesting day on some accounts. We spent the forenoon by
going to the bath and we baptized Mrs. Susanna M. Sangiovanni. Elder Kimball
baptized her, and I never saw a person baptized in London that did my soul more
good than to see her go forward in the ordinance of baptism. She is the daughter of
David W. Rogers of Montrose. She has an Italian for a husband who is a very
jealous man and an unbeliever in the Bible or any of the word of God, and he would
not grant her any religious privileges, but she had a little leisure time (free from her
husband) and came three miles this cold morning to be baptized. After we baptized
her we laid hands upon her and confirmed and blessed her. Sister Susanna returned
home rejoicing in the Lord with her whole heart."
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She felt doubly blessed on arriving home, to find her husband was gone, and afterward
showed no suspicions regarding her morning’s activities. This well-kept secret warmed and
sustained her through many future emotional upheavals.
It was one of the last baptisms Heber C. Kimball performed before leaving for America. At
that time there was threat of war between the U.S. and Great Britain over the Oregon Territory.
Most of the missionaries were hurrying to complete their work (including the printing of 500
copies of the book of Mormon) and return home to safety. The British Saints were concerned that
they might be cut off from the headquarters of the Church. All who could were immigrating as
quickly as possible. Susanna longed to go with them.
February 14, the London Conference was organized, with 24-year-old Lorenzo Snow as
President. There were 46 members, among them Susanna and her friends the Copelands, Elizabeth
Coleman, the Morgans, and the Mitchells. President Snow told the Saints,
"I want your prayers, as the powers of darkness are great in this city. I shall
soon be left alone assisted only by those who are infants in the Kingdom."
February 16, Elder Woodruff writes, "I walked in company with Elders
Kimball and Snow to Mr. Sangiovanni and took tea with him for the last time. We
returned to our meeting and met with the Church for the last time." The Elders left
London four days later.
The expected war between the two countries didn't materialize. By August church
membership in London had grown to over 200 in spite of large groups immigrating. The
Millennial Star was full of accounts of ships leaving and letters from Saints who had arrived in
Nauvoo, extolling the virtues of the new land. It was the fervent desire of those remaining in
England to join them as soon as passage money could be saved.
In Susanna's papers was a Millennial Star containing a letter written by Hyrum Smith,
urging the Saints in Nauvoo to complete the Baptismal font and do baptisms for the dead. He
finished with this statement:
"Therefore tarry not in any place whatever, but come forth unto this place
from all the world, until it is filled up and polished and sanctified according to my
word, saith the Lord, come ye forth from the ends of the earth, that I may hide you
from my indignation that shall scourge the wicked."
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IX. LETTERS FROM HOME
"As cold waters to a thirsty
soul, so is good news from
a far country." Prov. 25:25
It took approximately two months for letters to cross the ocean. Letters were paid according
to the number of lines when they left New York, and cost twenty-five cents on receiving them. If
they weren't picked up in eight days they were sent to the dead letter office in London. The postal
service to London was considered expensive and unreliable so whenever possible family letters
were delivered by acquaintances traveling there. Charles describes their problems trying to keep in
touch.
"I suppose my letters never reached you as yours have never come to me, so
we are even handed as concerns letter writing. You cannot blame me for I assure
you that I am not so unfeeling toward you to neglect answering your letters for it's
my general custom to answer a letter within 24 hours after it's received."
The following letters are in chronological order.
New Bedford
September 22, 1842
Dear Susanna,
Taking an opportunity of writing to you by a friend who is to start for
London today, I improve it with great pleasure as I seldom have an opportunity of
writing to you with the certainty of it reaching you.
I am at present in good health and might enjoy the world as happily as most
people do, only that I have not seen any of our family since 1837 and I need not tell
you that our natures are so constituted that when separated from our kindred and
early companions we are unhappy. We do not seem to live--only stay as it were-dead while alive.
Since I saw you last in 1834 on board that ship which carried you from our
shores eight years ago (is it possible?), my life has been like an April sky, one of
continual change. I have roamed far from my native land, visited distant climes,
transversed the earth and the sea. I have seen the nations that lie in darkness and the
wonders of life in the mighty deep. Am I the better for it? No, no. Were I a boy
again on the shore of the deep blue Lake Erie, innocent, simple headed, and honest,
I should not wish for change. I have thought for pleasure abroad in the world I have
drank the cup of the world wandering pleasure seeker to the very dregs. It is bitter
as gall. It's as deceitful as a land pirate sign that lures the lost mariner and his
tempest tossed ship to destruction. The world holds out false lights to lead us to
destruction. We follow and when too late we repent and strike a quicksand.
But enough of this at present. I am a little gloomy. At this time my affairs of
the heart are unimaginable. I cannot give you any information from home. I do not
know whether our folks are dead or alive and well, or whether sick or not. They
have stopped writing for some cause; but I intend soon to learn now on my way
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west, and hope to see home and friends again, but we will miss you when we meet.
There will be a blank place that no one else can fill; but I hope the time will come
when we shall all see each other's face again and meet in Zion's fair city, no more to
part.
There has been another attempt to persecute the Saints by the villainous
Judas John C Bennett, a prejudiced Scoundrel of the deepest die. But it has proved a
total failure. A mob dare not attack the city now. They are too well provided with
means of defense and will support law and order.
There is the greatest excitement in this land at this time. All New England is
in commotion, occasioned by the doctrines of a certain new sect called the
Millerites who positively believe that the Messiah will come April 23, 1863. They
hold immense camp meetings all through the land. I attended one last evening when
they had from 12 to 14,000 persons. The preachers were vehement to the greatest
degree and the people excited beyond measure. Men, women and negroes pretend
to have the "staying power" which knocked them down insensible. There is all
manner of humbug, idolatry, blasphemy, covetness, and rascality...a person has got
to keep both eyes open and both ears shut... Mormonism so called steadily increases
and gathers on every hand firm and true friends and zealous advocates.
I saw Elder George Adams in Boston June last, who told me that he had
seen you and that Mr. Sangiovanni was sick. He said you were comfortably
situated, but it was thought he would hardly get well again. If anything of the kind
should happen you must write and I will come over if I can for you if there is none
of the brethren coming out that you can come with.
I think of nothing more at present only my respects to Mr. Sangiovanni and kiss my
little nephew for me.
Yours with affection
Charles A. Rogers
Sister, farewell, but not forever.
Bound with the cords of grace
Time's rolling stream will bring thee over
To Zion's glorious resting place.
The George Adams spoken of above served a mission in England and had visited in
Susanna's home. Unfortunately, after five years membership in the Church he apostatized, going
with John C Bennett, and later ending up with the Strangites.
New Bedford,
October 20, 1843
Dear Sister,
Having the opportunity of sending a letter by the politeness of Mr. Barlow
who is starting upon a journey to Europe and will visit England first, I improve it
with great pleasure in order that you may be assured that I have not forgotten you
altho long distant and far absent.
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Nothing would be more gratifying to me than to once more have the
pleasure of seeing you. Nothing conveys greater emotions in the heart of absent
friends than the thoughts of by gone days when we dwelt together in the peaceful
and endearing shades of our father's house with our own dear brothers and sisters
around, with no cares to bother or perplex us and with nothing to molest or make us
afraid. Those are the days never to be forgotten and days which we never can enjoy
again but this memory will ever be dear to me. How different is the cold friendship
of an unfeeling world to the real sympathies which brothers and sisters feel for each
other while they dwell together in the house of their youth. And how true it is that
we never know what we lose when we leave the home and scenes of childhood
days to seek for happiness in the world's vast wilderness, for we may seek for it till
our sight dims with age and our heads are grey, yet we find only disappointments
and vexation....
I have no news that will be of interest to you and will close by
recommending to your favorable nature Brother Barlow who will probably bring
this letter to you. Any favor you can confer upon him will be duly appreciated. I
wish you to write to me when you get this. I am in good health and wish to be
remembered as your friend and brother.
Charles A. Rogers
When Reuben Hedlock came from Nauvoo to preside over the London Conference in
December of 1843, he brought Susanna letters from her mother and her sister Amelia, who had
married Lewis Telle in 1841 and was living in Nauvoo. At the time the letters were written, Martha
was in Nauvoo visiting with Amelia.
June 11, 1843
Beloved Daughter,
Having so favorable an oppertunity (sic) to write, I gladly improve it to let
you know that we are still alive and well, although it has been so long since I have
seen you, yet I have not forgotten you. You are presant (sic) to my thoughts evry
(sic) day & almost evry (sic) hour. It is the greatest earthly enjoyment that I have to
hear from you & your dear little son & your husband. The presants (sic) you sent by
Elder Hyde were gratefully and thankfully received. The shawl was the verry (sic)
thing that I stood in need of. Altho we are so far sepperated (sic) & the mountains
rise & the ocean rolls between us, I do not despair of seeing you some day in
Nauvoo. I suppose you would be glad to hear some of the particulars respecting the
family--our family at presant (sic) is quite small. Amelia lives in Nauvoo &
Addison (Charles) & Ross are not--so you see there is but few of us to gather. We
have heard from Addison by a person that has just come from Newbedford (sic) He
is alive & well & he wrote to us last summer that he was comeing (sic) out here but
he has not got here. We have been expecting Ross out here but have not heard from
him for more than a year.
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(Ross had started west from New York with the family to make a home for his new bride
before she arrived. Halfway to their destination he changed his mind and went back to his wife in
New York, promising to bring her back with him as soon as he could earn enough money.)
Hester and Caroline live at home. Hester is very tall. She is the largest of the
family. She was 18 yrs old in march last--& Caroline is 16 as large as Amelia.
Henry is small but is smart and active. He often speaks about you & your little boy.
We wish you were here. He has a lock of his hair braided to send you, but (I) have
not got it with me.--We have just received a letter from Albert Rogers. They have
removed to the state of Illinois about 200 miles from here. Grandmother & Mary
are with them. Mary is married & has a son about a year old.--most of my relations
have removed to this state but I have not seen any of them yet. Grandpa Collins is
still living & his eyesight has returned to him. Aunt Phebe lives in Ohio at corribst
(sic) & was well. Sophronia is married & lives in Cleaveland (sic). She has 2
children the last account. I do not know what her name is.--My dear child try &
perswade (sic) your husband to come & see us. You can come by way of New
Orleans & it will not be very tedious nor expensive. He would be delighted with the
country. I doubt not he would make up his mind to settle here if he should come.
Brother and Sister Kimball called here a few days since. They inquired very
affectionately for you. I often see Brother K. He always speaks of you.--do not fail
to write. We often write but you do not receive all the letters. Now I must close by
sending my love & best wishes for you & yours. Your dear little boy I often think
of him & would like to kiss him.
From your ever affectionate mother,
Martha Rogers
My Beloved sister I gladly improve a few moments in writing that you may know
that I remember you. My health & that of the rest of my family is good. My family
numbers 5. I have 2 of Mr. T(elle's) children, a girl 13 yrs & a boy 11 & a litle (sic)
son of my own about 7 months old. He is a smart active little fellow & looks like
me.
This place is building up very fast. People are comeing (sic) from all parts
of the United States and other places. The temple is building and slowly the walls
are 12 or 14 feet high. Times are hard here as well as in other places but provisions
are plent(iful). We expect to send this by brother Hedlock & he will tell you how
the work is getting on in this place.
I have seen Sister P. Pratt. She thot (sic) of you & says you look like me.
She said to see you in a distant land seemed like being right back to our house. She
is well & has a young daughter 2 or 3 yrs old.
Father's folks still live in Montrose. Father is making brick this summer &
expects to build a big house on this side of the river this fall and move over. They
(keep) cows, horses & hens to live verry (sic) comfortable. If you could be with us
once in a while I fear we would be almost too happy. Mother often speaks of you &
says o dear, shall we ever see Susanna again?
The presant (sic) you sent by Elder H(yde) was much played with. We
should like to send you some token of rememberance but have nothink (sic) nice to
send to London.
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I have not room to say more. Kiss your little boy. Tell him his ante (sic)
wants him to come & see her. Give my love to Mr. S. Mother wishes to be
remembered in a very particular manner to your husband.
Mr. Telle joins with me in sending his love and best wishes to you and
yours. Do not fail to write often.
From your sister Amelia Telle
David added a postscript.
"Henry Clay says he wants you to come home to this place with your boy
and all your family so that you can stay as long as we stay, because he has not seen
you for so long. If you can come you must."
Guglielmo was baptized without his father’s knowledge in 1844 at age nine, by Richard
Margett. Susanna and her son are listed on Church records as members of the London conference
(District), Theobald Road Branch, presided over by William Benson. There were 180 members,
but only five held the Melchizedek Priesthood. The small chapel was furnished with a curtain, a
desk, pulpit and chairs. Collection boxes were set in a conspicuous place for donations to the poor
and the missionaries. Sometimes, but not always, the sacrament was passed to the congregation.
The chapel was located a little over a mile east of the Sangiovanni home. Occasionally Susanna
could get away from Benedetto and attend what was called prayer and preaching meetings.
In September of 1844 word reached the Saints in England that the Prophet Joseph had been
murdered by an armed mob. President Reuben Hedlock assured the Saints that all was well in the
Church and would continue the same.
The following January, Elder Elisha H. Davis traveled to London and told the Saints that
Wilford Woodruff had arrived in Liverpool and would visit them later. He delivered letters to
Susanna that Elder Woodruff had brought from America, one from Heber C Kimball in Nauvoo,
and one from her brother Charles.
Nauvoo, August the 24, 1844
My Dear Sister Susanna,
I received a letter from you in answer to the one I wrote you, and was glad to hear
from you. You still feel yourself bound, but let me tell you the time will soon come
when you will be set free if you should desire liberty more than pleasure; for the
Gospel is the Gospel of liberty. I have told you many things that at first looked as
though it was impossible to be brought about, but at last it was fulfilled. All things
are possible with God. My dear Sister I have many things I would be glad to tell
you but I have not time to write it; and I could not if I should try. If I could see you
face to face I could tell you in a way that you might understand. Susanna, permit
me to speak to you through Elder Woodruff. Whatever he shall be led to speak to
you will be right in the sight of God. He can tell you all things about…and him. I
am well, and family. I saw your sister (probably Amelia) a few days ago sitting by
her window. I asked her if she was well. She says yes. I asked her if she had got a
letter from you…illegible….
I am as ever your Brother in Christ. Excuse me for this short line but my
heart is good and my friendship is true for time and for Eternity.
Heber C. Kimball
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November 26, 1844
Dear Sister,
I write to you at this time by the hand of Wilford Woodruff to assure you I
have not forgotten you altho ten years and more have passed into forgetfulness; at
least many incidents connected with our past are forgotten in the lapse of time since
we last saw each other. Still, your memory of me and our early home can not be
more vivid than is mine of you and bygone days. Indeed your remembrance lives
with me in all my recollections of home when we, the two eldest of the family in
our western home spent our first remembered days together. We little thought of the
changes which the past few years have brought to pass, our families scattered
abroad as wide as the world, the ocean with her eternal wall separating us a
thousand leagues; the home of our youth now the abode of others and our names
forgotten in the place of our nativity. Yet such is the fact and in it we see the
mutability of human affairs. We see the hopelessness of all human places for
happiness--but enough on this subject. No doubt you see it the same as I do.
I learned news from the west by Elder Woodruff. All things are quiet there
now and likely to continue to be. The last letter I have had from any of the family
was the one you sent me last fall which I got in the winter.
I am a married man and have a little blue eyed daughter who I have named
Martha for our Mother. My wife is named Rebecca and is the daughter of Reuben
Keene of Fair Haven. I hope the time may come when we shall all meet in the land
of peace and happiness in the cause of God, altho it received a dreadful blow in the
deaths of the Prophet and Patriarch....
You must give my best respect to my brother-in-law, your husband and to
your dear little son. Tell him to write his Uncle Charles when you write.
Respectfully,
Your brother Charles
Mr. B. Sangiovanni
Dear Sir;
I write to you to tender my best respects and wishes for your health and
prosperity and to assure you of my request for you and desire to see you; and if you
do not come to this country in a short time, I hope to visit England in the course of
two years, and shall be happy to see you and make you a visit. May you walk in the
way of wisdom and be crowned with health and happiness.
From your brother and sincere friend,
Charles A. Rogers
Elders Woodruff, Clark, and Jones spent some time in Liverpool strengthening the Church.
While there he wrote the following letter:
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April 22, 1845
Dear Sister Sangiovanni,
I have long desired to see you and have conversations with you concerning
the cause of God in which you are engaged. I have not forgotten the acquaintance I
had with you in London. As I was asked to be in that city again in the course of a
few weeks, I hope I may be favored with an interview with you again. I rejoice that
you continue in the Faith. When I left Nauvoo I saw Brother Kimball. He sent a
letter to you by me which he wished me to deliver in person. I will put it with this in
the hands of Elder Davis. He says it will go safe to you.
I saw your brother in New Bedford. He sent a letter to you which I
forwarded to you on my arrival, which I hope you got.
Many things have transpired since I last saw you, in the progress of the
Kingdom of God, of much interest; and some scenes of horror--the death of Joseph
and Hyrum was much lamented, but the power of God has increased in the Church.
Joseph had more of the power of God with him during the last seven months (of his
life) especially in the endowment of the temple, than ever before. He was aware he
was going to be taken. The work is in a prosperous situation in America at the
present time. Nauvoo is building up fast. The Temple will be finished this fall, it is
expected, and the endowment commenced.
I saw your father a short time before I left Nauvoo, but he did not know at
the time I was coming to England and didn't send any word. I have not seen your
mother for a period of time, but they are well as far as I know.
Nauvoo is getting to be a great city. It would do you good to attend a
meeting in that place. I pray this may be your lot someday. The twelve are
organizing the United States into districts or conferences like England. Parley P.
Pratt is appointed to the presidency of the Eastern States. Charles is in New York.
The work is progressing throughout America. Elder Kimball, I expect, will spend
his time at present with President Young in Nauvoo. He sent his best respects to
you.
I hope you will be sustained through life in all of your trials and troubles
and that you may have great comfort to your day in all things. I feel you have a
wise member in the Church in London in Elder Davis. He is by my side waiting to
return to London next week. I hope you will be enabled to maintain your faith while
you live for the reward at the end of the sail. I feel much interest in the welfare of
the Saints, especially such a situation as you are in; but be of good cheer Dear
Sister. Your day of deliverance will come when you can join the society of the
Saints. Remember me in your prayers as you will be in mine.
I am now printing the Doctrine and Covenants and shall be in London as
soon as they are out to get the copyright secured. I trust I shall then see you.
But I must close. I wish to bring Mrs. Woodruff to London with me but I
shall not be able to do so at this time. She would like to see you as she is well
acquainted with your people. She sends her respects to you.
Your Brother in the Lord,
Wilford Woodruff
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It was five weeks before Elder Woodruff arrived in London. Benedetto had become
increasingly moody and controlling, refusing to allow Susanna’s LDS friends in their home, and
forbidding her to attend Church meetings. Occasionally she was able to make contact with friends
during her customary early morning walks, and found out the first part of June that the apostle was
in the city. He says on June 10,
"I took one of my long London rambles today. I arose at 5 o'clock. Took a
walk of about one mile to take the morning air. It was a hot clear morning. On my
return I found Sister Susanna Sangiovanni with her little boy had called in her
morning's walk to see us. She inquired about her father's family and Saints in
Nauvoo. Seemed very anxious to get there. Before she left I laid my hands upon her
head and left a blessing with her. I walked with her on her return home about a
mile. She sent her respects to Mrs. Woodruff (still in Liverpool),and inquired about
Brothers Kimball and G.A. Smith, as she was formerly acquainted with them."
During a conference of the Saints, Brother Woodruff asked for donations for the Saints in
Cheltingham who had suffered outrage from a violent mob. He also gave the British Saints the
opportunity and responsibility of providing a bell for the Nauvoo Temple, then in the final stages
of completion. Brother Woodruff mentions in his journal receiving a letter from Susanna June
12th, and on June 13th says,
"We had a visit from Mrs. Sangiovanni and her little boy a little time in the
morning's walk.
"June 17th, found some friends who had called to take a walk with us to
show us the city, among whom was Sister Mary Ann Mitchell, an intimate friend of
Sister Sangiovanni. Her father and mother came to spend the evening.
"June 18th, we had a visit a few moments this morning from Sister
Sangiovanni. She brought us a regular built Johnny-cake made out of American
Indian cornmeal for our breakfast. Gave me a new stock and Mrs. Woodruff a silk
work bag made out of a dress of hers. Sister Mary Ann Mitchell made Susan (his
daughter) a present of a box of toys." Later he speaks of Sister Mitchell taking her
blind mother to a meeting with them.
June 22nd, he met with the Saints in London for the last time. A testimony meeting was
held in the morning, and in the afternoon at a highly advertised meeting, he preached a "funeral
sermon on the death of Joseph and Hyrum". A large crowd filled the hall and paid the "strictest
attention" to his words. When he traveled back to Liverpool, Susanna felt as if all her hope was
leaving with him.
Benedetto suffered increasing pain from his rheumatism as damp fall weather approached,
and decided to move his family to Brighton for the winter. They traveled by train 55 miles to the
fashionable resort on the southeast coast of England. Large numbers of Londoners were there,
many who were royal and political exiles as well as the cream of English society. They rented posh
five-story flats and seemed to have nothing better to do than stroll along the sea wall and esplanade
that extended for miles along the coast.
The mood of the jolly vacationers was the direct opposite of what Susanna felt. To her it
was a winter of constant complaints and angry accusations, a winter of loneliness away from the
Church and her friends, a winter of utter desolation.
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Bad news awaited her when they returned to London in March. The Saints in Nauvoo had
been driven from their homes in the midst of winter and were suffering from sickness, inadequate
shelter and food. She had no word on how her family was faring. Wilford Woodruff had been
called home to help with the exodus.
The British Saints were counseled to stay there until Church authorities knew where to
send them. Suggestions had been made to send them to the West Coast or even Vancouver Island,
Canada. It was the general opinion that if the Saints ended up in the Rocky Mountains, those
emigrating would have to be directed around the Cape.
Spring and summer passed without any noticeable improvement in Sangiovanni’s health or
temperament. He expected Susanna to be at his beck and call every moment he was home. In
September he began making plans to return to Brighton. Susanna was full of apprehension.
Relieved that her husband had left on one of his trips, she sat down to read the Book of
Mormon with Guglielmo. They were interrupted by the unexpected sounds of Benedetto’s carriage
returning. Quickly she slipped the precious book back into its hiding place, and by the time
Benedetto had climbed the stairs, she was sitting calmly embroidering. He set his keys on the table
and began hurriedly rummaging through his papers. Finding the ones he had forgotten, he hastily
retraced his steps and left in the carriage.
The keys still sat on the table. Could these be the keys that Elder Kimball had spoken of in
her dream several years before? She stared at them a moment and then out the window at the dust
of the vanishing carriage. With breathless haste she took them, went downstairs and through the
hall to a door her husband and companions often entered but she was not allowed to. Trying
several keys, and finally finding one to fit the lock, she found herself at the head of a stairway.
Halfway down was a shelf on which stood a chest of dark wood, unlocked. She opened it and
found a veritable treasure revealed in the dim light. There were moneybags, bundles of papers and
a heap of golden coins, several of which Susanna placed in her apron pocket. Hastily she closed the
chest and returned to her room upstairs.
She had just emptied the coins into a drawer, replaced the keys, and was sitting innocently
in her chair when Sangiovanni returned in a livid rage. “Have you taken my keys?” he said, glaring
at her.
What keys, Benedetto?” she asked, calmly meeting his gaze. Recovering his keys from the
table where he had dropped them, he turned to scowl at her again before leaving in the waiting
carriage.
She looked at the coins, her passport to freedom. There was no way of knowing how long
he would be gone. It could be hours or days. There was no time to waste. Quickly she packed the
few belongings they would be able to take, and walked with her son to the Mitchell’s home. Mary
Ann agreed to take care of the luggage until her friend could arrange passage to America.
When they heard her story, Elders Davis and Hedlock gave her instructions on how to take
the train to Liverpool, and buy passage on a ship to America. She would have to travel on her own,
as no Church-sponsored ships were crossing the ocean at that time. They wrote out a recommend
for her to Church authorities in America certifying her membership. Susanna kept that recommend
all her life. Only the first part is still readable.
"This certifies that Susanna S. is a member in full fellowship in the London
Branch of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day-Saints. Our sister is hereby
recommended to the ..."(faded out)
Feeling not the least bit guilty, Susanna used the gold to pay their train fare, board and
room in Liverpool, and passage to America. Tickets cost approximately $50 from Liverpool to
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New Orleans for Susanna and $40 for Guglielmo. There was enough left over for steamship tickets
up the Mississippi to St. Louis, which cost $2.75 for adults and half fare for children.
Susanna protected her son from the knowledge that they were running away from his
father. She told him that his father went back to Brighton and died there in 1846. (I can find no
death date for him in England. Perhaps he went back to Italy.)
Susanna's friend Mary Ann Mitchell, who had been baptized in 1842, wrote a farewell
poem to her.
LINES ADDRESSED TO SISTER SUSANNAH S.
'Tis fond affection linked my heart to thee
By strong and tender ties of sisterhood
Bound by the cord of genuine love, 'tis free
From cunning craft, which marks the worldling rude.
I love thee truly, fondly wish thee blest
Without the seeking shafts of keen neglect
As some have aimed, attired in treachery's best,
Whose hearts were false with flattery decked.
The melting teardrops from my eyelid steals
While on the theme I dwell, but ah 'tis past.
Then linger not, for so my bosem feels
That 'tis even now by sorrow's cloud o'er cast.
Some boldly think we have no grief to bear
Because with silent lips we quaff the cup;
Some think in sorrows lot we have no share
Because with smiling lips, we drink it up.
But ah, we have the thorny path to tread,
O yes, we have to bear our daily cross
To climb our rugged Alps by duty led;
Be chastened by his rod and cleansed from dross.
But tho we may be plunged in ills and care,
And stern impression that may shade our brow,
Tho' tapped on rising billows of dispair,
Yet to be shipwrecked, God will not allow.
Temptation's wind may blow across our path;
Scenes may unfold which fancy cannot paint;
Hope's gleam may dim, by keen misfortune's blast;
But tell me, can a noble spirit faint?
Faint did I say? The word escaped my lips.
It cannot be while on His arm we lean
Who is Almighty, for He ever keeps
The humble souls who firmly trust in Him.
O may we of that happy number be
Who breathe "amen" to God's most Holy will;
Who with submission bow at Heaven's decree
And bid the rude tumulteous thots be still.
Thou art my own dear friend, and happy, I,
To have so good, so noble friend to love.

43
O in thy shining virtues may I lie,
Then dwell with thee in lovely worlds above.
Accept the pure effusions of my soul,
Accept the fondest beatings of my heart,
And then dear friend, when time shall cease to roll,
Will dwell in constant love, no more to part.
May Heaven's choisest blessings on thee rest;
O may thy future years be crowned with peace;
May this be thine, I'll wish thee ever blest;
And smile to see thy blessings still increase.
By a friend - Mary Ann Mitchell
At that time Mary Ann was 24 years old, 8 years younger than Susanna. They never
expected to see each other again, as her parents probably weren't able to afford passage. However,
the following October 25, Mary Ann married Elisha H. Davis, an L.D.S. missionary, and
immigrated to America. They were at Mt. Pisgah, Iowa in 1848, then in other settlements in Iowa
till 1852. Records show they were in Salt Lake by 1854, and then moved to Lehi in 1858.
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X. AMERICA AT LAST
"Council in the heart of man
is like deep water." Prov. 20:5
Full of anticipation and the hope of being reunited with her parents and the Church in
America, Susanna and her son left England, embarking from Liverpool September 16, 1846, on the
Boston sailing vessel Ashland, under Captain Williams, who was also ship physician.
This was not a Church-chartered ship. Church immigration had been suspended. On a
Church-sponsored ship Susanna would have had better food, and the benefit of daily meetings with
the Saints.
On the Ashland most of the passengers hung curtains around their berths for privacy. The
space allowed for baggage was 10 cubic feet, and it was necessary to fasten their trunks down so
they wouldn't become flying missiles when the ship rocked. Immigrants were told to bring a claw
hammer, a few ten penny nails and cord for that purpose. Anything not needed during the voyage
was stored in the hold.
During the seven-week passage, Susanna had ample time to ponder her future. She was
now free to worship openly without fear of Benedetto's jealous rages, but how would she provide
for herself and son? Up until that time Benedetto had earned the money, paid the bills, and taken
care of their material needs. Now it was up to her. A woman could earn a little money sewing,
teaching children, or working as household help, but would it be enough? If she found a good job,
she could make a dollar a day but how would she care for Guglielmo? Her parents would help--if
she could find them.
It seems appropriate here to include one of her favorite poems found in her personal papers
after her death.
EN VOYAGE
Whichever the way the wind doth blow
Some heart is glad to have it so.
Then blow it east and blow it west,
The wind that blows that wind is best.
My little craft sails not alone,
A thousand fleets from every zone
Are out upon a thousand seas.
What blows for one a favoring breeze
Might dash another with the shock
Of doom upon some hidden rock.
And so I do not dare to pray
For winds that waft me on my way,
But leave it to a higher will
To stay or speed me, trusting still
That all is well and sure that He
That launched my bark will sail with me
Thru' storm and calm, and will not fail
Whatever breezes might prevail
To lead me, every peril past
Within His shelt'ring haven at last.
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So whatever way the wind doth blow,
My heart is glad to have it so.
Then blow it east or blow it west,
The wind that blows that wind is best.
The ship reached New Orleans in November. There the immigrants had to go through
customs, and it took several days to get baggage unloaded then loaded again on a steamship going
upriver. The Europeans saw for the first time large crews of Negroes carrying heavy loads, and
witnessed the buying and selling of slaves.
The passengers were cautioned before leaving the ship to beware of swindlers and also to
be very careful in the use of fresh meat and vegetables, as they could cause sickness to persons
who had been living some weeks upon sea fare. In the city there were street restaurants kept by
Frenchmen who served moderate meals for five cents. It must have been a treat to find such
tempting fare.
As they sailed to St Louis (at eight miles per hour), they passed plantations and river towns.
Culinary water was dipped from the river and allowed to set before they drank it. Waste food and
garbage was simply thrown overboard. When it was known that some of the passengers were
Mormons, they were annoyed and persecuted in towns along the way.
Traveling day and night, it took over a week to reach Saint Louis, 1200 miles to the north.
From there important water and land routes led to the new land beyond the Missouri. It was a
major river port, a thriving city where immigrants stopped over to work and obtain outfits, or
traded for cattle and supplies to sustain them on their journey west.
When the Sangiovannis arrived in late November, a large L.D.S. branch of over 400
members was in existence there, with Joseph Stratton as Branch President. The travelers were
informed that Brigham Young and the main company of Saints were preparing to winter in the
Council Bluffs area, but it was too late in the season to join them. Church leaders traveled between
St. Louis and the Pioneer camp, obtaining supplies and exchanging information; however none of
them knew the whereabouts of the David Rogers family. Many of the branch members in St.
Louis had been expelled during the Nauvoo war six weeks before, but all they could tell Susanna
was that her father and Mother had left a newly built home in Nauvoo before the mobs attacked the
city.
Unknown to Susanna, her sister Amelia and family had been living in St. Louis during the
summer but had returned to their home in Nauvoo in October after hostilities had ceased, both she
and her husband being too ill to travel west.
Branch leaders rented most of the Mound Hotel to serve as temporary housing for
newcomers. There was nothing for Susanna to do but find work and more permanent quarters then
wait until spring. While attending branch meetings, she became acquainted with William Pickett.
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XI. WILLIAM PICKETT
"Be thou valiant for me and
fight the Lord's battles."
I Sam. 18:17
William Pickett was born November 2, 1816 son of John Pickett and Mehitable Crowell.
When he was a year old the family emigrated from Yorkshire, England to Fort Cumberland, Nova
Scotia with 16-year-old James, 7-year-old John, 5-year-old Margaret, and William. He became a
lawyer, very much interested in the politics of the day. He practiced law in Mobile, Alabama and
Saint Louis; then went to Nauvoo on assignment as a newspaper correspondent to write a report on
the "Mormon problem". He became sympathetic to their cause and joined the "New Citizens" in
defending the city. He was known as William Pickett esq., landowner, lawyer and public officer,
occasionally commuting to his newspaper office in St. Louis.
It was there William Pickett saw the published order dated June 3, 1846 from Secretary of
War W.L. Marcy to Colonel Kearney regarding the calling of recruits from the Mormons to fight
in the war with Mexico. He wrote a letter to Brigham Young in Winter Quarters detailing the
contents of the orders, so they knew what to expect before Captain Allen arrived in the Mormon
Camp.
According to Journal History of the Church, William Pickett played a prominent part in the
Battle of Nauvoo. In June of 1846, a committee from Carthage was formed to determine why all
the Mormons had not yet left Nauvoo. They requested the new citizens to send a delegation of nine
men to meet with nine "Regulators" from Carthage. The new citizens informed them they wanted
nothing to do with anti-Mormons.
The next day an armed force prepared to march to Nauvoo. The new citizens quickly
agreed to send the requested nine delegates to the company assembled within four miles of
Nauvoo.
William Pickett and eight other new citizens came out of Nauvoo to confer with the
Regulators. They were informed that the armed mob planned to march into Nauvoo to see whether
the Mormons were leaving. The new citizens stated that no armed force without legal authority
would be allowed to enter the city.
The anti-Mormons countered with the ultimatum that thirty of the hostile company would
visit the city without arms and satisfy themselves that the Mormons were leaving; and that three of
them would stay in Nauvoo at the new citizen's expense until the Mormons were removed. The
new citizens also rejected that proposition and the meeting broke up.
William Pickett and William Clifford were appointed delegates to Accomis and Brown
Counties to find out whether the citizens there sanctioned the mob actions. On Wednesday the 16th
they met with the citizens of Quincy and reported on affairs in Nauvoo. Quincy politicians, being
apprehensive that their interests would suffer, adjourned the meeting.
A large force assembled at Golden Point, joined by soldiers recruited for the war with
Mexico, causing considerable excitement at Nauvoo. One citizen said, "Every day we expected the
mob to advance and attack the city. July first, spies were sent out to see if they were still camped
there. They found no one. A heavy thunderstorm had come up during the night, drenching the mob
and their gun powder."
The new citizens were threatened that if they did not join the anti-Mormons, they would be
forced to flee the state or be killed. July 4th the mob lynched (whipped or tarred and feathered)
some of the brethren in Nauvoo. The Regulators forbid any Nauvoo citizen from going outside the
city limits.
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July 11, a group of citizens went 12 miles from Nauvoo to the Davis farm to harvest much
needed wheat. They worked all day, spent the night, and prepared to finish on Saturday morning.
About 9 a.m. 12 men were spotted on the west side of the field. Fifty more came from the east
armed with rifles, pistols, muskets, and bayonets. James Huntsman waved his white handkerchief.
The Regulators surrounded the harvesters and took their arms. Some of the men were forced to lie
in a ditch with their chests on the bank while they received twenty lashes. Four men, Phineas
Young, Richard Ballentine, James Standing and James Herring, were kidnapped while coming to
their rescue.
William Pickett was a member of the posse who pursued the mob and got close enough to
fire. One of the horses fell and the rider was taken prisoner. He told them a mob of 100 planned to
ambush the posse in a thicket just below the bridge. At that moment some of the mobbers came out
of hiding. The prisoner began to cry and said if the posse advanced they would all be killed.
Cutler and Anderson ordered the posse into two divisions. Half the men were ordered into
the brush on the right side of the road, William Pickett and his men on the left. Pickett's division
was to advance while the prisoner was taken back to the baggage wagon. The mob, seeing this,
began to retreat.
At the peril of his life, Anderson informed the mob that he had writs he would serve, and
gave them two minutes to come out of the brush. Francis Higbee placed himself in the middle of
the road and ordered the posse to halt. Anderson ordered them to advance until they were within 30
yards. The mob brought their rifles up threatening to exterminate the whole group if the posse
arrested any man. Anderson replied that if a single shot was fired, he would put every man to the
sword.
The Nauvoo infantry was brought up quickly. Their wagons made a great noise and
frightened the mob who were uncertain about the number coming against them. Rights were read,
fifteen mobbers were arrested, and the prisoners taken toward Nauvoo. Anderson forced
Spellman, one of the mob, to take him where the kidnapped men were. He led him a half-mile
upriver through a wooded area. Phineas' wagon, Ballentine's horses, a barrel of flour and a trunk
were found, but the men were gone.
Meanwhile, July 16, at the "Camp of Israel" on the plains of Iowa, Jesse Little presented to
the council a paper entitled "A concise view of the policy of the L.D.S in reference to their
emigration to California", from William Pickett esq.".
The captured Regulators had to appear in court in Quincy. There, Judge Purple discharged
them. The Sheriff of McConough County arrested William Pickett, William Anderson and Edwin
R. Cutler on a charge of false imprisonment of the 15 mobbers.
Sheriff Lawson took them to Macomb, where they were met by one hundred men who
denounced them and threatened violence. At night a drunken crowd came to the part of the house
they occupied and threatened to kill everyone there from Nauvoo. Six well-armed men were
selected to guard the staircase, which prevented any further disturbance.
At court the crowd spoke loudly, preventing the accused and their witnesses and counsel
from being heard. For this conduct they received soothing admonitions from the court. Anderson,
Cutler and Pickett returned to Nauvoo with their friends, having been bound over to appear at
circuit court.
In the meantime the four captives still in the hands of the mob feared they would be killed
any moment. They were moved from place to place to evade the posse. Often guns were held to
their heads and threats made. Their captors even attempted to poison them. Finally, after two
weeks of being held hostage, much of the time without food or rest, they escaped to Nauvoo.
1846 being election year in Nauvoo, Almon Babbitt, William Pickett, and former Sheriff
Jacob Backenstos were appointed clerks of the election, hoping they could put a stop to the intrigue
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being carried out by the Democratic party of the state. As soon as elections were over, the clerks
and poll books were taken to Almon Babbitt's house and locked in the upper room, Almon keeping
the key. Clerks were instructed to write in names of the dead and less prominent people who had
gone west. Backenstos wanted to make the election sure and borrowed names from both sides of
the Atlantic, which occupied most of the night. Notwithstanding this, the opposition party beat
them in the count by a majority of several hundred by the same villainous game. William Pickett
stated the clerks weren't allowed to go to Carthage until the returns were made, a ruse to put off his
court date.
Officers entered Nauvoo to serve writs on William Clifford, James E. Furness and William
Pickett. William Pickett, a man who knew no fear, knew that the officers had a writ for him.
Seeing them enter a store where he was sitting, he instantly arose to his feet, and before they had
time to serve the writ, he drew a pistol and said, “I hope God will strike me dead if I don't shoot the
man that serves a writ to me!" The men retreated.
Mr. Pickett refused to obey the writ because he had been informed that the regulators
intended to shoot him from a hiding place along the road to Green Plains. He offered to go before
any justice of their choice in Warsaw or Carthage and meet all the writs they issued against him,
but aid he wasn’t morally or legally bound to place himself in the hands of those whose known
object was to murder him.
August 7, the mob gathered at Col. William's house in Green Plains a few miles from
Nauvoo where court was to be held. Capt. Clifford and Mr. Furness started for Green Plains with
counsel and witnesses; however, at Warsaw, Clifford became so ill he could go no further. Mr.
Furnace was taken by Col. Roosevelt on another road, having heard that one hundred fifty mobbers
were lying in wait for them on the main road. The rest of the party continued.
A short distance from Green Plains, they were suddenly accosted by a large body of men
coming out in the road from adjoining thickets, demanding Clifford, Furness and Pickett. They
were furious at not getting the prisoners into their hands.
Ten days later, Mr. Pickett quietly slipped out of Nauvoo after dark and traveled to a distant
part of the county near the Missouri border to the home of Justice Banks who had issued the writ
against him, arriving at 6 a.m. Mr. Banks came to the door in his night shirt and refused to help
William, stating his family was asleep and he didn't wish to disturb them. Mr. Pickett said that he
had come a long distance through a lawless neighborhood who were thirsting for his blood, and
that he wanted to get the business completed before the regulators should hear of his absence from
Nauvoo.
Mr. Banks said he knew nothing about the business, that he merely signed the writs,
alleging they were brought to him completed just as he was leaving home for a few days.
Mr. Pickett then suggested the liability the justice had incurred in such poor administration
of his office, but offered to waive any formality and give bond if he would receive it. If he refused,
William would proceed against him for dereliction of official duty in giving his name to writs
prepared by the mob.
Banks still refused to take Pickett's recognizance. At Pickett's insistence they went to
Justice George Walker. After hearing them out he took Banks aside and conferred with him, then
stated to Mr. Pickett, that Esq. Banks could be ready to take recognizance at 10 o'clock at the
Walker residence. Banks left and Pickett remained at Justice Walker's house till half past 11
without hearing from Banks.
William and his friends next went to Warsaw to publicly explain his efforts to post bail. By
that means they hoped to avoid giving the mob an excuse to enter Nauvoo with an armed posse on
the pretext of arresting him. As they reached the city, the mob immediately surrounded them and
threatened violence.
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Four men certified they had accompanied Pickett to Justice Banks. Col. Levi Williams
told Mr. Pickett that he cared nothing about arresting anybody; that they were turning out to
exterminate Mormons from the earth. He said when he did go to Nauvoo he would take no
prisoners. The mob shouted in fiendish exultation.
Later, when Major McAuley was apprehended with Phineas Young’s rifle in his
possession, William Pickett and others instantly recognized the stock. He took the rifle and
returned it to its rightful owner. Witnesses accused William Pickett of theft.
As conditions worsened, Nauvoo citizens petitioned Governor Ford for protection. August
24, he dispatched Major Parker with ten men and authority to accept volunteers. Shortly after this,
Parker was replaced by Major Clifford.
Thomas Brockman assumed command of the Carthage guerrillas, a force of over 800 men
equipped with six pieces of cannon. This army prepared to lay siege to Nauvoo, took up positions
on the south side of Mulholland one mile east of town, and ordered the city to surrender.
Nauvoo citizens rallied around Major Clifford to defend the city. A couple of steamboat
shafts were converted into makeshift cannons and mounted behind barricades on the north side of
Mulholland facing the Carthage forces. All but two exploded or misfired.
Spontaneous firing began, and then on September 12 the mob advanced to the outskirts of
the city amid cannonading on both sides. William Pickett led what was called the “Kill Devil
Company” composed of a few unorganized insubordinates that fought pretty much on their own.
When Esq. Wells saw them retreating before the advance of the mob he directed Pickett to a
position in front of the volunteer lines, told him to hold it. Pickett complied and the Squire rallied
the retreating Kill Devils by calling out repeatedly "Why, who wouldn't follow Pickett!" After an
hour and a half of fighting, the mob retreated.
On the 13th the attacking forces advanced in a solid column in an attempt to rout the city's
defenders. The Mormons retired into the buildings and fired from the windows. The contest lasted
less than two hours because the anti-Mormons, ran out of powder and withdrew.
September 14, after some firing of small arms by the sharpshooters on both sides, Leonard
L Randell, William Pickett, and Joe Lathrop crawled up near the mob camp and fired. Three of the
anti-Mormons were wounded in the attack.
The little band of 100 brethren and new citizens made a brave stand against the mob
numbering near 1,000, but couldn’t hold out against them. To save lives they agreed to negotiate.
The Quincy committee came to Nauvoo September 16 to mediate. The treaty of Nauvoo was
signed, promising protection to the Saints as they left the city. One stipulation of the treaty was
that William Pickett should not remain in the city. He was given an hour to leave, while the others
were given until the following day, September 17 at 3 o'clock.
As many of the Saints who could, left immediately. They knew only too well what would
happen when the mob forces entered the city the next day. A long line of tents, wagons, cattle,
etc., with numerous sick, elderly, widows, and orphans spread along both sides of the Mississippi.
Three or four flatboats crossed the river numerous times carrying the refugees to safety.
Brother Wandle Mace describes the night. "We drove through Montrose
passing by the excited crowds, traveled about two miles and camped under the
bluffs. A little while after dark, Brother William Pickett reached our camp in a
disguise. He had fled from Nauvoo bringing the news that the Trustees of the
Church had made a treaty with the mob for the surrender of the city and its
immediate evacuation by the remnant of the Saints. Brother Pickett remained with
us all night. We made him a bed in our tent and conversed very late into the night
upon our situation. We could hear the mobocrats celebrating the desecration of the
temple with whoops and shrieks, beating drums and ringing the bell.
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We retired to bed but not to sleep; all through the night he rolled and tossed
upon the bed, cursing the mob and everyone who had brought about the surrender
of Nauvoo. He moaned and swore, 'God damn their souls to Hell. They have done
with pen, ink and paper what they couldn't do with gunpowder!' He breakfasted
with us next morning and we separated, to see each other no more."
Tuesday October, 6, Almon Babbitt and William Pickett arrived at Winter Quarters and
delivered newspapers from various parts of the union, 44 letters from the post office, and 22 letters
from the Nauvoo post office to be paid for or returned. Babbitt told the pioneers, "The mobs got
most of Nauvoo, and defaced the temple. Only one store is open. Many of the poor have gone to
Burlington and Saint Louis. We can sell church property for $125,000."
William Pickett stayed at Winter Quarters at least two weeks. I believe he was baptized
during this time. A patriarchal blessing was given to him by John Smith October 19, 1846, "in the
Camp of Israel, Winter Quarters":
"Brother William, by virtue of the Priesthood, in the name of Jesus Christ, I
place my hands upon thy head, and seal upon thee the blessing of a father: for this is
thy right according to the order and laws established in the Church of Jesus Christ
of Latter Day Saints. Inasmuch as thou hast obeyed the Gospel in times of trouble,
not regarding the rage of the enemy, neither the popular clamor of a wicked world,
the Lord thy God is well pleased, and has blessings in store for thee--even all the
blessings of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; and inasmuch as thou art obedient at all
times to the commandments of the Lord no good thing shall be withheld from thee.
And no man shall excel thee in power, in wisdom, and in understanding in the
House of Israel, for the Lord hath appointed thee to a great work: and inasmuch as
thou hast not been ashamed to take upon thee the name of Christ before all thine
enemies, no enemy shall ever prevail against thee. But thou shalt prevail against
them and the Lord hath appointed thee to a great work on the earth. Thou shalt be a
ruler in the House of Israel, clothed with all the power of the Priesthood in due
time. Thy mind shall expand like Enoch of old to comprehend and understand the
laws by which the Most High governs his vast dominion and be endowed with
power to survey the works of the Most High. In due time thou shalt be able to
govern the works of thine own hands as the Most High governs his, for thou shalt
raise up a posterity who shall be mighty in the earth. The Lord shall give thee a
companion to comfort thy heart and to assist thee in all thy labors--sons and
daughters that shall be equal to any in the House of Israel. Thy name shall be
handed down to posterity from generation to generation till time shall be no more,
and thy posterity shall be as numerous as the sands upon the sea shore. And thou
shalt see the day when the Saints shall be settled in peace and thou shalt be
rewarded double for all thy toils and all thy labor; and thy losses shall be made up
to thee an hundred-fold. Thou shalt be satisfied with the riches of the earth, and the
riches of eternity shall not be withheld from thee.--For verily inasmuch as thou art
obedient, and endure in faith to the end, thou shall possess every desire of thine
heart, and not a word of this blessing shall fail--for thou art of the blood of
Benjamin and I seal Benjamin's portion upon thee. Even so, Amen."
After William left Winter Quarters, he traveled with Dr. Sprague back to St. Louis then on
to the Nauvoo area to check out the situation there. The following letter was written November 7,
1846:
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Pres. Brigham Young
Dear Brother: I arrived here on Tuesday last, being the tenth day from the camp, in
company with the Dr. on his way to St. Louis. The trip was made through with
speed and safety.
On our way here we learned that another change of administration had taken
place in Nauvoo, and when we reached the river I found it to be dry to a partial
extent. After the mob had had complete possession of the city for five or six weeks,
then Governor Ford became suddenly valiant, and about a week ago marched into
Nauvoo at the head of about one hundred and fifty troops from Springfield. His
presence has done no good to any party, but certainly harm to us, as I think it will
impede the sale of property. The mob leaders have been in Nauvoo ever since his
arrival and during all of yesterday. Ford was on a spree with the most notorious
villains of the state, and on last evening attended a supper given by the mob leaders
who are now in Nauvoo, in honor of his arrival in the city. They are his daily
companions, and drinking with them from groggery to groggery is his only
occupation at present.
I went over to the city on Tuesday evening last, but I could not stay long.
At about late bedtime, they sent an express to Carthage and brought the sheriff with
a parcel of writs to arrest me by daylight the next morning. I crossed the river to
this place where I have remained ever since. I would not have remained an hour
here, but I find that by a few days detention I can conduct a termination of the bail
business I told you of in McDonough County, Illinois. I have got a change of
venue in all the cases and am now out of this trouble. Otherwise I should have had
to remain somewhere about here until about the first of May next, or else cause one
or two of my friends to suffer.
Dr. Sprague is now in St. Louis, and expected to be detained there about a
week. Coles, I suppose, is at Keokuk. I am to pay him five dollars for my passage,
and intended to hand the amount over to the Dr. for him on my arrival at St. Louis,
as I can command funds there. My detention here is longer than I expected, and I
am afraid that the Dr. will be back to Keokuk, and be ready to return before I can
get down. If such should be the case, I will remit the amount to him inclosed (sic)
in a letter to you at Huntsneker's Ferry as soon as I reach St. Louis in a few days.
The U.S. army has gained another great victory under General Taylor at
Monterey, which you will doubtless see detailed in some of the papers. On the 19th
of August last, Com. Stockton of the Pacific squadron took possession of the whole
of California in the name of the United States, and in his proclamation styles
himself "Governor" etc of the whole of the Mexican Territory of the Pacific. Gen.
Kearney took possession of Santa Fe in the same way without any opposition on the
25th of August.
The General was waiting for the arrival of the Mormon Battalion to
organize a force to go on to California from Santa Fe. The express from Santa Fe
met the "Battalion" on the Cimeron some time in September last, on their way to
Santa Fe. There had been considerable sickness among the "Battalion" but no
deaths; they are most likely, ere this, on their route to California….I will keep you
advised of anything important.
Yours sincerely,
William Pickett
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XII. SAINT LOUIS
"He bindeth up the waters
in His thick clouds." Job 26:8
William Pickett was a member of the Saint Louis Lyceum, an organization of male Church
members devoted to the study of the gospel and adult education. This lasted four months, October
of 1846 through January 1847, though William wasn't with them during October. The seventy
members paid dues of ten cents monthly, met twice weekly in the basement of the old Methodist
Church, and took turns giving 30-minute talks. One of the subjects studied was plural marriage.
Agnes Moulton Coolbraith Smith was a member of the St. Louis Branch in August of 1846,
having left Nauvoo before the mobs came into the city. She was the widow of the Prophet’s brother
Don Carlos Smith, and had passed through many trials. In Missouri, she barely escaped from their
burning home with her two babies, and forded an icy river just ahead of the mob. In Nauvoo her
husband died of pneumonia, their second daughter died, and then while Agnes was enduring this
personal loss, the murders of Joseph and Hyrum took place.
William Pickett and Agnes Coolbraith Smith were married early in 1847. (William was 6
years younger than she was just as Don Carlos had been.) Agnes' oldest daughter Agnes was eight
years old, and her youngest, Josephine Donna, was five. By mid-June she was enduring the physical
and emotional strains of pregnancy.
About that time, William took a second wife, Susanna M. Rogers Sangiovanni. Agnes, like
her sister-in-law Emma Smith, was extremely opposed to polygamy, and would never have
consented to sharing her husband with another wife. We can safely assume that William married
Susanna without his wife's knowledge.
It was very important for every woman to be sealed to a good man who would get her to the
highest degree of the Celestial Kingdom. William Pickett seemed a likely candidate, giving sweet
promises of eternal bliss to a lonely, destitute woman. To Susanna he was the best prospect in St.
Louis—a member of the Church, well educated, with high connections in the city and in the
Church. His Nauvoo exploits were impressive, showing his courage and loyalty to the Saints.
Former acquaintances from Nauvoo spoke highly of him. At 31 years of age, he was young and
vigorous, an immense contrast to her first husband, who was sixty-five years of age when Susanna
last saw him.
To support his families, William worked as a printer on the Saint Louis Republican. The two
wives lived in separate houses in separate LDS Branches. Although there were six branches, they
met together for Sunday services at the rented Concert Hall on the west side of Market Street
between Second and Third Streets.
We can only imagine the problems this marriage would have brought for Susanna. She had
to keep her marital relationship a secret from neighbors, Church members, and probably from her
twelve-year-old son. She and Guglielmo went to meetings alone, and watched William arrive and
escort his wife and daughters to the women’s side of the chapel. After the services, he might shake
Susanna’s hand along with other members of the congregation before taking his first family home.
During 1847, Mormons were arriving daily from Europe, at times bringing the total number
of Saints in St Louis to 1,500 plus. Those who could afford them were procuring outfits and
continuing their journey to Winter Quarters. St Louis was designated as a gathering place for the
Saints until they could join the main body of the Church on the Missouri. A Conference or District
had been established there in February with Nathaniel Felt as President. In the summer, President
Felt received a letter from Brigham Young urging the polygamous families to move to Winter
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Quarters before anti-Mormons got wind of them. Out-going President Stratton had reported that
there were two in the city when he left (and that didn’t include the Picketts). The leaders were
concerned for their safety, and worried they would jeopardize the safety of the other Saints by
remaining.
Susanna had a fervent desire to join the main body of the Church in Winter Quarters. Agnes
wished to stay in the comfort of her home in St. Louis, determined to avoid the hardships and
persecutions she had previously endured with the Saints. Matters came to a head the last of
September when Susanna discovered she was pregnant. Their secret would soon be out. Neighbors
would consider her an immoral woman. After four months of marriage and empty promises,
William quickly made arrangements to send her to Winter Quarters before the pregnancy began to
show.
Feeling abandoned and bitter towards the man who had professed love to her only a few
months before callously rejecting her, she joined the Preston Thomas family bound for Winter
Quarters. The Thomas couple had four children, two of them grown. In October of 1847, they
traveled by flat-bottomed steamboat on the Missouri River to St. Joseph on the western border of
Missouri, which was then a rendezvous for trappers and fur traders from the Yellowstone area.
There they were fitted out with a sturdy wagon, ox team, and supplies for the last 140 miles of the
journey.
Six inches of snow covered the ground as they left St. Joseph. It was hard to make out the
road, hardly more than a rough trail over the prairie. They traveled in snow a foot deep in some
places, camping in the open, making a large log fire to keep them warm. Beds were placed close
together on ground scraped bare of snow, stakes driven at the corners then the wagon cover was
placed over them for shelter. Many nights the temperature dipped below zero. Breakfast consisted
of "Johnny cake", a few slices of bacon and black coffee.
Occasionally they would see a farm house, and sometimes get a little corn for the oxen. It
was necessary to walk most of the way. This must have been particularly difficult for Susanna, as
she was four months pregnant by the time they arrived at Winter Quarters.
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XIII. WINTER QUARTERS
"If any man thirst, let him come
unto me and drink." John 7:37
They arrived at the Missouri River bank opposite Winter Quarters during the first week of
December. No ferry was needed for crossing the river, as it was spanned with a good substantial ice
bridge. The travelers were greeted warmly by many whom they had known back in London, and
taken in by friends until they could find housing. The Apostles had recently returned to their
families in Winter Quarters from the Great Salt Lake Trek of 1847, after an eight-month absence.
Among them were Heber C. Kimball, Wilford Woodruff, Brigham Young, and George A Smith
whom Susanna had known in London.
Authorities were concerned, on arriving back on the Missouri, about the abuses that had
occurred in the practice of polygamy during their absence. Some who thought themselves
authorized were performing marriages without permission. Others abused priesthood authority by
trying to take unfair advantage of the situation. No plural marriage should have been performed
without the permission of President Young or his designee, or without the permission of the first
wife. Brigham Young condemned men for
“Killing an innocent ignorant female, telling her she could not be
saved without a man; then go to some clod head of an elder and get him to say their
ceremony, all done without the knowledge or counsel of the authority of this
church.”
The leaders, when they found out about Susanna’s experience, annulled the marriage
between her and William Pickett. To have been so gullible must have caused her great
embarrassment and distress.
Hoping to find her parents, Susanna questioned every traveler who might know their
whereabouts, with no success. Besides the members in St. Louis, there were 4,000 in Winter
Quarters, 1,900 in the Salt Lake Valley, and thousands scattered all along the prairies of Iowa and
Missouri. It seemed impossible to find the Rogers.
Winter Quarters was a beautiful, well-laid-out city built on a plateau overlooking the
Missouri River. Twenty-two wards were organized under the direction of the High Council, one
ward for each five-acre block. There was a gristmill, stores, approximately 700 cabins, 150 dugouts,
and a stockade to keep out marauding bands of Indians.
The dugouts were made by digging a cave in the hillside, covering the front with willows
and mud, and constructing a chimney out of prairie sod cut with a shovel into brick sized pieces. A
blanket served as a door. Inside, a fireplace was made of pounded clay. The small room had a dirt
floor. It was this type of structure Susanna found for a home, probably vacated by a family who had
gone to the “Valley”. There was no privately owned land. The Saints were allowed to live on Indian
lands temporarily.
At the time of Susanna’s arrival, a larger meeting house called the Kanesville Log
Tabernacle was under construction across the river. Completed in three weeks, it was 60 by 40 feet
and held 1,000 people. A large fireplace was built at the west end, and next to it a recessed area held
the pulpit and clerk’s bench.
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A Jubilee Conference
convened there December 24,
25, and 26 The Saints divided
into three groups so each
could attend one day.
Meetings included sermons
from the apostles, singing, and
dancing.
On
Monday
December 27, over a thousand
men and women crowded the
new building to participate in
a historic day for the Church,
the reestablishment of the First
Presidency. The afternoon meeting began with the singing of “Come Come Ye Saints”,
accompanied by the Winter Quarters band. After three or four speakers, Brigham Young was
officially sustained by the membership of the Church as Prophet and President. Heber C. Kimball
was sustained as First Counselor, with Willard Richards as Second Counselor.
Susanna and her son celebrated Christmas by attending Conference, and by feasting on a
turkey from the timber along the river bottoms where they were plentiful. It was cooked over the
fire and served with cornbread.
The population of Winter Quarters was predominately women, due to the large number of
men away in the Mormon Battalion and on missions. Consequently, Susanna had the association of
many who understood her plight. Ward worship services were held each Sunday in their separate
schoolhouses or homes. Larger gatherings were held in the open bowery in the center of the city,
weather permitting, and frequently lasted several hours. Worshipers were called to meetings by the
clanging of the Nauvoo Temple Bell. Women seldom, if ever, spoke or prayed in the meetings.
It was a long harsh winter. The wind howled down the chimney, blowing sparks onto their
clothes and smoke in their eyes. Often when she went outside, Susanna’s skirts would freeze stiff
about her ankles and rattle as she moved. When it rained, water came down the chimney, put out the
fire , and turned the floor into mud. Water also seeped through the willow roof in rivulets of muddy
water. With very little ventilation, the air in the dugout became damp and stuffy. Food was scarce,
and Susanna was filled with despair; alone, without any means of support, and a baby on the way.
There was a great deal of sickness in the camp, and many deaths from “Black Canker”
(Pellagra), caused by a deficiency of fruits and vegetables in their diet. Wheat flour was scarce. The
main staple was cornmeal, from which they made mush or bread, with very little to go with it.
Guglielmo had to carry water a quarter of a mile. It was also a challenge for the twelve-yearold to find and carry enough wood to keep the fire burning. Because the Missouri River was muddy,
Susanna scrubbed their laundry on a washboard and rinsed it in a creek a mile away, then with her
son’s help, carried the wet clothes back to dry.
Guglielmo was fascinated when a large number of Omaha Indians visited Winter Quarters
in March. They brought moccasins and axes to trade for meat and corn. A month later, when the
grass was green on the hills surrounding the town, one hundred Pawnees camped by the Dance Hall
and swarmed all over town hooting and yelling. Guards were posted around the Church herd and
people were ordered from their farms into the city. During the night one could hear the guard call
out the hours, “____ O’clock and "All is well."
In the city, all was business and bustle in preparation for the long journey west. Immigrants
poured into Winter Quarters by wagon and steamer to join the companies heading for the Great
Basin. Other wagons continued to roll out of town to the rendezvous six miles away.
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April 4, returning missionaries brought newspapers and letters from the East. A news item
of interest to Susanna concerned Louis Napoleon whom she had met at the Rossetti home in
London. French revolutionaries had succeeded in driving French King Louis Phillipe from the
throne and Louis Napoleon was elected president. (Four years later he overthrew his own
government and proclaimed himself Emperor Napoleon III). He had made previous unsuccessful
attempts to take over the throne in 1836 and 1840, and Susanna had suspected Benedetto of giving
him assistance.
Another news item of interest to Susanna was Ezra Taft Benson’s report from St. Louis.
"Brother Pickett has been blessed with fruits of the nuptial consequences. Two fine sons at one
birth--wife and children doing well."
Horatio Pickett was born to Susanna, May 10, 1848. At that time May storms were at their
worst. When he was just four days old, Susanna, who was alone in the dugout save for a very
young girl, was obliged to get out of her confinement bed and bail water out of their lodging to keep
it from coming up to her bed. In spite of her efforts, everything was wet, her bedding, her clothing,
and the wood needed to build a fire. The terrific storm slashed wagon covers to pieces, damaged
many of the buildings, and flattened crops.
Did William Pickett know of the birth of his son? He still had some contact with Church
leaders in Winter Quarters, as shown by the following certificate sent to Brigham Young June 11,
1848.
"I hereby certify that Windsor Lyons of Iowa called upon me in St. Louis
and told me that the Whig Central Committee of Iowa had authorized $100, for
printing paper and stationary for the use of anyone establishing a paper in
Pottawatamie County. I selected the articles required to be shipped to the Bluffs at
the first opportunity. Bros. Scott and Wooley being in town, I thought they would
be most suitable to take charge of same."
The streets continued to be thronged with wagons departing for the west. Winter Quarters
began to look desolate, empty, and forsaken. May 26, Brigham Young left with a company of
1,220 Pioneers for the Valley. May 29, Heber C. Kimball and a company of 662 departed. In
June Willard Richards left with 200 wagons. Susanna longed to go to the Valley with them but
didn't have the means. There were tearful farewells as she saw old friends leave, not knowing when
she would see them again.
The Saints who couldn't go to the valley were compelled by the Bureau of Indian Affairs to
leave their homes and farms and move back across the river to Kanesville (later Council Bluffs).
October 1, 1848, two hundred families were ferried across the Missouri River to begin in a new
place, building homes and preparing for the winter. Horatio was less than five months old and
Guglielmo was thirteen years of age when Susanna moved their few belongings back across the
Missouri.
From the log tabernacle on Harmony Street near Indian Creek, the town grew rapidly in
each direction. It was described as a scrubby town of 80-100 log cabins situated three miles from
the Missouri River in a deep hollow. The business center of town developed on Indian Creek.
During this time another epidemic was taking away Saints by the hundreds. Missionaries
from many of the splinter groups were proselyting in the Mormon settlements, taking advantage of
the discouraging conditions there. It was said that by the time Brigham Young got the Saints to the
Valley, the spiritually weak had apostatized.
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XIV. POLITICS ON THE PRAIRIE
"They have forsaken the fountain of
living waters and hewed them out cisterns
that can hold no water." Jer. 2:13
Because 1848 was an election year, the large number of Mormons camped on the Missouri
could make a substantial difference in the outcome of the election. Consequently they were wooed
by Democrats and Whigs alike. The Saints were advised not to get involved in politics or take sides
with either political party. Church leaders had little confidence in either. The Democrats had been
the party of Thomas Ford, Lilburn Boggs, Thomas Benton and Martin Van Buren, so there was
great Mormon sentiment against them. Orson Hyde told the brethren confidentially that it would be
in their best interests to vote Whig. He was concerned that Democrat and anti-Mormon John
Fremont would be elected Governor of California Territory, which took in the area west of the
Rocky Mountains.
William Pickett was a Whig in Nauvoo, but changed parties to suit his political aspirations,
as the following October second excerpt from Journal History shows.
"William Pickett accompanied Almon Babbitt to this place (Council Bluffs)
to see the presiding elders. Elder Benson was gone, having left yesterday morning.
The first company was within a day’s ride of Elkhorn, but no effort was made to
overtake them. His business was to see if the vote here would be Democratic. If so,
Pickett would be appointed an organizing sheriff as Babbitt considered him a
Democrat of the purest water. Babbitt said if the county proved Democratic he could
be appointed to some office that would assure him of getting a living at Uncle Sam's
expense in California, Oregon or elsewhere west of the Rocky Mountains. In
actuality Pickett (and Babbitt) is a Whig in Democrat's clothing.
"The commissioner at Monroe County organized two precincts: Kanesville
(Council Bluffs) and Pisgah. Notices were posted and judges of the election were
appointed without our (the voters) knowledge. Pickett was mixed up with Democrats
in all their maneuvers and very likely the cause of it
October 5 the following letter was written from the log tabernacle in Kanesville by Josiah
Merritt to Brigham Young in the Valley:
"The Primary election was held. Five hundred twenty three votes were cast
(men only) and only thirty-three were Democratic. Brother Sloan, one of the clerks,
together with William Pickett went out to return the votes. The clerk refused to
receive them. Brother Pickett made a speech charging Gen. Dodge with offering a
bribe to influence the Mormon vote for the Democrats.
"Next, William Pickett was appointed organizing sheriff by Judge Carlton
pursuant to the statute and he filed his bond and took the oath of office. Zachery
Taylor and Millard Fillmore are on the Whig ticket. Martin Van Buren and John
Adams are for the Abolitionists. I perceive some indiscretion with William Pickett
and also with the Democratic clerks, but you will have to judge. The county is
organized. I had to do it as Pickett is gone."
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A letter written October 7, 1848, to Brigham Young gives another version:
"Management of the (primary) election was given to William Pickett, who
came up, set off precincts, posted notices, and present officers were chosen by the
people. After the Primary election Mr. Townsend and his fellows came to town to
shout over the Mormon votes, charging Orson Hyde who was in the East and
William Pickett with barbering the Mormon vote. They left that night with their
feathers cropped and heads held low. Our August election returns were rejected. The
Democrats denounced us, and will try to prohibit our participating in the November
election."
The Mormons cast 491 Whig votes to 32 Democratic; However, vote counting irregularities
conveniently omitted the Mormon vote and assured a Democratic victory in the County.
William Pickett, Agnes, and family traveled to Salt Lake and were in the valley early in
1852. The March Journal History states:
"A code commission was formed and Elias Smith, William Pickett and
Albert Carrington Esqs. were appointed to fill said commission; but nothing was
done until after adjournment of the session when Pickett threw up his commission
and left the territory, creating a vacancy."
As an example of their work, the Code Commission passed a law in 1851-52 saying it was
unlawful to use with disrespect the name of Deity. Lawbreakers were subject to a fine of $2-10 or
1-5 day’s hard labor on public roads.
In 1852 William and Agnes Pickett with her two daughters and their twin sons Don Carlos
and William, traveled to California where he tried gold mining in Marysvale, was snowed in at the
diggings and the family almost starved.
He began practicing law in San Francisco, but their home was robbed and burned. They
moved to San Bernadino, which had been settled by 500 Mormons. His stepdaughters were much in
demand at the LDS young people’s social affairs, but William’s law practice suffered because the
member’s disputes were settled by church leaders. He became embittered against the Church. In
1857 Journal History says,
"Utahn's letters are being stolen and published by newspapers back East
doctored up, with a tirade of false accusations and abuse. This brazen impudence is
only equaled by one William Pickett, who with his wife has been endeavoring to
make himself a little notoriety by prosecuting the polygamists at San Bernadino."
(The Saints were called back to Salt Lake soon after this, because of the approach of
Johnston’s army.)
The Picketts decided to begin a new life in Los Angeles and never divulge the fact that they had
been Mormons. They lived there for a time, then the family moved back to San Francisco with the
oldest daughter (who later became poet laureate of California) to escape her abusive ex-husband.
The man had come to the Pickett home threatening them with a gun, and William attacked him with
an ax, almost severing his wrist.
William Pickett had an extensive law library that he allowed others to use, but his practice
went downhill because he was inclined to be overly aggressive in court. He spent two years in
Oregon away from his wife “printing a paper”, then tried gold mining again in the mountains of
Sacramento. He never returned. A grave has been found with the name Bill Pickett on a crude
marker. It may be William. Agnes was left a widow again and endured more sickness and poverty.
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XV. THE REUNION
"Let them be planted in the land
of Zion with their families." D&C 57:14
January of 1849, Elder Orson Hyde who presided over the Mormons East of the
Missouri, counseled the Saints to forget past trails and grudges so they could go on to a happier
future. One of Susanna’s favorite poems indicates her feelings during this difficult time.
THE BETTER LAND
I hear them speak of a better land,
Thou callst its children a happy band.
Mother, oh where is that radiant shore?
Shall we not seek it and weep no more?
Is it where the flower of the orange blows
And the fireflies gleam thru the myrtle boughs?
Not there, not there, my child.
Is it where the feathery palm trees rise,
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies?
Or midst the green isles of glittering seas
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze?
And strange bright birds on their starry wings
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things?
Not there, not there, my child.
Is it far away in some region old,
Where the rivers wander o'r sands of gold?
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine,
And the diamond lights up the secret mine?
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral stream
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land?
Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy,
Ear hath not heard its deep tones of joy.
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair,
Sorrow and death may not enter there.
Time doth not breath on its fadeless bloom,
Far beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb.
It is there, it is there, my child.
Guglielmo says, "Times were hard during the winter. Then came the great Spring of '49,
never to be forgotten. As soon as spring opened, here they came--all colors and sizes (gold seekers).
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They were generally well equipped for the journey, only too heavily laden and well armed for those
days. The percussion cap had just come in, consequently many of the old time flint locks were to be
seen. 'Pepper-box' revolvers were stuck in belts alongside of a long butcher knife. Guns were
muzzle loaders."
Because of the California-bound travelers, Kanesville's economy boomed. Tent villages
circled the town. Long lines of wagons and vast herds of horses and oxen moved into the area each
day. Ferries were kept busy crossing them to the west side of the River. Prices rose ten times over
on many food items. For example, Corn increased from 20 cents a bushel to $3. Even at that price
there was great demand for all the produce the Saints could raise.
In groups of men thronging the streets and businesses, and from their camps, one could hear
strains of the popular new Stephen Foster song,
"Oh Susanna, oh don't you cry for me.
For I'm goin to 'Californy' with my banjo on my knee."
Susanna and Guglielmo were out weeding their little garden plot one hot June morning
while Horatio slept. One of the travelers watched them intently as he walked up the dusty street
toward them. To their surprise he turned at their walk and called out, “Susanna!” In an instant he
was embracing his long lost sister and becoming
acquainted with her sons.
Ross had grown from a gangly thirteenyear-old when Susanna had last seen him, to a
stocky 28-year-old married man. He was on his
way to seek his fortune in the “gold fields” of
California. While in the Mormon community he
had looked up Church leaders, who told him
about his sister and family. Ross immediately
changed his plans and took them in his wagon on
the two-week trip back to the Rogers’ homestead
in Oskaloosa, Madison Township, Polk County,
Iowa.
There, Susanna and her boys were
reunited with her parents, youngest brother Henry
Clay, and Ross Ramson's family. For the first
time David and Martha met their grandsons,
fourteen-year-old Guglielmo, and fifteen-monthold Horatio. Susanna became acquainted with
Ross's wife Helen and their four children, ranging
in age from seven years to nine months. Henry
Clay, only a baby when Susanna left home, was a
young man of sixteen.
Her two sisters Hester and Caroline were now married women with children. They and their
husbands lived 30 miles away on neighboring farms ten miles above Des Moine in what was first
known as Raccoon Forks, but later became Polk City, Iowa.
Susanna learned of the tragic shooting death of her sister Amelia that took place in July of
1847. Unable to sleep, Amelia had gone outside their home in Nauvoo for some cool air during the
night. Her husband, mistaking her for a burglar, shot her in the chest as she came back in the door.
She didn't want to worry her parents, believing she was recovering, so they weren't notified. The

61
Prophet's widow, Emma Smith, cared for her until her death four months later. The baby, Martha
Telle, was raised by Hester who had lost a baby girl the same age. Mr. Telle took the two boys.
What a time the Rogers must have had sharing their experiences of the previous fifteen
years, especially those connected with the new religion!
In July of 1839, David had been walking home from church, when he heard a meeting in
progress and stopped to listen. He was impressed with what he heard. At the end of the meeting the
speaker asked if anyone present wished to say something. David bore testimony that he knew what
they had said was the truth. When he sat down somebody asked, "Do you know who these men are?
They are Mormons." (Parley P. Pratt and Elijah Fordham).
There was much anti-Mormon sentiment in his neighborhood, but David obtained a copy of
the Book of Mormon, determined to know the truth. Shutting himself in his room he studied the
new book and the Bible, fasted, and prayed for three days. After that time he came out and told the
family, "The room was ablaze with light as the noonday sun. I saw Joseph Smith sitting at a stand in
the corner of the room with a Book of Mormon in his hand." He described the man he saw in his
room to Parley P. Pratt, who said he could not have described the prophet any better himself.
Martha had dreamed that she was in the midst of a heavy washing when she heard a knock
at the door. Rather vexed, she opened it and found two men professing to be ministers of the
Gospel, and asking to see her husband, as they had a message of great importance to deliver. One
was large and dark with a pleasant, intelligent countenance, while the other was a small man but
very earnest. She did not remember their message but was impressed that it was of great worth.
It had passed from her mind until one morning while doing her laundry, she was disturbed
by a knock at the door. To her surprise, it was the two men of her dream, Parley P. Pratt and Elijah
Fordham. They asked for her husband. She informed them he was away from home and would not
return until nightfall. They promised to return in the evening, saying they had a message of great
importance for him. She was convinced that they had the truth.
David brought chairs from his warehouse and placed them in a large room of his home for
meetings, which were well attended. He then joined with one of the members and rented a small
room, filling it with chairs for a regular place of worship. This was generally crowded. They had no
hymnbooks, so David compiled one and had it published. (He was later censored for doing so
without permission).
On December 19, 1837, the Rogers Family was baptized in the East River by Parley P Pratt.
Later, Wilford Woodruff visited the Saints in New York and stayed with the Rogers. In his journal
he expressed appreciation for such good Saints.
In September of 1838 the family left New York to join the Saints in Missouri. Their
household goods were sent by water to Richmond's Landing in Missouri. They traveled by wagon
over the new Cumberland Gap road to Quincy, Ohio.
When they reached Quincy in November, they found that the Saints had been expelled from
the state and were straggling back in the cold of winter with little warm clothing or food. David was
in charge of the commissary, which contained donated goods to help them. They and their traveling
companions, the Mace family, rented a large home in Quincy, which became known as the Council
House, where many Church meetings were held, and many homeless Saints were sheltered.
David was a member of the committee of three chosen to check out the Commerce area as a
possible gathering place for the Church. He and Isaac Barlowe spent nine days exploring the area
and gave Church leaders a positive report. It was decided to send the letter from the seller, Isaac
Galland, and David Roger's written report to the Prophet in the Liberty Jail in Missouri. David
accepted the appointment from Bishop Edward Partridge to take the papers to the Prophet in the
Liberty Jail, to sell Mormon lands in Jackson County, and to obtain money to transport the poor
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members to safety, even though he knew the mobs had threatened to kill any Mormon who came to
sell or take possession of the lands.
In five days he had reached Far West, where he made a report to the brethren still there, then
went to Liberty Jail to see the Prophet and deliver the papers.
Receiving his sanction, David and Charles Bird crossed over the river into Jackson County
and went to Independence. David registered his power of attorney, paid up all the taxes that had
accumulated on the land for the past five years, and then advertised several plots of land for sale. He
sold the Whitmer farm for $700 cash and a horse, saddle and bridle worth $100.
The next morning as they were crossing the public square, a posse of forty men surrounded
them. Soon, a crowd of 300 people had joined the group. One of the posse informed David that he
must deliver up to them the money and property and leave the county before sunset or he would be
a dead man.
David said, "You have pronounced sentence upon me. Can I be allowed the privilege
granted to condemned criminals in courts of law?"
David rehearsed how the Saints had settled on the land and subsequently been driven out,
and how the poor, the old, the cripples, widows and orphans needed the money to convey them out
of the state. He said, "I am sent here to perform God's business, and in the name of Israel's God and
by His power, I shall accomplish the work. In no way can I be prevented, only by willful, cold
blooded murder." He yanked open his coat and vest, baring his bosom. "If anyone present is
prepared for that, now is the best time you can ever have. In the blaze of this beautiful morning sun
and in the presence of this large concourse of witnesses, the honor and glory of the deed may
descend to the latest posterity." The people began to slink away, and before long David was alone.
He sold all the land he was authorized to sell, receiving $2,700.
David stopped for a few days in Far West. An apostate swore out an attachment for $360
and placed a lien on five yoke of oxen, three horses, a wagon, and $300 worth of dry goods. To save
the property for the brethren traveling out of the state, David paid the money.
While traveling back to Quincy, he saw Sheriff Brasfield with a posse looking for the
Prophet Joseph, who had escaped jail. Brasfield said, as he passed a bow over the strings of a fiddle
he was holding, "When you see Smith, tell him for me if I ever find him I will play him the tune
'Old Joe Smith'" (to the tune of Old Black Joe).
David brought the family of Parley P. Pratt from Far West to Quincy. The Mississippi River
was flooding and they had to travel several miles down river to find a ferry. There was a large
slough to cross where the water came up to the wagon-bed. As David was driving up the bank out
of the water, he could see something in the water that looked like a bundle of clothes.
Sister Pratt cried out, "It is Mary Ann!"
David jumped out of the wagon into the water and brought the six-year-old out. The horse,
being high spirited, took to the timbers and would have dashed all to pieces, but was caught on a
large prong of a tree and brought to a standstill.
The Rogers family moved to Montrose in 1839, where they lived in an old abandoned army
barracks with many other Saints, including Brigham Young, Orson Pratt, John Taylor, Erastus
Snow, and Wilford Woodruff.
Martha told Susanna what it was like to cross the river and attend meetings in the grove near
the temple, what it was like to hear the Prophet and his brother Hyrum speak; the thrill of hearing
truth upon truth revealed from their lips.
David told about his experience in the Prophet's home while he painted his likeness in oils,
and later painted his brother Hyrum. (Those paintings now hang in the Church History Museum
west of Temple Square. Another painting by David of Joseph and Emma together is now owned by
the Reorganized Church.)
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They told of the persecutions heaped upon their leader, and the despair when he and Hyrum
were murdered in cold blood. They would never forget the "gory clothes all soaked with blood", the
two brothers side by side as thousands filed past their caskets, the sorrowing mother, the
heartbroken wives and weeping children.
They told of working day and night to complete the temple before they were driven out, the
music and hosannas at the dedication after the attic story was completed and the joy of receiving
their temple ordinances. Martha and David received their endowments January 5, 1846, and were
sealed February 5, in the Nauvoo Temple.
In the last few months of 1845, David and Ross were assigned to build wagons as fast as
possible. Wagon shops were everywhere in homes and businesses. Guards were stationed around
the city to protect the Saints from bands of ruffians.
The Rogers family stayed in Nauvoo while David and Ross worked on wagons until most
of the Saints had left the city. In the spring Ross and his family left to join the Saints in Iowa. David
and Martha traveled to Iowa later, just ahead of the mob, leaving a newly completed home east of
the Mansion House. The mob broke down the door of their house, took household goods, and also
took some of their oxen for beef.
Susanna shared her experiences in England, St. Louis, and Winter Quarters, grateful that at
long last, she and her boys were in a real home surrounded by loved ones, and with plenty of food to
eat.
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XVI. WESTWARD BOUND
"My soul thirsteth after Thee
as a thirsty land." Psalms 143:6
Caroline, with her husband and two children, traveled to the valley in 1851, giving birth to
her third child soon after they arrived. David, Martha, Henry Clay; and Ross, Susanna and their
families started West in the spring of 1851. They found the Des Moine River flooding and the water
too high to cross. It was necessary to wait another year. Hester, her husband George Bebee, and
two little girls were still in Raccoon Forks, thirty miles away, so they stayed there until the
following spring. Ross continued west later in the season, reaching the Salt Lake Valley safely that
fall. By then he had changed his mind about going to the “Gold Fields”.
In 1852, the David Rogers family with Susanna and sons, started out again, traveling by ox
team and wagons across Missouri, arriving at Council Bluffs the last of May. June 2, they started
west in an independent company led by Joseph Kelting. The company crossed the Missouri on an
old flat boat and swam the stock across.
One of their first camps was on the Elkhorn River. Early in the morning, three Pawnee
Indians stampeded the horses and mules. David and one of the teamsters pursued and caught two of
the horses by their ropes, mounted them, and rode toward camp. The other animals followed, and
the Indians rode away. The pioneers watched for Indians all day as they traveled, expecting trouble
at any moment, but they reached the next camp safely.
Herds of buffalo were a common sight. One hot afternoon, as they were traveling along the
north side of the Platte River, an immense herd of buffalo came from the north, heading for the
water. The wagon train came near a stampede. It was necessary to hold the teams for half an hour
until the herd had passed by them. The men fired many shots into the herd, killing three bulls that
provided several meals for the group. Their diet was also supplemented with prairie chicken, grouse,
rabbits, and antelope.
The pioneers followed the Platte River westward, crossing and re-crossing it several times.
Sagebrush fires illuminated the night skies. The howling of coyotes and wolves sometimes kept
them awake till long after dark. Storms always seemed the worst at night, when wind gusts
occasionally threatened to blow the covers off the wagons. At those times, flashes of lightening and
peals of thunder made sleep impossible.
The camp was awake by five a.m., caring for animals, cooking breakfast, packing away
bedrolls, and preparing for the day's trek. They walked most of the way, through burning heat and
up steep hills, plagued by clouds of mosquitoes, thirst, and fatigue. It was desolate country, yet it
was a golden road leading to the Promised Land, away from the United States, mobocracy and
persecution.
Saturdays they stopped to wash, cook, and make necessary repairs. When possible they
bathed in the cool rivers, women under cover of darkness, and the men in the daylight. On Sunday
mornings men came to church in clean hickory shirts, and the women in clean starched sunbonnets
and dresses. When possible, they sat on makeshift log benches under the shade of a tree and
worshipped together.
Guglielmo tells us, "Great features of the plains, after one got about 200 miles West of the
Missouri River, were trading posts kept by 'squaw men'. These were Canadian French. Previous to
the great migration to Utah, California, and Oregon, they followed trapping. After the trail was
established, many of them would camp along the side of the road where there was good water and
grass. Along came the gold seeker with an ox or a cow, feet worn out. If the man had any money he
would give his tender-footed ox and $100 for a fresh animal. The squaw man would doctor the
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tender feet, turn the animal to grass, and in about a week's time it could walk without limping. Filled
full of wet grass and water it was ready for another swap. By the time it had crossed a rocky piece of
road it would be as lame as ever. Then his new owner, having probably no more loose change,
would be forced to leave him by the wayside. Then comes the blacksmith shop, 'prices moderate'.
Shoeing one yoke oxen, $50; shoeing horse, $15; set one wagon tire, $10. If you wanted to buy a
sack of flour; $50 a hundredweight."
On July 3, the company reached Fort Laramie and camped three miles below, their trip now
half over. They remained over the Fourth to celebrate Independence Day. Over a hundred
immigrant camps spread around the Fort. Large herds of buffalo and antelope roamed within view
of the travelers.
From there the road began to get rough as they approached the Rocky Mountains. At Devil's
Gate they passed another “squawman” camp. According to Guglielmo, "His costume consists of a
greasy slouch hat, long hair and beard 'a la Buffalo Bill, an old dirty overshirt and buckskin pants, a
butcher knife and revolver in his belt, and moccasins on his feet. Then here's the handsome bride-red lady of the forest, with a herd of red-headed papooses running around without any fig leaves on.
The squaw is robed in a dirty old buckskin gown, with perhaps a few beads worked on it. All stand
in front of their skin lodge gazing at the passerby."
As they left the Sweetwater River and began climbing an easy gentle grade, they met
Mormons returning from Salt Lake to help expected friends. David asked the driver of a four-horse
team loaded with provisions, “Will you please tell me how far it is to the South Pass?”
The answer came suddenly: “You be right hon' im.” The company had climbed so
gradually they weren’t aware they were on the continental divide, 7,750 feet in elevation, where all
the streams on the west ran toward the Pacific and the ones they had passed ran toward the Atlantic.
South Pass is a broad passageway between the Wind River Range on the north and Antelope Hills
on the south, sloping gently down to the Green River Valley, a high altitude desert.
Traveling through sixty miles of desert, they reached the Green River and the ferry run by
“half-breeds”. The crossing was uneventful, but the fare was unreasonably high. (Wyoming
Highway 28 now crosses the river over a bridge built near that site.)
After another week’s travel over dry, rabbit-brush-covered desert, they reached Fort Bridger.
Upright logs shaved to a sharp point on the top formed a wall around two enclosures, surrounded by
a green oasis of trees and grass.
They continued west to the Bear River and from there to Echo Canyon, with towering rock
walls to the north and rolling hills of equal height on the south. As they crossed the Weber River
and started south, they could see for the first time the distant snow capped Wasatch Mountains
spreading across the western horizon. What a forbidding prospect for the travel-worn emigrants!
After all the distance they had covered, they still had to climb over rugged mountains and through
deep canyons with jaded teams and broken-down wagons before reaching their destination.
Traveling south for two days, and believing they were almost through the mountains, they
drew up onto Heartbreak Ridge. Much to their dismay they beheld still ahead of them mountains
that loomed far greater in height and ruggedness than those they had just climbed through.
They followed Main Canyon southwest, making a steep climb up on Broad hill, and
following it down to East Creek Canyon (at the north end of the present-day East Canyon
Reservoir).
To Guglielmo, it was an exciting adventure. He was impressed with the sparkling streams
and the large variety of animals near them: beaver, otter, mink, marten, wolves and fox.
Twenty-five miles out of Salt Lake, on Mormon Flat, the Rogers were met by Ross and
Caroline's husband, Aaron Daniels, with fresh provisions. Dinner that evening was better than any
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they had ever tasted: new potatoes, cabbage, ears of corn, turnips, and some fine fresh churned
butter.
The next day they climbed the steep four miles up Big Mountain and viewed for the first
time the Salt Lake Valley off in the distance. The grade down the face of the mountain was even
more precipitous and difficult than the ascent. Teams and logs were tied on the back of each wagon
to slow its descent. By the time they reached the bottom, animals and travelers were exhausted.
Their last camp was made at the foot of Big Mountain in Mountain Dell, twelve miles from
Salt Lake City. Here they bathed and cleaned, preparing to meet friends in the valley. The camp was
up early the next morning full of anticipation for their journey's end.
They crossed little mountain, traveled down Emigration Canyon, and beheld a grand
panorama: The Great Salt Lake Valley with the Lake in the background, dotted with little adobe
houses, a few newly planted trees, and sagebrush flats as far as the eye could see.
Before evening they were walking down wide streets lined with sunflowers. Small timber
and adobe houses gave evidence of peace and comfort even though the Saints were in poverty. They
were home at last in Zion, reunited with former friends and acquaintances.
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XVII. THE VALLEY
"And the Lord shall guide thee
continually and satisfy thy soul
in drouth....thou shall be like a
watered garden." Isa. 58:11
For a short time the travelers stayed with Caroline, her husband Aaron, and three children in
their little home on Fourth west and Emigration Street (Fourth South); and then Susanna's parents
and Henry Clay went on to Provo, where Ross and his family were already established. David was
sixty-six years old as he once again took up land, built a house and established a farm. It wasn't an
easy task. The land was mostly sagebrush, and the settlers had to contend with Indian troubles.
Later in the fall, Aaron moved Caroline and their children to Provo, leaving Susanna,
seventeen-year-old Guglielmo, and four-year-old Horatio in their home. They attended the Salt
Lake Fifteenth Ward, with Nathaniel Jones as Bishop. As with all new arrivals, Susanna and
Guglielmo were re-baptized by Bishop Jones to signify the beginning of a new life far away from
the wicked world. At that time there were 500 members in the ward. The boundaries extended from
South Temple to Third South and from Second West to the Jordan River, which sometimes flooded
up to Seventh West.
That fall, Susanna began teaching school in the small home. Her pupils were seated on split
log benches down each side of a crude table. It was easy to keep their interest because she knew so
much history, geography and
mathematics. Guglielmo provided
her with wood to keep a fire burning
in the fireplace on cool days.
Susanna was paid in
produce by the parents of each
student. Those early schools were
held in six-week, three-month, or
five-month sessions, as conditions
would
permit.
During
fall
harvesting and spring planting the
children were needed at home by
their families.
Horatio didn't officially
become a student until age seven,
but he started at a young age
reading and studying with his
mother’s help. She also taught him
Italian and Spanish. They continued
speaking Spanish in conversations
together the remainder of her life.
October 26, 1852, Susanna
received her endowments in the Salt
Lake Council House.
During the winter and early
spring, Guglielmo worked with
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crews excavating the foundation of the Salt Lake Temple. It was completed in time for the
cornerstone laying ceremonies during April conference of 1853. Susanna and her boys were there
among the large crowds listening to talks and prayers given by general authorities and beautiful
music performed by the band and choir, and participated with them in the joyful hallelujahs.
During 1853, the pioneers built six miles of wall around Salt Lake City to protect it from
Indian attacks during the Walker War. Built out of earth, it was twelve feet high, six feet thick at the
base, and tapered to two and a half feet at the top, enclosing the entire city except on the west where
the Jordan River provided a barrier.
Sanjo, as Guglielmo was called, took his turn at guard duty during the nighttime around the
outskirts of the city to protect them from the Indians. He also went with the brethren to get their
winter wood in companies of about thirty wagons, the men all armed. The wood was found in
canyons to the east, requiring two days for a load.

This map shows Great Salt Lake City in the 1950s. The dark line indicates the city wall that Sanjo
helped defend. Arrow #1 points to Susanna’s first home. (2) shows the location of her home in the
10th ward. (3) shows the 15th Ward school and meetinghouse.
April 9, 1853, Susanna received a patriarchal blessing from Patriarch John Smith, 71-yearold uncle of the Prophet Joseph Smith.
"In the name of Jesus Christ I lay my hands upon your head and seal upon
you a blessing from your Father which is after the Patriarchal order in ancient days.
The Lord is well pleased with the integrity of your heart because you have embraced
the Gospel with a desire to do His will for the salvation of yourself and family. You
shall be blessed with health in your habitation and shall find friends wherever your
lot is cast; and inasmuch as you have forsaken all for the gospel's sake, you shall
have houses and lands, flocks and herds in abundance, man and maid servants and
all things which are desirable. You shall have power to heal the sick by the prayer of
faith; to cast out devils and even to raise the dead if it be necessary. You shall have
a companion to do all your business for you and a posterity that shall spread upon
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the mountains, and like Jacob be mighty in the Priesthood. None shall excel them.
In Israel you shall see the winding up scene of wickedness, see thy Redeemer stand
upon the earth, live and reign with him a thousand years and enjoy all the blessings
and glory of his kingdom forever and ever. For you are of the house of Joseph
which was sold into Egypt. Even so, Amen."

The Saints met in this building on the southwest corner of Temple Square for April and October
conference sessions, and for other all-church functions. It was a definite improvement over the
bowery where the pioneers had first met. It later became known as the Old Adobe Tabernacle.
Sanjo gives us an account of their life in the Valley. "The crops of '52 had been rather poor
and in '53 the grass-hopper war commenced. They laid lots of eggs that hatched in the spring, and a
big army devoured everything but weeds. We were four weeks without flour. I'd go out in the
morning with a sack and fill it with pig weeds, sego roots, and thistle roots to make our three meals
straight. Once in a while I would catch a few fish. When somebody would kill a steer nothing was
thrown away. Even the hide was eaten. After it is well boiled, it resembles tripe in flavor--very
glutinous and nourishing."
Because of the famine no provisions came in for school tuition. At one time they had been
without food in the house for two days. During school the children cried with hunger, but Susanna
could buy or borrow nothing for them. All day she had prayed "Give us this day our daily bread."
In the evening she and Horatio sat on the stone front step of their home watching the sunset
to keep from thinking of food. A woman she didn’t know walked hesitantly up the pathway and
placed a loaf of bread in Susanna’s lap. She seemed embarrassed. “I don’t know why I am doing
this.” Susanna and her boys knew, for prayers had been mingled with tears and this came as
evidence of divine assistance on which they had learned to depend.
Sanjo made adobes that season, and sold some to the Church at $7.50 per thousand for the
wall around the Temple block. Adobes were 4" thick, 6" wide, and 12" long. Five hundred was
considered a good day's output.
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He again made adobes in the summer of '54, and in the winter he worked in a paint shop
with Henry Maiben. He said, "Some ask me, how did you pass your time? Well, we had many
meetings, and a debating club in our ward. Professor Orson Pratt used to deliver lectures on
astronomy. We had balls in the school houses. The Deseret Dramatic Association was organized
about that time. The admission fee was $l.00, tickets for sale at the tithing office. Money was scarce
so the day previous to the performance people with sacks of carrots, potatoes, wheat, or a bucket of
beet molasses could be seen buying tickets. I belonged to a dance club. The rule was for each
member to bring two candles each evening. My name being rather long and difficult to pronounce,
the floor manager, looking over the list for delinquents, called, 'Longgivinna hasn't brought any
candles.' I was called that for quite some time.
"Our wardrobe was rather scant; no coat, pants tucked in tops of boots. A long haired boy
with a new blue flannel shirt could catch any girl in the house. The ladies were satisfied if they had
a calico dress. Some wore homemade linsey. In the place of ostrich plume hats, the ladies wore
sunbonnets made from bright calico.
"Like the rest of the boys I wanted to be up to the mark in society. If a boy had been to
'Californy' he could catch on. My poor mother would do anything to have her darling son in
society. I bought three yards of navy blue flannel for $2.00 per yard and paid for it in potatoes.
Mother had some Berlin wool she brought from England. She embroidered the collar and down the
front with a sego lily design. My pants were buckskin with long fringe down the sides. Number
eleven red top boots, pants tucked in tops, slouch hat with mink skin band around the crown, nice
long auburn hair hanging over my shoulder completed me. I didn't look so bad. There was a ball at
Wardell's Hall. I was invited. I got my girl. Each boy took his picnic. I had some stewed carrots and
boiled greens wrapped up in a copy of the Deseret News, and my share of candles. I danced once
with Emma. Emma ate picnic with another boy. I went home alone."
The weekly Deseret News was an important source of information for the settlers. A
message from Brigham Young occupied a prominent spot in each paper. The history of Joseph
Smith was serialized, and discourses by the leaders of the church were printed. It also contained
practical information such as tax notices, important instruction such as soap making, how friction
matches are made, and national news. Advertisements appeared in its pages, touting everything
from lace to buckskin, musical instruments to underdrawers, and such delicacies as sardines and
pickles. Almost every paper had lists of one kind or another: a list of letters in the Post Office,
notices of those cut off from the Church, and one paper contained a list of five people in the
Territory of Utah who were insane, "one idiotic, but nothing to indicate the number of indigent."
No word had been received from Susanna's brother Charles since the expulsion from
Nauvoo. She had written to him in Massachusetts without receiving a reply. Their father David was
staying with Susanna in the fall of 1854, preparing to go on a mission to New Hampshire and
Canada, when this letter finally came.

Dear Sister,
Your welcome letter of December 30 was received by me March 16. I was
truly glad to hear again from my kindred, for I had given up all hope of again
learning anything except by accident, for I have written to all places where I thought
I could get information of any of you without receiving any satisfactory knowledge.
No one coming from Salt Lake that I have seen, knows of or had heard of any of you
except Orson Pratt, and all he could tell me was that he had seen one of my sisters,
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which one he could not tell, about eight months before he left the valley. He could
tell nothing about any one of our family except that one of my sisters had been
accidentally killed, which one or how she was killed he could not inform me. You
see by this that I was as much in the dark as any of you. I knew not where a single
soul of you could be found, indeed I supposed that at least our dear Father and
Mother must ere this have sunk beneath the oppressions and persecutions that came
upon them at the time of the last exodus of the Mormons from Nauvoo and it seems
to me almost impossible that they can even now be alive and well. What a
remarkable family ours is--ever moving from place to place--restless, restless as the
Arab of the desert. I do not believe there is one of us--father, mother, sisters,
brothers--but what would be a stranger in the place they were born in. Some strong
impulse seems to move us onward, onward, like the wandering Jew, and I should not
be surprised to hear of some of the family "settling", no, they never settle anywhere-going, I should say, to China, Australia, Jerusalem, or the interior of Africa. The last
letter from you was from London only 3,000 miles east of here. Now I get one only
1,000 miles to the westward of me. There must be some strong impulsive moving
principle, whether it is faith, fanaticism or delusion, instability. Whatever it may be I
cannot tell--carrying our family about forever. I never feel at home anywhere. My
mind is never contented and never was, nor do I believe it ever will be. Wherever I
go there is still the finger pointing and a voice exclaiming "Onward", and I propose
to our family that when our coat of arms is adopted that our motto be the above
word.
I need not tell you how delighted I should be to visit my dear parents once
more in life, to see again all of our brothers and sisters. But this I have ceased to
hope for since your removal to Salt Lake...There seems to be a kind of fatality in the
matter whenever I have attempted to start for the west. Some unexpected obstacle
always has prevented me, and if I should come not one of you would recognize me-my features have entirely altered and my whole general appearance is so different
that you have no remembrance of me that would help you recognize me. Mother, I
am satisfied, I should know for I have seen her in dreams so often that I know
exactly how she looks. Yes, indeed, in the spirit she has come to me, and I have seen
her whitened hair, bent form, and her withered cheek with its patient, meek and
sorrowful expression. Yes, Mother, your image lives on in the bosom of your truant
long absent son and will forever live there. Father, too, I have had visits from or
rather have visited in my dreams. I should not expect to find him much altered in
general appearance.
The emotions that arise while I am writing are such that it is impossible for
me to express myself or convey to you or to Father or Mother what my real feelings
are. I must give up all attempts to do so and will assure you that however strong may
be your feelings, mine are as great as yours in the intense emotions of the heart.
Please tell all the family to write to me
Yours Truly,
Charles A. Rogers
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In 1855, Caroline's husband Aaron Daniels decided to move to the "Gold Fields" in
California and insisted she go with him. She refused, so he married a plural wife whom he took with
him. (He subsequently apostatized from the Church.) Before he left he sold his house in Salt Lake
that Susanna and her sons were living in. Again she was left homeless.
June 10, 1855, Susanna received a second patriarchal blessing.
"Sister Susanna, in the name of Jesus Christ and by virtue of the keys of the
kingdom of God, I lay my hands upon thy head to seal upon thee a blessing, for my
heart is full of blessings for thee, for thou art one of the daughters of Abraham of the
lineage of Joseph and seed of Ephraim. Thou art a noble spirit and a chosen vessel
unto the Lord, and thy life is head with Christ in God. Thou shalt be delivered from
bondage and have thy heart's desires granted unto thee for thy prayers are heard and
have entered into the ears of the Lord and will be answered upon thy head. Though
the blessings tarry long, wait for it--it will come unto thee, yet it will not tarry long
for thy heart is right before God. Thou shalt have great blessings and thy crown
shall be sure, for none shall take it from thee. Thou shalt walk the courts of the
Lord's house and rejoice therein and be numbered with the daughters of Zion. Thy
bonds shall be broken in a short time in a way thou knowest not at present. By
virtue of the Holy Priesthood I seal thee up unto eternal life and no person shall be
able to take thy crown from thee. I seal thee against the powers of darkness, and
thou shalt not be overcome thereby, for thou shalt have strength to endure all thy
trials. Thy son shall be blessed and be preserved in life to receive the priesthood and
be a joy and consolation unto thee for he shall be a man of wisdom, light, and
understanding. Thou shalt come up as a Savior upon Mt. Zion and have many
things made manifest unto thee which cannot be revealed unto thee at this time.
Thou shalt assist in the redemption and exaltation of thy friends who are dead, for if
thou wilt claim it by faith, thou shalt receive thine endowments and blessings in the
courts of the Lord's house, and receive thine exaltation in the lineage of thy fathers.
Not many days hence and thou shalt be free from thy bondage and rejoice
exceedingly with the daughters of Zion, for thou shalt be sustained by power of God,
and thy way shall be opened before thee. If thou wilt keep the commandments of
God, not one jot or tittle of these blessings shall fall unfulfilled. I seal these
blessings upon thy head in the name of Jesus Christ and by virtue of the Holy
Priesthood, even so Amen.
(Could the "bondage" referred to above be poverty, or the "spiritual bondage" of not being
sealed to a worthy companion?) Arrangements were made for Susanna and her boys to buy a home
from Charles W. Dalton on half a lot located on the southeast corner of Third South and Eighth East.
This was the 10th Ward area, with David Pettigrew as Bishop (now the Trolley Square locality).
Again she set up a school and continued teaching.
Susanna's father David W. Rogers wrote a long letter to her from the mission field dated
July 21, 1855. I quote excerpts here:
Dearly beloved daughter,
After so long a time I write to let you know that I have received your kind
and instructive letter of the 29th of March. I was in Sandusky City on the 23rd of
June and received your letter and others at the same time, forwarded by Hester Ann.
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I was very glad to get them all, but none gave me more joy than yours. I would not
refrain from shedding tears of joy to know that my prayers were heard and that you
were blessed of the Lord and enabled to rejoice in your state of destitution and want.
I do pray that you may still be blessed in body and mind, in basket and stone and in
all that pertains to you and yours; that your boys may continue to be a comfort and
help to you and so conduct themselves that the Lord will bless them in all they put
their hands to do whether it is to work in the canyon, build houses, make adobes, or
go to school. I pray that our Father in Heaven in the name of His Son will bless you
all, both in and over all things, even so, Amen.
(He tells of finding relatives in Ashtabula who know nothing about the
Church and asks Susanna to write to some of her cousins.) "If you keep up a
correspondence they might ask questions that would lead to investigation and the
acknowledging of the truth..." (Susanna did write and receive letters from cousins.)
Please direct your letters to Polk City and I shall keep Addison (Charles) and
Hester posted as to my whereabouts. Addison has moved to Iowa. He has a very
interesting family, one daughter and two sons. I am pleased with the appearance of
his wife.
I was much displeased to learn from a letter that Mother had not heard from
me since I left home and did not know I had left the City of GSL (Great Salt Lake),
notwithstanding I wrote seven letters home before that time. I wish you would be so
good as to write and let her know I left your city last fall and to date have written 11
letters to her and Henry, and intend to write one each and every month.
Please write. Remember me to your sons and tell them I want to see them
very much.
Farewell for now,
D.W.Rogers
Mail went east once a month, weather permitting, and cost three cents a letter.
The winter of 1855 set in early. Salt Lake Valley was covered with three feet of snow
covered with a hard crust. Sanjo delivered the weekly mail to Ogden during November and came
near perishing on the last trip he was able to make. For four months afterward, the roads were
completely snowed over. It was impossible for range cattle to get at the grass, and consequently
most perished. The wind screamed against the doors and windows, forcing swirls of snow through
cracks around them. Many pioneers pulled their straw ticks close to the fireplace and piled on extra
quilts to keep warm during the nights. In the mornings a coating of ice covered the water or milk set
on the table the night before.
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XVIII. JAMES KEATE
"Can two walk together except
they be agreed?" Amos 3:3
The 19th Ward records of June 1, 1856 show Susanna living there as the wife of James
Keate. This leaves some interesting questions, such as how they met and when they married. It
would have been after her patriarchal blessing in June of 1855. In early Utah territory no marriage
license was required. A couple could simply go to the Bishop, request the ceremony, and say “I do”.
There were four different Bishops who could have joined James and Susanna in matrimony, or any
of their councilors. No records have been found of the marriage ceremony.

Nineteenth Ward area in North Salt Lake (North of heavy line)
(1) Hot Springs Bathhouse (2) 19th Ward Schoolhouse (3) Ensign Peak
James Keate was born March 17, 1808 in Bristol, Gloucester, England. In 1830 he married
Eliza Ann Prodger in Cardiff, Glamorgan, Wales, across the channel from Bristol. Seven children
were born to them, but only four were still living when his wife died August 20, 1851 at age 42.
Two years later, February 10, 1853, he was baptized a member of the LDS Church at Bristol,
England, his childhood home.
James Prodger, his oldest son, joined the Church also, but was married and on his own. He
emigrated with his wife and family a couple of years after his father.
February 4, 1854 James Keate sailed on the “Columbia” with his children Mary Ann, age
17; Sarah Ann, age 15; and Elizabeth Ann, age 12. They traveled overland from Kansas City in one
of the Perpetual Emigration Companies. Many became sick with scurvy and Cholera. Sarah Ann

75
died April 14, 1854 and had to be buried along the way. With heavy hearts James and his remaining
two children continued west and reached the Salt Lake Valley in late summer.
Still owing the Perpetual Immigration Fund, he was too poor to open a shoe shop on his
own, but good shoemakers were in high demand. He may have worked for the 15th Ward Tannery in
the Townsend Building on East Temple, which advertised the finest leather available in the
Territory. After 1856 he most likely worked for Bishop Raleigh at the Bath House Tannery in the
north part of the 19th Ward area. They advertised, “Design soles and upper leather of the best
quality. Ready made boots and shoes. Also make to order at the shortest notice. Receive in
exchange produce, hides, cattle or cash.” (There was little cash in circulation in early Salt Lake.)
Ward records of 1856 indicate that James had four people living in his household and
owned two lots. Blocks were divided into eight lots, so he owned a quarter of a block. It also lists
what he does not have: gigs, carriages or wagons, teams, horses or mules, and no sheep or young
stock. His assessed road tax was $3.20, indicating his property was worth $760.
James' fourteen-year-old daughter Elizabeth Ann and Susanna's son Horatio were living
with them at this time. Mary Ann Keate had married the year before, and Guglielmo was away from
home most of the time. That spring and summer he drove cattle to California for the church.
The 19th Ward boundaries were from second North to Warm Springs, and from City Creek
to the Jordan River (Eleventh West), although much of the property was unoccupied. The
schoolhouse where ward meetings were held was on the southwest corner of the Fourth North and
Second West intersection (next to the present West High School).
Warm Springs, near the Jordan River, was a favorite recreation area, with occasional parties
and socials held there. It was also the preferred camping spot for California-bound travelers. Most
wagon trains would stay there several days, trading for supplies, repairing wagons and equipment,
and resting up for the journey ahead. Most were hard drinking, swearing rowdies, who took every
opportunity to harass the Mormons, at the same time partaking of their hospitality.
The Hot springs Bathhouse (later Wasatch Springs) sat against the base of the east hills
within walking distance of the Keate’s home. It provided the luxury of a warm bath without heating
and carrying water or being cramped in a number 10 tin tub.
Nineteenth Ward records indicate that June 5, 1856, "Horatio Keate" was baptized by James
Keate, and confirmed by Ute Perkins. James is also listed as performing baptisms and confirmations
for others in the ward, and offering the closing prayer in one of their meetings.
Minutes of the meetings held in the Nineteenth Ward school-house indicate that they held a
meeting almost every evening, with hymns, prayers and preaching. Even Christmas Eve and New
Years Eve weren't excluded. Often in meetings members stood to confess their failings and promise
to do better. Frequently the same brother who gave the opening prayer also gave the main sermon.
Morning and evening prayer circles were held regularly, with an assigned group leader (probably
for Priesthood brethren only). Fast days were held the first Thursday of each month, with a
testimony meeting in the evening.
September 24, a meeting was called to "inquire into the feelings of the Saints in order to
cause a reformation", and the sisters were given this counsel: "Sisters might do a great work if they
deny themselves of those things that have to be imported, such as tea, coffee, tobacco and their little
gee gaws." I doubt the Keate family had many “gee gaws”, since they struggled just to put food on
the table.
Susanna loved to hear President Brigham Young and the apostles speak at the semi-annual
conferences held in the adobe tabernacle on the southwest corner of Temple Square. October
Conference of 1856 was devoted to the reformation. The Saints were counseled to repent and be
more righteous so the Lord would listen to their prayers and protect them from the influence of gold
seekers coming through on their way to California.
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Up until that time the pioneers had needed all their strength just to survive. Now they could
emphasize the spiritual part of their lives. Many renewed their baptismal covenants, with whole
wards meeting on the banks of the Jordan River, having prayer, then each in turn going into the
water.
Bishop’s courts were very strict. Many instances are mentioned of members being
excommunicated for "railing against the leaders, cursing, swearing, or lying". One brother accused
his wife of "quarreling, blasphemy, and general bad conduct." She was cut off from the Church.
During the summer of 1856, Sanjo traveled with the U.S. Survey. That fall, he was hired to
drive an ox team to Fort Owen, Bitter Root, Montana and worked there during the winter. Having
been taught well by his mother, he made mince pies for Christmas dinner at the fort--the first mince
pies ever made in Montana.
March 7, 1857 he started home herding 200 head of ponies. When he arrived in Salt Lake
the first week in May, he was "richer by four ponies. Mother was expecting me and surprised me
with a brand new hickory shirt, clean pants and shoes. (He had worn out his boots and ten pair of
moccasins on the trip.) She put soap and a tub of hot water out in the cow shed. She said I'd better
go and change clothing, and to be sure to leave the old ones out there. I guess she was right." He
brought her a pair of beautifully beaded moccasins made by an Indian squaw.
During the summer months, Horatio with other boys herded cows near Ensign Peak and
Parley's Canyon. It was during one of these summers that he constructed his first musical
instrument, a crude fiddle, cleverly fashioned of wood and catgut strings. When he carried this
fiddle home and proudly played a simple tune for his mother, she expressed surprise at his talent.
Nor could she know then how this humble beginning would influence his entire life.
During the time they were herding, Horatio and his companions gathered the honey from the
wild bees’ nests, and dug sego roots and thistles for their noon lunches, frequently taking some
home for the family suppers.
One day the Keates had company for dinner and Susanna made barley cakes from half ripe
barley gathered from a nearby field. These were very choice, and Horatio had cause to wonder if
there would be any left for him. Fortunately, however, one remained, part of which he ate, putting
the remainder in a bottle to remind him in later years how very grateful he was at that time for his
small portion.
July 24, 1857, word reached the valley that an army was headed their direction from Fort
Leavenworth, with the express purpose of annihilating the Mormon power once and for all,
possessing their cities, filling their Territory with gentiles, and taking their wives and daughters as
spoil.
At this time, Susanna's father was out on the plains returning from his mission. The
company passed soldiers and government supply wagons that were on their way to put down the
“Mormon rebellion”. Susanna read the following newspaper article in the August 16, 1867
Deseret News.
"Elder Jesse B. Martin's wagon company was traveling on the north side of
the Platte 26 miles below Laramie on the third of this month. They had lost 11 head
of cattle by a stampede but were pursuing their journey at the rate of 15 miles per
day. Elders Charles R. Dane, David W. Rogers and James Carrigan are returning
from their missions."
Six weeks later, The Rogers family stayed with Susanna and attended October conference
where David gave a brief mission report.
At this conference the main subject spoken of was the impending invasion by the US Army,
and the Mormons’ determination not to submit to persecution and abuse again. Two thousand

77
brethren were sent into the mountains east of the city to burn supply depots, stampede animals, and
impede the army in any way possible.
Soon after the conference, Sanjo arrived in Salt Lake from Sacramento where he had taken a
herd of 800 oxen. He had an interesting story to tell of his trip back. "While at Murphy's Diggings
counting cows, we were surprised by the arrival of Col. Pete Conover with an escort of 25 men
bringing a dispatch from Governor Brigham Young that Johnston's army was on the road from the
states to invade Utah, and for all Utah people to come home immediately. There were a large
number of Mormons in the Carson Valley. We headed back with one hundred wagons, forty
families, a loose herd of horses and mules, over five hundred head of cattle and one hundred and
fifty horsemen."
Sanjo continues, "In early spring of 1858 the Indians visited Johnston's Army at Fort
Bridger and were presented with guns and ammunition to make war against the Mormons. They
drove Sam Bringhurst's band of horses (500 head) toward Skull Valley, 25 miles west of Salt Lake
City, massacred Chancey Webber and family, and drove off the herd Webbers were tending. I was
with the party sent to Skull Valley. One of the squads found the cattle and commenced gathering
them, six Indians shooting after them to hurry them up a little. They reached camp safe. Several
cattle had arrows stuck in them. Ami Jackson and I were sent to Grantsville under cover of night
with dispatches for 50 men to go immediately to Skull Valley. Reinforcements almost didn't make
it. Two had bullet holes in their shirt collars, and two had their blanket strings cut, so they lost their
beds. The next day the command took the trail for about 20 miles when a blizzard struck. We lost
the trail and gave up the chase."
To escape Johnston's army that was moving speedily toward Utah now that winter was over,
the Saints left their homes ready to burn, and moved south. April storms made traveling miserable.
The road was a steady stream of wagons, animals, and people. Sanjo returned to Salt Lake in time to
take the Keates to Susanna's folks in Provo, two days journey. Her parents, her sister Caroline and
children, and her brother Henry Clay with Emma Higbee, his new wife of six months, were all
living there at the time. Henry was serving as Sheriff and his wife Emma prepared meals for several
prisoners each day.
Sanjo didn't stay in Provo, but made many trips back and forth helping others move. A total
of thirty thousand people moved into Utah Valley during 1858. Most camped in makeshift shelters
in summer heat with little range feed for their cattle and very little food and water for themselves.
Church meetings were held in a large bowery made to seat 3,000 people. Roof beams were
supported on twelve-foot high posts and covered with brush. There were few benches so people had
to carry their own chairs or blankets to sit on.
Two reporters came from the East to interview leaders and report on the "Mormon
Question". They sought and were given permission to attend one of the meetings. Their description
of the congregation is interesting.
"Men were hard tanned muscular mountaineers, somber with happy retiring
backward children. The number of women was few indeed, and sad. Hardly a smile
on their lips, with dark tan faces, rough working hands, wearing white muslin
sunbonnets. Crinoline is unknown here. Skirts drooped down close to their limbs.
The dresses are very much like a sack and fall from the shoulder to feet, though
clean."
July 14, most of the problems with the US Government had been solved through the
mediation of Colonel Thomas Kane, and the people were allowed to return to their homes. Weeds
had taken over the gardens, growing waist high. Boards had to be removed from windows and
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doors, and the interiors of their homes given a good cleaning from the straw and dust that had
accumulated over the last three months.
Johnston's army set up headquarters at Camp Floyd, fifty miles southwest of Salt Lake.
Once again, the Mormons had cultivated the soil and reclaimed unwanted land, only to have their
freedom of self-rule taken from them. The Government-appointed officers were hostile to the
Saints, and cared little about their needs. Church members continued to follow President Young and
ignored the “gentile” territorial leaders as much as possible.
Anti-Mormons opened businesses with the purpose of controlling commerce and thus the
LDS people. Brigham Young preached self-sufficiency and instructed church members not to
patronize non-Mormon establishments. By following this counsel, they were successful in putting
some of the gentile merchants out of business. Angered by the Mormons’ cohesiveness, enemies
brought trumped up charges against Brigham Young. Soldiers threatened to storm the “Beehive
Castle” if Brigham Young didn’t go to court.
They summoned men on juries who were hostile to the Saints’ peaceful way of life, and the
US Treasury paid the expenses. Army followers established a gambling house in Salt Lake known
as Perkin's White House. East Temple (approximately six blocks from the Keates) became the
"headquarters of rowdyism". There were two murders there and several men wounded. Riots and
street fights interrupted the peace of former times.
Bishop Raleigh, as Alderman, was caught up in the middle of the legal battles, fining
lawbreakers and incurring the wrath of the gentiles. As a result, the members of the 19th Ward were
kept well informed of what was happening.
That fall Sanjo hauled wood from Cottonwood Canyon to Camp Floyd. He said in the
understatement of the year, "Times were lively that winter." He spent most of the winter on
Stansbury Island herding cattle for Heber C. Kimball, so he can be forgiven.
After being renovated, the adobe Tabernacle opened for public worship January 2, 1859, for
the first time since June of 1858. The choir and an organ were placed in the center of the room
opposite the stand. Fences were put up dividing the room in half; the north side for the females and
the south side for the males. It was customary in all their church meetings for the men and women
to sit on opposite sides. This building had been completed in 1852, and only held 2,500, so it was
inadequate for the large numbers of Saints who wished to attend meetings there.
According to the Deseret News, the Territorial taxes had to be paid prior to September first,
on Saturdays at the Clerks office in the northwest corner of the Connell House, upstairs. In 1858
James Keate had made $500 worth of improvements on his property, but still had no animals or
vehicles. In 1859 he acquired a cow worth $50, swine $10, and a clock or watch worth $10. The
year 1860 was his most prosperous ever, with improvements on his property worth $1500 and other
taxable property worth $200.
In 1859 Susanna received a letter from her brother Charles saying,
"I have not written often, I have so believed that I should come to the
Territory of Utah, but have at last concluded that come I will, if I wheel a barrow all
the way; and considering the great possibility that exists of my being something to
the Kingdom and to my relatives, I think it is my duty to write. I do so in the fervent
hope that the anniversary of this writing may be celebrated with you in the Vallies. I
much fear that I may leave a part of my family behind me for at present there is no
hope that my wife will come with me and no doubt she will claim a share of the
children. But wife or no wife, children or no children, I feel that the time for me to
come is now.
"Brother Beebe (Hester's husband) is growing richer by day but whether
there is left enough salt in him to save him in the Kingdom is doubtful. Hester and
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family are anxious to come to the Church and Brother Beebe may ultimately come.
He talks that way at present."
The Beebe family did come to Utah in 1859 and stayed in Provo, but George became
dissatisfied and took his family back to the states a year later. Charles had promised to join the
family for so long they ceased to take him seriously, so they were surprised when he showed up in
1860 with his five children and possibly his wife Rebecca. They stayed for a time in Provo during
which his son Ross died and was buried in the Rogers family plot. Disillusioned, the family returned
to the East.
An ad appeared in newspapers around the country in March of 1860:
"Wanted--young, skinny, wiry fellows. Must be expert riders willing to risk
death daily. Orphans preferred."
Sanjo, along with 119 other young men (24 who were L.D.S.) was hired. He says, "In the
spring of 1860, the Ben Halliday Co. Pony Express and Overland Coach started running from St.
Joseph, Missouri, to Salt Lake City. It took a pony six days to run the 1,300 miles, coach ten days.
Stations averaged about twelve miles apart. The pony rider would change horses at every station.
He took five stations, and then another rider came on. I kept the second station east of Salt Lake
and rode the ponies considerable. (He was paid approximately fifty dollars a month.) During the day
I let the ponies graze and would have lost them several times, but for the aid of a little lead. The
whites were worse than the reds, killing many pony riders and stealing stock at every chance." (It's
no wonder that a half-ounce letter cost $5.00 to send.)
The Salt Lake House served as Pony Express station and hotel. It was located on the east
side of Main Street between First and Second South, the only establishment of its kind in the west.
A long veranda, supported by posts, fronted the two story building, and a rough looking crowd
gathered around the doorway whenever a rider was due. A large corral kept the ponies ready for
action in back of the building.
Whenever the riders brought important news from the states the Deseret News issued an
extra, called "The Pony Dispatch", to keep the Saints up to date. The end of the Pony express
service came in October of 1861, eighteen months after it started, because of the completion of the
transcontinental telegraph line, and near bankruptcy of the Express Company.
During this period of time many sermons were preached from the pulpit of the 19th Ward
and the Tabernacle on the subject of plural marriage. In a Friday evening meeting at the 19th Ward,
the Saints were exhorted to live the "Celestial Law of marriage" or (spiritual) death would be the
penalty. A man could not progress in the kingdom or hold positions of responsibility unless he lived
this principle. The salvation of all was dependent on being able to live this higher law.
January 19, 1861, James Keate and Susanna were sealed in the Salt Lake Endowment house.
At the same time, James was sealed to a fifteen-year-old Danish girl, Verbena (called Bena)
Jacobina Christofferson. He built her a separate home on one of his lots, and at age 57 began a new
family.
With the Start of the Civil War, the army quartered at Camp Floyd was called back to the
states. Few were sorry to see them go. Many recalled Joseph Smith's prophesy years before about a
conflict which would take place between the North and the South in which many of their old
enemies would be killed.
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IX. MISSION TO DIXIE
"And in the barren deserts there shall
come forth pools of living water and
the parched ground shall no longer be
a thirsty land." D&C 133:29
During the October General Conference of 1861, Brigham Young called for volunteers to
settle the Virgin River Country in the south, and produce cotton, sugar, and grapes to supply the
territory. Only one man volunteered to go to go. President Young's goal was for the Saints to
become a self-sustaining people. War had broken out between the Northern and Southern States in
April, which prevented the Saints from receiving goods from the East.
The following Sunday a list of 300 names of heads of families called to the Dixie Mission
was read from the pulpit. These men were called to go with their families, develop the land, and stay
at least five years. On this list was James Keate, shoemaker, from the Salt Lake 19th Ward. The
missionaries were counseled, "Don't take a lot of furniture, just tools, seeds, books, music,
instruments, writing materials, and food.
Bishop Raleigh took “acknowledgement of deeds” for the Keates. Either they sold their
property to him or he was their agent. With the proceeds they bought two wagons which were made
ready and loaded with the barest necessities; bedding, dishes and cooking utensils, enough food to
last the winter and spring, a small hand grinder to grind wheat and corn, and a few farm implements.
Susanna baked loaves of bread, sliced, dried, and stored it in heavy sacks. Corn, squash, berries,
peas, beans, and fruit were also dried.
Brother Erastus Snow, the leader of the mission, started out November first with a group of
the settlers. The next day George A. Smith started out with his group. Other groups followed
through November. The Keates left around the middle of November, James driving one wagon
with his 16-year-old wife Bena; and 13-year-old Horatio driving another ox team and wagon
carrying his mother and their household goods. (Elizabeth Ann Keate stayed in Salt Lake and
married, but died a few years later.)
The first day's travel took them to the fort at Draperville, southeast of Salt Lake. The next
day they traveled to Porter Rockwell's stage stop in the Jordan Narrows, then on to Battle Creek
(Pleasant Grove) where they stayed the night. The following day they reached Provo, where
Susanna and Horatio stopped to visit relatives. A big family group welcomed them. David, at 76,
was still farming. Henry Clay and his wife were expecting their third child. Ross and Helen had
moved back to Provo with their nine children and Caroline was still there with her six children.
Impatient to be on their way, James and Bena went on ahead. Susanna and Horatio left three
days later in company with a few other families. Horatio drove over rough roads, through
snowstorms, and across frozen mountain passes, quite a challenge for the young teamster. On the
coldest days it was difficult to even get a drink of water as it froze and had to be thawed over a fire.
After a month of plodding through mud and snow, they reached the rim of the southern
basin. The climate changed to mild, pleasant weather, but the most difficult roads were still ahead.
The Black Ridge was rocky and steep with patches of deep sand. To get over it they had to take
their wagons apart and let them down with ropes. It took several days to get over. A few miles
farther, they came to Grapevine Springs, where there was a one-mile stretch of sand so deep that
bushes and bark had to be laid in the wheel tracks so the wagons would not sink hub deep in the
heavy red sand. Often they had to double-team. As they traveled west, colored formations brought a
rugged beauty to the landscape, but it became more difficult to find water. Finally they descended
the steep rocky incline on the west bank of Ash Creek and reached Toquerville where a few families
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were living. From there they traveled across hills of deep sand to Washington, finding the few
inhabitants very discouraged after a Malaria epidemic.
December 24, 1861, the company entered the St. George Valley over a lava ridge on the east
and viewed for the first time their new home. To the distant northwest lay the snow-clad peaks of
the Pine Valley Mountains. North of the campground rose a red Navajo sandstone bluff christened
Mount Hope by the pioneers. A mile south of camp, the Virgin River meandered through willows
and cottonwoods. Across its waters lay barren sagebrush-covered hills, with black volcanic ridges to
the east and west.
The stark wasteland matched the emptiness Susanna felt inside. She had to share James with
a young Danish girl only three years older than Horatio, who hardly spoke English and was having a
difficult time adjusting to her new country. She felt completely on her own, far away from her
comfortable home, and far away from family and friends.
The line of wagons drew up on either side of the wiregrass bottomland with a ditch
ploughed through the center to bring water from East Springs for culinary use. This water was not
very palatable because of its high mineral content. The broad avenue between the two lines of
wagons served as public meeting grounds. Corrals were built in back of the lines. Most of the
campfires were also back of the individual wagons. (This area later became the adobe yard, is now
the home of Dixie College.)
On Christmas Day while the company was celebrating out in the open, rain began to fall.
The first drops fell after the meeting ended, but didn't discourage the dancers. They danced in the
rain until dark, then set up a long tent and danced inside. President Snow had a special Christmas
surprise for everyone. A man had managed to get down from Pine Valley with a load of potatoes.
These were roasted in the coals of the community fire and one given to each person in the tent. They
served as hand warmers as well as a special Christmas meal.
Mothers put their babies to sleep on the benches lining the walls, and the majority of the
camp danced until midnight. By then the fiddler had sawed through his bowstrings and had no
replacements. An old lady had carried a spool of silk thread all the way from England, which served
as a substitute for the frayed bowstrings. After a short intermission music again filled the tent. The
rain continued pouring down, even seeping through the roof of the tent. Still, it was warmer and
drier than the wagons, so dancing continued till dawn, while the wallflowers huddled together to
keep warm.
The rain continued to fall and the sun hid behind heavy clouds. Wagon covers and tents
proved to be inadequate shelters. Everything got wet--clothing, bedding, food, and fuel. It was
nearly impossible to build fires with the wet mesquite, greasewood, sage, and rabbit brush which
was their only fuel.
Thursday, January second was fast day. By this time more settlers had arrived. A camp
census was taken, showing 378 males, 370 females, 209 wagons, 121 horses, 34 mules, 569 oxen,
340 cows, and 98 plows. It was impossible for 748 people to fit in the large camp tent, but meetings
went on in spite of the rain.
Monday, January sixth, a mass meeting was held, with patriotic demonstrations of love and
devotion to the union and protests against its dissolution. A resolution was also drafted in favor of
statehood.
James Keate led the first choir, the music bringing much needed comfort to the camp. A
violin and flute were the only accompaniment.
Susanna taught school in a wagon box in spite of primitive conditions. There were very few
textbooks and supplies available, but children must be taught. In those days school began by a song,
a prayer and verses read out of the scriptures.
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January 9, 1862, while heavy rains still plagued the campers, Brother Snow proposed they
donate money and labor to erect a stone building for educational and social purposes as soon as
possible. The idea was approved and contributions were pledged in amounts from $5 to $50,
totaling $2,074 from 120 people. James Keate pledged $30. Each gave all they could
In spite of the downpour, city lots were surveyed by January 23. To give each man a fair
deal, names were placed in one hat, and the numbers of the lots in another. Names were drawn and
matched with a lot number drawn out of the hat.
The rain continued for forty days, changing the Virgin River from a small stream to a torrent
one quarter of a mile wide in places, destroying already established settlements in Santa Clara,
Grafton, Tonaquint, and part of Washington. Flooded-out settlers from Santa Clara came to the
large camp tent in St. George for shelter and food. To make sure no one went hungry, their food was
held in common and rationed to last until the first crops could be harvested.
The rain stopped at last. In February they cleared the streets of brush, leveled them, began
digging water ditches, and moved to their lots. Each of the 130 taxpayers was required to pay 21
pounds, 10 ½ ounces of wheat for his property.
The Keate lot faced east on Main Street between First and Second North. It was less than a
block south of the St. George Hall (later called the Social Hall), the first public building erected in
St. George. Work began on this building immediately. It was too small for church services, but
would provide a place for dances, plays, and school. James took his turn working on the Hall, the
large bowery, ditches and roads.
Planting crops was the highest priority and could be done early in the mild Dixie climate, so
at first the Keates lived in their two wagon boxes. These served as bedrooms, the space between
covered with a willow and brush shed where they cooked and ate meals. This crude shelter provided
little protection from the elements or from snakes and lizards that seemed to populate the country in
abundance.
The warm Dixie sun dried out their belongings and lifted their flagging spirits. In March, the
whole countryside was covered with a carpet of beautiful colors. The tiny violet blossoms of the
Filarree, yellow and purple Bee Flowers; Indian Paint Brush, Larkspur, Four-o'-clocks, the Sego
Lily, yellow, pink and white Evening Primrose; and Cactus blossoms bid a warm welcome to this
harsh new land
March 22, 1862, the congregation met in the completed bowery, just south of where the
Tabernacle now stands. At this first meeting, the city was divided into four wards with bishops over
each. The Keates belonged to the 4th Ward in the northeast section of the city, with Robert Gardner
as Bishop. (He also served as presiding bishop over the four wards, and the Pine Valley Ward.)
The Bowery was far from comfortable. Its walls were constructed of willows interwoven
between cottonwood poles set in the ground then plastered over with mud. The roof beams were
covered with green boughs and willows. Tallow candles on wooden chandeliers furnished the lights
for evening gatherings. St. George’s frequent windstorms whipped up the dust from the sidewalk
and streets and blew it through the willows and into the faces of the congregation. On those rare
occasions when it rained, the brush roof gave little shelter from the storm.
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XX. THE STRUGGLE FOR SURVIVAL
"They shall not hunger nor thirst
neither shall the heat smite them."
Isa. 49:10
In all the places Susanna had lived, she had never experienced such unbearable heat. The
sun bore down, scorching the ground and its inhabitants with temperatures of up to 120 degrees.
Even the short nights gave little relief, as the rocks and dirt still radiated heat. At night, the pioneers
sprinkled water on clothing and bedding to cool down enough to sleep.
Their only shade was what they made from brush and wagon covers. At any rate, there was
no time to sit under makeshift shelters. Too much work needed to be done. Hats and sunbonnets had
to suffice for protection form the sun’s rays. Bena was pregnant and unable to do heavy work, but
Susanna and Horatio helped plow, plant, and build.
The water coming out of Mt. Hope slowed to a trickle, and the Virgin resisted all attempts to
harness it for irrigation, so water had to be carried from its banks up to the thirsty parched crops.
Susanna and Horatio helped James dip water into barrels then haul it by wagon up to their property.
He was especially careful to water the row of grape cuttings he had set out. Even with water, crops
didn’t grow well in the alkali-impregnated soil. About half of what they planted was lost.
As the season wore on, the intense summer sun dried out the scanty forage for animals, and
threatened to kill the remaining plants. A few discouraged souls abandoned the mission; however
the majority refused to be routed.
Sanjo joined his mother "on the Rio Virgin, but it was too quiet (and probably too hot) for
me among the cactus so I saddled my steed and took a ride back to Salt Lake." He did some
freighting, then returned to St. George in the early fall.
As soon as possible, the Keates turned their energies toward building a home, hoping to
finish it before Bena’s confinement. They made adobes from the grayish clay that bordered the
eastern part of the valley, and dried them in the hot Dixie sun. Finally, walls were laid up, making a
two-room house with a brush and clay roof.
When Bena’s home was finished, they started on a home for Susanna next to it. They made
do without board roofs and floors until a sawmill was established in St. George and wood was
hauled from pine Valley the following year.
Conditions were primitive. Candles, and tallow to make them, were scarce, and candles
couldn’t be made in the heat of the summer. To provide light, a strip of rag with a button or pebble
tied in the middle was placed in a shallow dish of grease and the end lighted.
Soap was another problem. When it was possible to obtain grease, it was added to lye
leached out of cottonwood ashes to form a soft soap, and stored in a keg or barrel. When that was
not available, Oose, or Yucca Root was pounded out and used instead. It was easier on the fabrics
and hands of the laundress, and was an excellent shampoo. Clothes were washed in a tub of water
heated over an open fire. Often, while clothes were still wet on the line, a whirlwind filled with sand
would pass over, leaving them with a red coating.
To leaven quick bread, the housewife gathered alkali and dissolved it in water. The clear
liquid was poured off and used in baking. From the taste she could decide how strong it was and
govern the amounts needed to bring up her biscuits or cake. For bread a light batter was set with
“shorts” or coarse flour till it produced what is known as wild yeast, and then mixed into bread
dough. It was baked in a Dutch oven with coals over and under, and required fine skill to avoid
burnt edges or doughy middle.
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They had no matches. Fires were banked at night with coals from the longer burning
mesquite. If the fire went out during the night the housewife would take her shovel and look for a
chimney spiraling smoke. There she could beg coals for her breakfast fire. Often she would
encounter several others on the same errand.
Clothing wore out and the sisters turned to the spinning wheel and loom to produce fabric. It
still took many additional hours to cut out and sew dresses, pants, and shirts by hand.
September 23, 1862, Bena’s baby girl was born. Susanna helped care for mother and babe,
but longed for a baby of her own. After six years of marriage she still hadn’t been able to have more
children, though her heart yearned for them.
Susanna’s prayers were answered in a most unusual manner. A group of Indians had stolen a
child from another tribe and brought her to St. George, threatening to torture or kill her if they didn’t
receive a satisfactory price. James bought her for Susanna.
Corra, born in 1861, was just over a year old when she came to her new family. The
frightened, malnourished baby thrived under the care of her new mother and grew into a beautiful,
black-haired toddler with laughing dark eyes. Sister R.A. Morris tells her story in Heartthrobs of the
West Vol. 1.
"In 1862 James Keate and his good wife Susanna Rogers Keate came to the
aid of Corra, a little Indian girl of the local tribes, whose life was threatened by other
Indians. Corra was taken into the family as one of their own.
"There were two Keate wives, and soon after Corra's adoption, Auntie Keate
moved into an adobe home near the main Keate residence. Auntie Keate being one
of the early-day schoolteachers of the Dixie locality, Corra was taught to read, write,
and do figures. Under her instruction, Corra became a winsome little girl, and was
known for being one of the neatest little housekeepers in the town. She soon
developed the art of singing and was recognized in her childish field…”
President Brigham Young and a number of other brethren paid a visit to St. George in
September of 1862. He saw the difficulties of colonizing in Dixie and immediately took steps to aid
the struggling pioneers. As usual, his solution was to give them another assignment. He instructed
Brother Snow to begin immediately the construction of "a commodious meeting place for the
Saints" (the Tabernacle). Labor and food was to be sent from Cedar City and other nearby
communities to help in the project.
Frosts came early and were unusually severe. The settlers had been advised to raise cotton
rather than other crops, so they found themselves with a cotton surplus and not enough food. Packs
of wolves got some of their animals, and hunger was a grim reality. By March of 1863 most of their
supplies were exhausted. President Snow called a mass meeting to determine how much food was
on hand and adopt measures to procure more. The tally showed only 25 pounds of breadstuffs for
each individual, and the harvest three months away. Each was asked what they could send north to
trade for food, though the majority had little they could do without. The Keates traded a wagon to
secure enough aid to survive until the first barley and early wheat harvest in June.
In March of 1863 Brother Snow asked Sanjo to accompany Hyrum Burgess and William
Pulsipher with Talaigants, Chief of the Indians on the Santa Clara, as guide to explore a wagon
route from St. George to the Colorado through Black Rock Canyon. The purpose was to investigate
the possibility of bringing in goods from the west coast by steamer up the Colorado River and
establish a city to receive them. (The route was explored later and settlements were made on the
Muddy.) This call was pre-empted by a more pressing one.
A call was extended to St. George for 55 wagons, teams and drivers to go east and pick up
emigrants and freight. Each ward in the Territory of Utah had their quota to fill, but this was twice

85
the number of wagons assessed the more established communities of Parowan and Cedar City. It
was an impossible task, considering the people had sold many of their teams and wagons for food.
President Snow explained this to President Young, promising to provide all the wagons possible.
In April of l863, a group left St. George to fill that assignment with the requested 55
wagons. They were also carrying 10,000 pounds of Dixie cotton for an experiment in trade. Sanjo
was one of the drivers, filling this position as a mission. He drove four yoke of oxen from St.
George to Florence, Nebraska and back, a distance of 2,700 miles. The cotton brought market price
in Florence. On the way back, the company brought 400 Saints who were emigrating from
England, Switzerland and Italy. The St. George men returned to their homes in the first part of
November.
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May 10, 1863, President Brigham Young, Lorenzo Snow, George A. Smith, John Taylor,
Wilford Woodruff and Heber C. Kimball visited the southern settlement. The Keates were among
the 1,500 Saints assembled in the bowery to hear their leaders. The visitors were impressed with the
improvements they found: "Pleasant habitations, ornamental and fruit trees, the basement wall for
St. George Hall completed, ditches and farmland of red productive soil, and two sawmills." They
visited again in September, spending most of the month there.
The next spring, sixteen-year-old Horatio volunteered to go to the Missouri River with a
company of men sent by the Perpetual Emigration Company to bring immigrants to Utah. Before
leaving he was set apart as a Priest by Second Ward Bishop Henry Eyring. (Bishop Gardner was
probably unavailable because of other duties.) There were 28 wagons and teams and two mounted
guards donated by the St. George settlers.
It was the flood time of the year. Streams were swollen and traveling was very dangerous.
The Missouri River was rising and only after much difficulty did they succeed in getting across.
Their cattle were still on the opposite bank and it was necessary for someone to go back and look
after them. The only way of re-crossing the wide, flooding river was to swim. Horatio, in his
boyish strength and self-assurance, offered to do it. Against much persuasion, he finally obtained
permission from the reluctant Captain to be one of two members of the party to return. After much
dangerous swimming they reached the opposite shore in safety. They cared for the cattle, and then
boarded a ferry for the return trip. The current was so swift the boat was forced to land on a small
island. Someone needed to swim ashore with a rope. Horatio and his companion volunteered to try
to swim the hundred yards of swift current. Clinging to each other and the rope with one hand, and
swimming with the other, they finally reached the shore, where they were greeted by cheers and
praise for their bravery.
On the return journey to Salt Lake with emigrants, the company passed hundreds of wagons
of refugees fleeing the Civil War. An agent for the Confederacy even visited the Mormon camp.
The South was endeavoring to harass the Government by causing Indian uprisings in the West.
At one time the company passed a burning ranch where Indians had massacred the
inhabitants. At another time the Indians stampeded the cattle while the company was on the march.
Luckily, the oxen Horatio was driving had been reversed in their places. The wheelers which were
docile and gentle had been placed in the lead, and the high spirited leaders yoked behind. Thus he
was able to stop his outfit, grasp the leader by the horns and keep them quiet until the stampede was
over. As the teams and outfits raced by, he was fearful he would be trampled. One outfit came so
close it brushed the seat of his pants in passing. The other wagons were scattered, many broken, and
the oxen injured. The flour wagon overturned, causing much loss. In spite of difficulties, the
company reached St. George safely in the late fall.
In 1864 and 65, Sanjo wrote for St. George's first newspaper, the Veprecula, (or Little
Bramble) under the pen name Ego. Those who started the paper were Joseph Orton, Charles
Walker, Orson Pratt Jr., and George Burgen. The Veprecula was a semi-monthly handwritten sheet
kept in a central location for any to read who were willing to pay for the privilege with eggs, butter,
molasses, potatoes, cotton, cucumbers, cheese, etc.
"We will remark by the way that we prefer the chickens to be extracted from the
eggs before we receive them. The combination of the two is sometimes rather
unpalatable."
Sanjo wrote, "We can more easily enumerate the tools owned and used than
name those that are indispensable which our farmers have failed to procure. About

87
one worthless turning-plow, out of repair, to every two families is a fair estimate.
One bull-tongue (home-made plow) to every thirty families; one shovel plow
(shovel rigged to a frame) to every hundred families...the smaller tools, such as hoes,
shovels, spades, axes, etc. are more general, yet much too scarce and many of them
of inferior quality."
He and Charles Walker added humor to the little sheet to build up the settlers' flagging
spirits. At one time Sanjo wrote,
"We are happy to learn that our Charley has recovered from the spider bite. It is said
that the spider suffered terribly."
Besides writing, Sanjo was involved in the St. George Dramatic Association that produced
plays in the unfinished Social Hall basement. There was only a willow roof over the heads of the
participants, but they enjoyed the luxury of a good wooden door to keep out spectators who could
not afford the 50-cent ticket.
In April of 1865, Sanjo was called on a mission to Italy and Switzerland. He took four
horses he owned and sold them in Salt Lake City for $400, which paid his transportation. He
describes his appearance in New York. "The Jewish clothing store clerks were all after me. I had a
gawky look, fuzzy face, long hair, home-made pants out of cloth made on an old fashioned loom,
shoes made from Valley Tan leather, never been blacked. My coat didn't fit, the sleeves reached a
little below my elbows... When I reached Liverpool, my first move was to be measured for a suit
that I might cast off the Rocky Mountain garb. The next day I went to the photo man, got my photo,
and sent it to mother. She didn't know me at first sight."
James moved Bena and her two children to a new home in the Third Ward area in the
northwest part of town. (The property is now covered with a service station and shopping area on
Bluff Street.) They became members of the Third Ward, and James spent most nights and weekends
there. Babies came along at regular two-year intervals for the next fourteen years.
He set up a shoemaking shop in Bena’s former home on Main Street and resumed his trade,
making and repairing shoes. He advertised himself as a "Professor of Snobology". Susanna worked
with him in his shop, learning skills she later used to make shoes for grandbabies. Leather was
available from a tannery operating north of Diagonal Street, which used tanbark from the Pine
Valley Mountains.
Even in their geographically remote area, the Dixites kept up with national news via Salt
Lake, which had the telegraph. April 17, 1865, they received the good news that the Union was
victorious and peace had been restored. The next day the sad news came that Lincoln had been
assassinated.
Horatio belonged to the first Fife and Drum Corp, playing the fife. This group was
organized to be on the alert and give alarm in case of Indian attacks. The members answered roll
call at sunrise each morning at the St. George Hall.
The Fourth of July was celebrated with a sunrise salute of thirteen guns, signifying the
original colonies. Horatio was a member of St. George's first Martial Band under the direction of
Oswald Barlow, whose great bass drum was used during the Johnston Army troubles as a signal
drum in Echo Canyon. This group aroused the town at daybreak with their stirring military tunes.
After the serenading was over, the citizens gathered to the bowery to hear a patriotic program of
orations, songs and toasts, followed by feasting.
Later in the day a parade was led by the marshal of the day on horseback followed by civic
and church dignitaries. Young women dressed in white, accompanied by young men dressed in dark
clothing personified the counties of the Territory. The original pioneers of '47 and members of the
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Mormon Battalion were given a place of honor in the procession, followed by clubs and tradesman
groups, and children dressed in white. Usually there were some Indians present to participate in the
festivities and beg for a handout.
Other seasonal amusements enjoyed by the Dixie pioneers were caroling, house parties,
sports, rag bees, corn husking bees, fruit drying bees, spinning, and quilting bees. Dances, drama,
and lyceums were held regularly throughout the year. Horatio played the violin for dances. Lyceums
consisted of musicals or lectures. According to a 1920 Dixie College history project,
"All talented people were called upon to participate. The most prominent
participants were Erastus Snow, the Pratt brothers, Susanna Keate, and the Gates
Brothers Band."
In September, St. George prepared for the arrival of Brigham Young by fencing suitable
herd grounds for the company's animals and planning a party in the St. George Hall, making sure
there were plenty of candles on hand.
He and five other general authorities arrived to a royal reception. They were impressed with
the St. George Fair displays in the Social Hall, though the ceiling wasn't up yet or the walls
plastered. Tables were arranged with homespun gingham, cotton, wool, linen—even a skein of dog
wool, evenly spun. Among the exhibits were boots and shoes made by James Keate and Joseph
Orton, machinery, vegetables, and fruits, including a 4½ foot grape cutting that weighed 15 pounds.
Prize quilts and coverlets were hung on the unfinished walls. A dance was held that night and a
meeting in the bowery the next day.
Brigham Young complimented the Saints on proving that the country was habitable and that
it was possible to make a good living there, even though the Saints would have to import one half of
their food to make it through till next harvest.
Apparently they weren't poor enough to avoid the tax man, however. In 1865 James Keate
had made $400 worth of improvements, owned two "cattle" worth $50, a horse worth $36, one
"vehicle" worth $50, but had no clocks or watches (a scarce commodity in Dixie). Taxable profits
came to $100, making the total of taxable income $640. He paid $6.40 Territorial tax and $3.20
County tax. Add to this the road tax which was $2 or one day's labor per year; and the water tax of
$10.80 per acre, paid in labor or produce at the following rates: flour 16 cents a pound, cotton 12 ½
cents a pound, beef 20 cents a pound or molasses $4 a gallon. Tithing was also paid in labor or
produce.
Lawbreakers proved to be a good source of revenue for the City that year. Several were
fined $5 for driving their teams too fast down the streets of St. George. Others were fined for
"disturbing a religious meeting."
Each member of the family helped earn their subsistence. Horatio at age seventeen went to
work for Mr. Grange, a former neighbor, in St. Thomas, a new settlement on the "Muddy". This
area 70 miles west of St. George was considered part of Utah Territory, but was taken by Nevada a
few years later. Lake Mead now covers it.
For the first time, both Sanjo and Horatio were gone from home, leaving Susanna alone with
five-year-old Corra. Three letters written to Horatio by Susanna give an indication of what her life
was like at this time:
May 11, 1865
My Dear Horatio,
I am very glad to hear you are well. I hope and pray continually that you
may be blessed and prosper. Continue to do right and be humble and prayerful and
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the Lord will keep you. I wish I could send you some flour but I can't. We are all
well. --no more letters from Guglielmo.
Enclosed you will find a letter from James Woodruff (son of Wilford).
Theodore Calken is dead. He died of Typhoid fever. He had never fully recovered
from the hurt he got a year ago. He was married a few weeks before he was taken
sick, to a Swedish girl.
Write as often as you can. I let Brother Grange have your chest until he gets
his then you can have it. I will write you as often as I get a chance and you must do
the same. I feel lonesome without you. I wish I could have my children settle down
near me. It would be such a comfort, but under existing circumstances I know it
cannot be.
Be a good boy. May the Lord bless you.
From your Mother Susanna M. Keate.
October 15, 1865
My Dear Horatio,
I was glad to hear you are well and getting along well. There is scarcely any
hour in the day that I don't think of you. I pray for you continually that you will be
blessed with health and with food and raiment and that you may be preserved from
harm.
My health is good. Br. Keate has been very sick, is now better.
I got a letter from Guglielmo two weeks ago. He has left Italy and is now in
Switzerland. I will send you a copy if I have time. (In her papers is a long letter from
Guglielmo painstakingly copied by her so the brothers could keep in touch.)
Have got the barrel fixed if the man calls for it. I have 20 lbs. of flour I
traded salt for. I will send it the first chance I get. I let Kate Atkinson have 25 lbs salt
to bring in about 3 weeks. I will send them (salt and flour?) if I get a chance. That is
all the salt I have traded.
I hope you will leave Granger if he commences to make liquor. It would be
no credit or good to you to stay there any longer. I know he has been good to you
and I feel thankful to him for it. Hope you will repay him soon as you can, but oh,
don't be persuaded to drink liquor! Remember that was the ruin of your father
(underline in the original).
(James Keate was the only father Horatio ever knew. Horatio was curious about his
biological father, but Susanna was so bitter about William Pickett, she wouldn’t allow his name to be
spoken in her presence, even in later years.)
My dear Horatio, be a good boy and always do right. Don't forget your
prayers. Write home as often as you can. I don't know when I shall write to
Guglielmo. I can't get money to pay the postage. (Letters cost 6 cents for 30 miles, 8
cents for 60 miles, 25 cents for 450 miles and considerably more for overseas mail.)
St. George has been very dull of late, so many are gone to the city. Judge
Titus and some other United States officers are here, going to hold court this week
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trying to rake up the Mountain Meadows affair. I guess they won't be able to make
out much more.
May the Lord bless you,
from your mother Susanna M. Keate
(Susanna’s brother Ross was living in Beaver at the time of the Mountain Meadows tragedy.
He helped save another wagon train that came through soon afterward by warning them of an
impending Indian attack and convincing them to go to Cedar City for safety.)
Oct. 22. Dear Horatio, I have just got another letter from Guglielmo. He is
well and doing well. You might write a good long letter to him and send it up. I shall
write as soon as I have money for the postage. I don't know when that will be, but I
find it as Christ said to his disciples, "It is not you who speaks but the Holy Spirit." I
shall now bring my letter to a close.
(Copied from Guglielmo’s letter): I hope you will be able to send me a little
money. Sometimes a letter comes and I am caught without money to pay the
postage. If you can help me a little from time to time, I will make it right when I
come home. Give my love to Horatio when you see him. I suppose he has been
down to the Muddy all summer. Kind parents accept of this from your son.
Remember me in your prayers. May God bless you is the prayer of G. Sangiovanni.
This is the main substance of his letter. I could not copy it all verbatim. It is
too long. Take good care of this. I am going to send the original to Aunt Hester and
it may get lost.
October 31, 1865
St. Thomas
Dear Mother,
I'm in this place. I am well at present and hope this will find you the same. I
have not heard from the land of the living for a good while but am waiting patiently.
We have had good times of late. A few nights ago about 10 o'clock, 11 of us went
and surrounded an Indian camp and took an Indian prisoner who stole Casper
Bryner's horse. Tomorrow he starts for St. George. We have to guard him at present
night and day. The cane mills have come at last and Grange has commenced to make
liquor which is said to be very good but I touch it not. I would send you some if it
was sure go. I heard that corn was selling for $3.00 per bushel. If that is so, sell that
lumber order for corn. I may want it before next harvest. I am going to sow about
three acres of wheat.
I remain your son, Horatio
The Indian he speaks of was Yambo. He purposely neglects to tell his mother the rest of the
story. After the prisoner had been handcuffed, the men were surrounded by forty to fifty of Yambo's
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fellow tribesmen with their bows drawn. Fortunately, the men were able to pacify the Indians and
return to St. George with their prisoner.
January 18, 1866
Dear Horatio,
I have longed to see you this Christmas and the New Year. I have felt so
lonesome--both of my boys away, but hope it is all for the best. I wish you a Happy
New Year, health, peace and prosperity through all the coming years of your life
with the blessings of our Father in Heaven and the approbation of those in authority
over you; which you will certainly have if you continue in well doing never
neglecting your prayers, do right under all circumstances and the blessings of
Heaven will always attend you. I have had two letters from Guglielmo since I last
wrote you. I have not written to him for a long time, no money to pay postage.
It has been severely cold for a month past, cold enough for any country.
Times are very dull. There have been a number of parties. I have only been to one,
the ward party last Thursday evening. All seemed to enjoy themselves well till about
11 o'clock when an express came in from the upper country to say the Indians had
been down to Brother Whitmore's and drove off sheep, cattle, and horses. Brother
Whitmore and one of the Moody's stepsons that were out hunting up stock have not
been heard from for seven days. It is feared the Indians have killed them. The minute
men were ordered to be ready to start next morning by 8 o'clock. Thirty went from
here, to make 70 men from the different settlements. It has been snowing and cold
ever since they left. They will have a pretty hard time.
My dear son, why don't write? I always feel so anxious about you when I
don't hear from you. I got a bundle of yarn for you. The weather has been so cold I
could not get it wove yet. I am sorry for I know you must need it. We could not sell
your lumber order. The mills are all froze up, no lumber to be had.
I have got 70 pounds cornmeal for you. I dare say you need it. Mr. Keate
thought Grange would have sent him some whiskey before this time. J.R. Young
brought two quarts and a half pint of miserable poor stuff. I hope I shall soon be able
to send this to you. I have had no letter from my other folks.
January 21. I got a letter from Aunt Hester last week which (I will) enclose
for you. When the man called for the barrel (of cornmeal) I was not at home or I
should have sent it by him.
No word of Brother Whitmore yet. There is a report that Bruniske is dead. A
rock fell on him and killed him.
January 28. My dear son, I have a chance to send this by Brother Hammond
to St. Joseph. I shall direct it to the care of Elizabeth, hoping you will get it safe. I
sent you 50 pounds of cornmeal. The rest I will send by some other chance.
Joseph Rogers (Ross's 21 year old son) called here yesterday. He is on his
way to California. He has been living in Provo all winter. The folks are all well.
David Daniels (Caroline's son) had one of his legs taken off last spring. He is now
on crutches.
To finish Susanna's story about Brother Whitmore, volunteers left St. George with three
baggage wagons headed for the Pipe Springs area. They found the bodies of Whitmore and McIntire
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with bullet wounds and many arrows stuck in them. The snow was so deep it was impossible to
pursue the culprits.
This wasn't an isolated incident. Navajos were committing depredations all around Southern
Utah, driving off stock and shooting at anyone who got in their way.
Two public corals with five-foot high rock walls were constructed in St. George, and guards
were posted to protect the animals. President Snow warned the people not to venture outside the city
in small groups or allow their animals to stray.
It was the policy of the Mormons to do all they could to make peace with the Indians. The
local Piute tribe was friendly to the Saints and often warned them when Navaho raiding parties were
coming from across the Colorado.
In Dixie some of the pioneers hired Piute Indian men and women to help them with farming
and household tasks. In one incident, an Indian squaw busily scrubbing clothing on a washboard
suddenly disappeared. Her employer wondered what had happened to her. An hour later she
reappeared with a newborn baby and finished the wash.
The 1866 year-end report states the population of St. George was 1,086. Apparently 400 had
given up and moved back to the North since 1863. There had been 16 deaths during the year; 13
from illness, one from "gravel" and two killed by the Indians.
In 1866 the tax rolls show that James had made $350 worth of improvements on his
property, owned three "cattle" worth $75, but no horses, mules, sheep, goats, swine, vehicles,
watches or clocks. His total taxable property was down to $525.
January 15, 1867, was a day of rejoicing for the Southern Saints. On that day a telegraph
line established contact between Salt Lake and St. George, ending their six years of isolation from
the headquarters of the Church. Horatio had returned from the Muddy the previous fall and marched
with the band that lead a large procession up to the point of the red hill to witness the putting up of
the telegraph wire. The operators were escorted to St. George Social Hall amid singing, cheering
and cannon firing. A little before noon, the wire was put through one of the windows and attached
to the battery. Communication opened immediately and they received a message from President
Young, though he was hundreds of miles distant.
The telegraph made it easier to keep up with Indian movements. Through the winter,
Captains Pearce and Andrus with their men were kept busy pursuing Navajo bands that came near
the settlements on thieving expeditions. January 18, they surprised Indians trying to stampede a herd
of stock south of St. George. The Indians escaped under cover of night.
In the May Semiannual Conference of the Southern Mission (which included the
surrounding settlements as far west as the Muddy, as far north as Parowan, and as far east as Long
Valley), the Word of Wisdom was preached. Church authorities were beginning to emphasize the
importance of following this law of health forbidding tobacco, coffee, tea, and liquor though it still
wasn't considered a commandment. One of the brethren reported afterward "There was not a plug of
tobacco in St. George when I left. Some of the sisters complain the water is bitter and sweeten it
with tea."
The first day of meetings started on a negative note: the congregation was told to stop
trading with those not of the faith (to make themselves self-sufficient). The people were cautioned
again about marauding Indians. Regret was expressed for the families who left Dixie because of the
disastrous spring floods that tore out bridges and dams, a late frost that killed the corn and
sunflowers, and the grasshoppers that were again attacking what was left of the crops. In spite of
their poverty the pioneers were asked to donate to 5,000 Saints who would be emigrating from
Britain that year. The meeting ended by the choir singing "Hard Times Come Again No More".
"Tis the song, the sigh of the weary. Hard times, hard times come again no more
Many days you have lingered around my cabin door, Oh, hard times come again no more."
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XXI. THE DESERT BLOSSOMS
"For in the wilderness shall waters break out.
In the habitation of Dragons shall be grass
with reeds and rushes." Isaiah 25:67
The Keate families lived in Pine Valley during the summer of 1867. Thirty miles from St.
George, the village is nestled in a semi-circle of pine-clad mountains, with the Santa Clara Creek
running trough grassy meadows. At an elevation of 6,700 feet, it is the highest town in Utah and
remains pleasantly cool all summer.
A shoemaker was badly needed there, and James did better financially than any other year.
He acquired two horses ($120), one vehicle ($50) and one clock or watch ($10).
Horatio lived with them in a home two blocks west of the chapel site, while he served as a
carpenter during construction of the Pine Valley Chapel in 1867-68. Construction was supervised by
Ebenezer Bryce, a former shipbuilder from New Zealand, who later ranged his cattle in Bryce
Canyon (it being named for him). He said he built the chapel like a ship, so if a flood came it would
float and not be destroyed, or if a wind came it would roll over but not crash.
When Susanna's son, G.G.R. (Sanjo), returned from his mission in the fall of 1867, he found
Dixie in prosperous condition, grapes flourishing, fruit trees bearing, many comfortable homes, and
businesses of all kinds. He reported his mission at the Sunday morning session of the three day
semi-annual conference (November 1,2,3), speaking 10 minutes. He gave "a somewhat amusing
account of his mission in Piedmont (Italy) and Switzerland", according to Bleak.
In February 1868, he began publication of The Cactus, one of three local newspapers. It
carried news, jokes, and advertisements, spiced up by editor Sangiovanni's irrepressible wit. It was
published semi-monthly, terms: six months, $1.00, strictly in advance. Later it became a weekly
paper. He described St. George as follows:
"They are grading Main Street (in front of Susanna’s home). The street when
finished will not only be the finest street in town, but the heart of commerce. It is at
the head of this same street, where dwell the editors, typos, lawyers, harness and
shoemakers, carpenters and barbers; and by way of a change, our Devil may not be
found far off.
"Diagonal Street (just north of Susanna, running east to southwest) presents a
business-like appearance, with The Dixie Times printing office, H. J. Riding's
Tinware establishment, Horsley's Shaving Saloon, and J. Keate's Shoe Shop... Ere
long the above mentioned will be one solid mass of buildings."
By this time a row of cottonwood trees provided shade down Main Street. The city had
water running in ditches down the side of the streets. Between six and seven a.m. no one could use
the stream for irrigating or watering animals, because that was the time householders would dip
water for culinary use, filling the family drinking barrel and pouring water on the burlap wrapping
to keep it cool. The barrel was carefully cleaned once a week to stop the growth of moss and slime
and prevent it from becoming a breeding ground for mosquitoes. The public buildings also had their
water barrel, with a common drinking cup tied by a string to the side. After seven o'clock, cattle
drank out of the stream, usually standing in it as they did so, impregnating the water with manure
and making it unpalatable.
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As roads were improved westward into California, more traffic came from Salt Lake
through St. George and on to Los Angeles. Occasionally mule trains camped in the public square
overnight, just two blocks south of the Keate home.

\St. George Hall. Note Horatio’s lumber company upper right
After the Pine Valley Chapel was completed in 1868, Horatio, in partnership with Joseph
Judd, started a contracting and cabinet making business. Sanjo poked a little fun at him with the
following Cactus article:
"Among many fine edifices going up on Diagonal Street is Horatio Pickett's
carpenter shop, which consists of four pine poles stuck in the ground covered with a
few pieces of sheeting.
"We paid H.P. a visit the other day; and noticed a shingle hung out with the
following notice upon it—To rent, the upper story of this building, also a cellar for
storing merchandise, all it needs is just digging out."
Horatio wrote to his Grandfather Rogers in Provo, announcing his forthcoming marriage
and their plans to travel north to the Endowment House in the fall. This is his reply.
April 26, 1868
Beloved Grandson,
Your welcome letter of the first was received on the 22nd. We are all well
and well pleased to receive letters from you and hope you will continue to write as
you can find time. I am glad to learn that your Mother's health is good and wish she
was coming up to make us a visit this summer. I would gladly except (sic) your
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invitation of coming South with our beloved President, if circumstances would
permit. The Spring so far has been very fine, and the prospects good for a crop and
fruit, only for the grasshoppers which are hatching and eating all before them. My
wheat is already gone. We know not what course to persue (sic) in the farming line.
We had a letter from Caroline Beebe (Hester's daughter in Polk City, Iowa) last
week. She writes the grasshoppers are so numorous (sic) that the farmers are
delaying putting in seed for the present. They are all well at present though they
have had much sickness during the winter past. Martha Telle that is now Mrs. G. Q.
Cannon was very sick during Conference and some ten days after is now nearly
well. Bro. Brigham, Heber C., John Taylor, W. Woodruf (sic), Joseph F. Smith,
A.O. Smoot and several others have brought part of their families to this City and
will reside here a part of their time. We are building a new bridge across the Provo
River. And making a new road up the Provo River to Provo Valey (sic) and one
opening large farms on the bench toward Battle Creek. (Orem?) I think of nothing
more at present worth writing you so fare well (sic) for this time.
May the Blessings of Heaven and Earth rest upon you and your concerns,
amen.
D.W. Rogers
P.S. Remember me to your Mother and all the family. And enterprising friends. And
when you come up in the fall fail not to bring your Mother with you. Your
Grandmother sends her love and wonders why your Mother does not write.
(Punctuation is his own)
D.W. Rogers
N. B. You have a new uncle come to Provo as his place of residence for a while. His
name is John David Bennett (Rogers). (He) will be seven weeks old tomorrow
morning seven o’clock. (The son of his younger plural wife Ellen Bennett.)
D.W.R.
May 31, 1868, Horatio married Harriet Josephine Johnson, daughter of the prominent
druggist and horticulturist Joseph E. Johnson and his first wife, Harriet Snyder. Erastus Snow
performed the ceremony at Harriet's home in Middleton known as Ellislea. (J. E. Johnson's third
wife, Eliza, lived north of the Keates on the corner of the same block.)
As was the custom, Horatio and Harriet planned to travel to Salt Lake later to be sealed in the
Endowment House.
The marriage was reported in the Cactus by Sanjo.
"Married in St. George on 31st ult. by President Erastus Snow, Mr. Horatio
Pickett to Miss Harriet Josephine Johnson. Thanks for the cake sent to our Sanctum.
Friends, we wish you every joy
That life it can bestow
That peace may ever attend your way
And that you naught but pleasure know.
May joys crown your wedded life
And flowers your pathway strew
May sunbeams bright around you smile
As life's journey you pursue."

96
Horatio's father-in-law also told of the wedding in his
newspaper Our Dixie Times and mentioned the refreshments.
"Brother Keate, the prince of strawberry
culture, yesterday placed before us a dish of those
delicious berries, scarlet with ripeness and fragrant
with sweetness--and they were large ones too. One is
enough at a time provided they come often enough."
Horatio and Josephine are shown in photo, left.
The St. George correspondent to the Deseret News
also commented on the wedding and James Keate's gardening
abilities.
"We have visited the vineyards and
never saw grapes so large and fine, especially those in
the vineyards of J. Keate (and three others), some
branches weighing two pounds and over."
Pine Valley, a refuge from the summer heat, was the
favorite place for St. George and surrounding communities' July 24th celebrations, often lasting
several days. The Keates were living there during the 1868 holiday. Meetings were held Friday the
24th at Grass Valley, five miles from Pine Valley, honoring the "early members of the Church who
journeyed across the plains, resulting in freedom and liberty for the Latter Day Saints."
A big feast was enjoyed by all. Each town had assignments. Potatoes from Parowan were
roasted, a fat steer was butchered and prepared, and peaches and grapes from Dixie were served.
After dinner they spent the evening singing and dancing on a wooden floor laid down among the
pines.
Saturday the 25th a thunderstorm broke up their meetings, and in five minutes "everything
that could float was in motion". Wagons were moved away from the flooding creek and the brethren
made a large wickiup out of planks from the dance floor. "All were made comfortable for the night."
The storm caused a great deal of damage in Pine Valley, washing away dams, mill flumes, and
covering fields of wheat with mud and sand.
Horatio and Josephine had chosen to make the trip to Salt Lake to be sealed after the heat of
the summer, and after many of the crops had been harvested. Those going to Salt Lake for
endowments had been advised by their leaders to go before winter set in when the weather was
better and the Indians not so desperate. The Pickett/Johnson party cut it pretty close. In early
October the newlyweds and family members made the long journey to Salt Lake City where they
were sealed for time and eternity at the Endowment House October 11, 1868. Susanna went with
them and was able to visit with her parents and Caroline in Provo, as well as former friends in Salt
Lake. A short commentary on this event appeared in The Cactus.
"A couple of our friends lately went to Salt Lake City on a bridal tour, took a
boat ride on Hot Spring Lake, the boat capsizing, one of the gents lost his hat. The
above fearful accident is the cause of Pickett's and Judd's shop being closed."
Hot Spring Lake was a shallow marshy pond formed from run-off of the Hot Springs north
of 1500 North in Salt Lake (now under I-15 near Beck Street). A larger lake called Warm Springs
Lake was farther north and west, near the Jordan River. He probably means the latter one.

97
October 21, 1868, the Cactus reported,
"Bro. Keate has returned from his summer residence in Pine Valley and
seems to appreciate the green trees, so much in contrast with the locality where he
has been residing." (Susanna probably came back earlier to go to Salt Lake with the
wedding party.)
When Sanjo had to leave the business of running the newspaper to go fight the Navajos with
the militia, the November 28, 1868, issue carried the following:
"If our issue this week is not as interesting as usual, we hope our readers will
overlook it, from the fact that our senior editor has gone (on a borrowed horse) with
Col. Pearce's command in search of items among the Navajos."
Such were the circumstances under which Sangiovanni became the first and only war
correspondent in Dixie. As he campaigned against the Indians, he had occasional access to the
telegraph lines at Rockville and so was able to pass the newest developments on the war front to his
eager patrons at home.
Sangiovanni says of his experiences;
"The Navajos made a raid on the stables and drove off 29 horses. Fifty
minute-men were called out (I being one) to give chase, Captain Copelan in
command. Out on the desert, water holes were very scarce. After following the trail
120 miles we were on Buckskin Mountains, (east of Kanab) where the guide called a
halt. A band of Digger Utes had waylaid the Navajos, and had a fight with them,
killed two, and captured the stolen horses. The ground was covered with arrows. Our
Indian guide scalped one of the dead thieves and gave me the scalp. We had only 25
pounds of flour left. I made it into dough and divided it equally among the fifty-one
men. It made a piece about as big as a biscuit for each. We baked it over the coals,
then filled up on water. The next morning we started for home, meeting the Indians
that had our captured horses. They shared a coyote for lunch. We arrived home two
days later."
Other items of interest from the little newspaper:
Recipes
Cement for Sealing Fruit Cans
Melt together:
l lb. rosin
2 oz. beeswax
2 oz. tallow
1 oz. copperas

Ink
Dissolve in alcohol:
1/2 gal elderberry juice
2 drops creosol
2 drams alum

"James Keate has commenced business in his new shop and is now prepared
to renovate the 'understandings' of the public."
"Those going for wood in Pine Valley should go armed and take care of their
teams--no telling what might happen with Navajos."

98
"G.G.R. Sangiovanni's writing school commenced this evening at the
basement of St. George Hall."
"We can boast of living in a country which far excels Italy for romantic
scenery. For instance behold the majestic Virgin and Santa Clara rivers at the base of
our city, and the noble red sandstone mountain in the background, all of which
abound with lizards, tarantulas, vipers, mountain alligators, innocent scorpions and
rattlesnakes."
If you wonder what a "mountain alligator" looks like, J. E. Johnson (Horatio's father-in-law)
describes one found on an outing to Johnson’s Canyon six miles northwest of St. George.
"A land alligator the boys found was two feet long and ugly as sin. They kept
it in a cage down the street. The long-tailed monster eats mice."
Albert Carrington, the publisher of the Deseret News was told,
"Number six of the second volume of the Cactus published at St. George by
Sangiovanni and Company has just come to hand. You would do well to exchange
with the small spicy sheet."
The Deseret Evening News noted,
"Guglielmo Giosue Rossetti SanGiovanni Esqr., editor of the St. George
Cactus visited our sanctum yesterday and gave us the following news items from the
sunny South. 'The weather is fine and the spring early. A few grasshoppers are
rejoicing that people are going to raise something for them to eat. The people are
jubilant over the expected visit of President Young.'"
The Deseret News even spelled his name correctly (except the capitol G). The author of
Early Utah Journalism, J. Cecil Alter, wrote,
"We cannot omit to express our wonder at how a man with such a name ever
found his way to St. George in that early day and the still greater wonder at his
staying there, fighting Indians, conducting a business college, running one
newspaper and outrunning one or two others!"
Horatio and Josephine planned to make their home in Kanab, but in the middle of
preparations to leave, Horatio was called to help finish the Tabernacle. The walls were already up
and carpenters were needed to finish the inside and put the roof on. The workers were paid in
commodities distributed by the tithing office or in tithing script, a circulating medium in those days.
They lived in a one-room adobe house three blocks northwest of the temple site.
March 10, when President Young and company arrived, they were greeted by cavalry and
children standing in two long lines; and a snowstorm, the first in the South all year. The weather
was too cold and windy for outdoor meetings so they met in the basement of the St. George
Tabernacle. The 18-foot high walls cut off the wind enough that they were able to meet, but after
two hours the gales became so ferocious they had to adjourn. From that time on, general meetings
were held in the Tabernacle each Sunday morning, then individual ward meetings were held at the
schoolhouses in the afternoons.

99

Always the optimist, Sanjo wrote in the March 20, 1869, issue of the Cactus,
"Don't go into hysterics over a few little harmless grasshoppers...The
legislature has made an appropriation for the building of a lunatic asylum. Such a
place is needed for the safe keeping of those who are so easily frightened at the
appearance of a few little grasshoppers."
Andrew Carl Larson says in I Was Called to Dixie "In the April 10th issue
(the grasshoppers apparently not the least intimidated by his scorn) a note of anxiety
crept into his comment. "For some time past grasshoppers have been hatching out by
the millions and are now numerous and doing considerable damage in the wheat
fields." By April 14, Sangiovanni had joined the ranks of those he had described as
fit candidates for the lunatic asylum. "These pests continue to trouble us, notwithstanding all the efforts of the people who have been most energetically fighting
them, they have succeeded in destroying considerable wheat."
Every green thing disappeared. Even their homes were invaded. There were grasshoppers in
clothes, cupboards and even pans of milk left sitting out. The settlers drove them into piles of straw
and burned all they could, but didn't begin to control the hordes that kept coming. Someone gave
instructions in the newspaper on how to catch them in a sheet and boil them, to be used later for
chicken feed.
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This proved to be another winter of famine for the settlers. They ate pigweed, carrot tops,
Lucerne, and they ground cane seed for bread.
Susanna's first grandchild, Horatio Jr., was born July 12, 1869, but died a year later of
"summer complaint".
Sanjo taught school for a year in Dixie, and then in the fall of 1869 he moved to Salt Lake.
He and John Young established the Deseret Museum just east of where the Joseph Smith Building
is located. The Deseret News reported that the "Menagerie and Museum" were beginning to assume
a position of importance in the state.
Sanjo married Mary Ann Brown, an English convert, January 20, 1871 at age 34. Two years
later they moved to Deadwood, South Dakota. A gold rush was in full swing there, and he obtained
his gold by running a restaurant for the miners.
During that same year, Corra was baptized into the LDS Church. She was a good worker
and helped provide for herself and her adopted mother by working in homes of townspeople, a
common practice in early St. George. For her services she was given produce and sometimes fabric.
She learned to sew, made her own beautiful clothing, and was very much a part of the social
activities in St. George
In November of 1869, the three-day semiannual conference was again held within the walls
of the St. George Tabernacle. James Bleak reported that for five years the inhabitants of that country
had been much annoyed by the Navajos who had killed eight citizens and driven off 500 head of
horses and mules, 500 head of cattle and 2,000 head of sheep. They had conducted annual raids late
in the fall, in spite of constant guards. President Snow reported that he had been given warning that
the Navajos were again preparing to raid the southern settlements. Because of their vigilance, no
loss of life occurred from Indian depredations that winter.
June 3, 1870, James Keate was ordained a Seventy in the 30th Quorum of the Seventy. The
census shows him with a household of seven (Bena, age 26, had five children), real wealth of $450,
and personal wealth of $150. According to tax lists, his income varied between $500 and $700 each
year. (Susanna and Corra, living separately, were not counted in his household.)
An ad in The Saint George Enterprise says,
"Pioneer boot and shoemaker. Manufacture from imported material. Boots,
shoes and repairs at moderate prices. First door west of the courthouse.
(Since inserting the above, Platt and Keate inform us they have retired from
business)."
That address later became Horatio's Pickett Lumber Company.
In 1870 the women of Utah celebrated receiving the vote. Utah Territory was the second
(Wyoming was the first) to grant suffrage to women. The first opportunity for Susanna to cast her
vote was the local elections in 1870. A separate entrance to the place of voting was provided for the
women and "utmost respect" was shown to them. Most voted for the "People's Party" candidate for
congress, William H. Hooper, who favored polygamy. Their enemies believed Mormon women
would vote themselves free of "the barbarism of polygamy". When they showed no such inclination,
anti-Mormons worked to deprive them of the vote.
President Young spent the winter of 1870 in Utah's Dixie because of ill health. His partially
completed home was through the block northwest of Susanna.
A year later, April 15, 1871, he announced in a letter to Erastus Snow that a temple would
be built in St. George. He was present at the conference held November 3-5, and gave further
instructions. When he asked for a show of hands from those willing to unite by faith, prayer and
good works to build the temple, the vote was unanimous. The ground was broken November 9, in
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ceremonies conducted by Presidents Young, Snow, George A. Smith and other dignitaries. On that
same afternoon men were at work excavating with plows and scrapers.
December 29, 1871, the last stone in the tower of the Tabernacle was set in place. It was
celebrated with a ceremony of singing, prayers and hosannas. The last shingle was put in place on
the roof December 30. The spire was built with eight large planks forming a pyramid, and then a
ladder was placed on one side of this skeleton structure. Horatio was the daredevil who climbed to
the top of the ladder with a heavy iron band over his shoulders, and placed it around the timbers to
hold them together, while an admiring crowd held its breath.
During the winter of 1872/73, a clock and a bell were installed in the Tabernacle. This
marked the beginning of a new era. From then on people went to Church on time, and opened and
closed parties on time. Up until then they had depended on "sun time", which was not very reliable.
Evening meetings had convened by "early candlelight". Water turns were not taken at the correct
time, and schools weren’t started on time.
Work went ahead rapidly on the Temple. Almost every citizen of St. George had a
responsibility, as well as workers coming in from outlying communities. Horatio was one of the
carpenters. Besides those working on the temple itself, there were workers manning the
stone quarries, and the sawmills at Mount Trumbull, 80 miles east of St. George. Others hauled
building materials, tended the Church herd at Pipe Springs, and ran boarding houses for the
workers. The sisters cooked and sewed for the workmen, and even the children had responsibilities.
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President Brigham Young spent the winter of 1873-74 in St. George. This time his house
was near enough completion that he could live in it. He brought the cold weather south with him,
however. St. George had the first snowfall in seven years--six inches.
Bena's daughter, Ida Keate, was one of the girls dressed in white who greeted him on his
74th birthday by strewing flowers in his path and singing a song written by Charles Walker for the
occasion.
President Young organized the United Order in St. George in February of 1874. He told the
Saints, "If we are not disposed to enter this order, the curse of God will come upon this people."
Three hundred people came forward and had their names entered on the list of those desiring to be a
member of the United Order. Horatio was on this list.
The stream running out of Mount Hope was dammed to form a font in the red foothills close
to the Fourth Ward schoolhouse. Susanna was baptized into the United Order Covenant, April 6,
1874, by James Nixon, who also baptized twenty-two others at the same time. May 3, her daughterin-law Harriet was baptized.

Harriet and Horatio turned over a "lot" to the order, probably the first one they lived on, as
they had built a bigger home across the street, (approximately five blocks south of Susanna) where
they lived with their three-year-old daughter Josephine (Doda) and one-year-old Harriet (Hattie).
They pledged to place in the Order all their time, labor, energy and ability and surplus
property as deemed by the Board of Management headed by Bishop Gardner. They were to be
credited with labor performed, and charged with whatever they withdrew. Uniform prices were set
for all commodities and labor. A ten-hour day's work was worth $2.00 to $2.50. Labor was divided,
each man choosing his occupation. As a carpenter, Horatio helped form the building union in the
"Order".
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Susanna sewed clothing and helped James Keate make shoes for Temple workers.
In a special United Order Conference held June 5, 1874, President Young instructed the
Saints:
"Curtail needless expenses to create a fund that we might send for machinery
to save labor of the sisters. I want the sisters to take the lead in custom and fashions.
I want to see the sisters practice prudent economy. I refer to the articles of shoes; we
expend altogether too much on the importance of shoes. They are so light and flimsy
that they soon wear out. I recommend the wearing of wooden bottomed shoes. They
are better for damp weather and also for hot weather when the ground and sand
become intensely heated. By doing this you can save St. George $10 to 15,000 per
annum. Now I refer to hats. Why not use old pantaloons and make our caps out of
them? Just as well wear them as to wear hats we import for the men and boys. By
making our own we may save from $5- to 8,000 per annum. (Old rags were to be
saved for making paper.)
"Gather the grapes, have a few general places at which to make wine. Barrel
it up, and if my counsel is taken, it will not be drunk here but will be exported and
thus increase the fund. Twenty thousand dollars can be realized from our fruit and
wine."
George A. Smith counseled them to pen up their chickens, ducks and pigs so they wouldn't
do mischief at the neighbors. They should take good care of their health--build public bathing
houses that should be freely used. Frequent use of tobacco and wine should be avoided.
President Young hoped the United Order would expedite the temple building. There was a
sense of urgency in the work. Brigham Young was old, sick, and didn't know how much longer the
Lord would allow him to remain on the earth. He had the keys for temple work and wished to give
them in the new temple. He and other Church authorities spent a lot of time in St. George during the
four years it took to complete construction, most of them bringing families.
The last of 1876, Apostle George Q. Cannon brought his sixth wife, Martha Telle, Susanna's
niece, who helped Susanna do temple work after it was dedicated.
The Keate's former bishop, A. H. Raleigh, also came down in November of 1876 and stayed
through March to help with the work.
At this time a missionary expedition called from the northern settlements, was being
organized in St. George to go to Arizona. Henry Clay was the co-leader of the company of 84 souls,
accompanied by Emma and their nine children. Ross Ramson, his new wife Cynthia (Helen had
died), and his ten children were also part of the company. It was necessary to spend some time in St.
George securing heavy serviceable wagons and supplies.
The brothers reached there in time to spend Thanksgiving with Susanna, and stayed through
Christmas into January. She had the opportunity of getting reacquainted with the two families, and
hearing the news from Provo. Her parents were well. Hester, her husband George and family had
moved back to Provo for good.
On Christmas Day forty sisters sewed carpet for the temple, trying to finish it in time for the
dedication. Many of the carpenters, including Horatio, were also at work on the holiday.
January 1, 1877, the basement and first floor were dedicated, with 2,000 in attendance.
Horatio and Josephine sang in the choir and were present in the font room. (Their third daughter
Susanna (Zannie) was born just sixteen days after.) To be admitted they had to have recommends
signed by President Brigham Young, as he was the only one authorized to do so.
Wilford Woodruff, wearing white doeskin from head to foot, stood on the upper step of the
font and gave instructions. The choir sang "The Spirit of God" then Brother Woodruff gave the
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dedicatory prayer. Next, officials moved into the sealing room where the choir sang "Come Let Us
Anew", and it was dedicated by Brigham Young Jr. President Brigham Young had been carried in a
chair by three men, but now he stood, walked to the stand and spoke.
"We are enjoying a privilege that we have no knowledge of any other people
enjoying since the days of Adam.... Our Fathers would say 'We have lain here
thousands of years in prison waiting for this dispensation to come. All the angels in
heaven are looking at this little handful of people and stimulating them to the
salvation of the human family; so are the devils looking and trying to overthrow
us.... Let those infernal holes in the ground alone and let the gentiles alone who
would destroy us.... I am not half satisfied and never expect to be until the devil is
whipped and driven from off the face of the earth!"
He struck the pulpit with his hickory cane so forcefully it buried three of the knots into the
solid wood. The choir sang, "Glorious Things to Us Are Spoken", and the meeting was adjourned.
The Temple was now ready to perform endowments for the living and the dead. The Endowment
House in Salt Lake was performing ordinances for the living, but only in the temple could work be
done for the dead.
St. George Temple sealing records show that Henry Clay and his wife Emma did sealings
January 16, 1877, for departed relatives. The next day the company said their good-byes and started
southwest for a new life in Arizona.
The final St. George Temple dedicatory prayer was given Friday, April 6, 1877, the third
day of a five-day conference held in St. George. Large numbers of Church members traveled long
distances to be present at the dedication of the first temple in the west. They had been warned to
bring their own horse feed, as hay and grain were scarce in St. George; and to bring tents and other
camping equipment, provisions and supplies. Eleven of the Apostles were there, as well as a number
of visiting Bishops and Stake Presidents.
Contrasting with the red surrounding country, the Temple was a glorious sight, the dazzling
white finish reflecting the light of the Dixie sun. Flowering shrubbery from Brother J.E. Johnson's
garden decorated the Garden of Eden room.
Daniel H. Wells, counselor to President Young, offered the dedicatory prayer because of the
prophet’s poor health. Nevertheless, the President spoke briefly at five of the meetings, carried in an
armchair. It was the culmination of Brigham's work. He died August 29, 1877. The St. George
United Order died with him, though it had been in decline for over a year.
One of the first deceased relatives of Susanna whom she performed ordinances for was
Amelia, her sister. Her brother-in-law, Lewis Telle, was also dead by that time, so the couple was
endowed and sealed by proxy. Horatio helped Susanna perform those ordinances July 12, 1877.
Brother Woodruff stayed in St. George, working long hours in the Temple each day, until
July 11. In September he reported that since January, 23,000 baptisms had been done for the dead
(including the signers of the Declaration of Independence), 10,652 endowments, 3,447 sealings, and
many ordinances for the living. He was back again in 1878 as Temple President.
At 84 years of age, Susanna's father traveled down to St. George with friends and helped
with family temple work. By that time, roads had been improved so that it took only a week to
travel by horse and buggy. Susanna also hosted other friends and relatives from the North who came
to do temple work.
In the spring of 1879 Henry Clay left Arizona with a group of Indians he had converted, to
go to the St. George Temple. Miraculously, the flooding Salt River, Colorado River, Rio Virgin,
and Santa Clara River each lowered enough that the company could cross, and then resumed
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flooding when they were through the waters. The company camped on the public square near the
Keates. After two years absence, Henry had many experiences to relate to his sister.
The 1880 census shows James Keate living alone in Silver Reef. It states he was 72, a
shoemaker who had been out of work for three months. In the Reef he hoped to find more
customers who needed and could afford his services. Bena and the children still lived in their home
in northwest St. George. The same census shows Susanna, age 66, married, and "keeping house" in
St. George. Corra, age 19, was single and living with her.
In the previous fourteen years, Silver Reef had proved to be a mixed blessing for the Saints.
On one hand, it had brought a much-needed boost to the economy, providing jobs and bringing real
money for goods and services. Horatio had played the violin for dances there, and had worked as a
carpenter building one of the large mills. Harriet had worked in her father's drugstore.
On the other hand it had brought wickedness, debauchery and anti-Mormon persecutions
reminiscent of the Johnston Army problems in Salt Lake a few years before. Church leaders often
counseled against becoming involved with their worldly ways. Charles Walker says in 1880,
"People from Silver Reef came to hold a 'Liberal Meeting' which means to come to St. George and
abuse us by their obnoxious speeches against our religion and liberties."
At one time a lynching mob from the "Reef" conducted a "hanging" in St. George. One of
their citizens was found dangling from a tree near the site of the old county courthouse the next
morning.
Corra married a man by the name of Williams, who deserted her and she secured a divorce.
She found employment in Silver Reef at a good salary. While there, she met Albert Hartman, whose
Indian wife had died, leaving him with three small children: Daisy, Albert, and Willie. Corra
married Mr. Hartman and became an excellent wife and mother to the family. She had no children
of her own, but the teaching of Auntie Keate had its effect and Corra had the three Hartman children
well educated. Daisy says she treated them as their own mother would have done and was greatly
loved by them.
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XXII. ENDURING TO THE END
"But unto him that keepeth my commandments
I will give the mysteries of the kingdom
and the same shall be in him a well of
living water, springing up unto everlasting life.”
D&C 63:23
Susanna received two letters from her 93-year-old father in his last year of life. The
handwriting is extremely shaky and hard to read.
Provo, May 3, 1881
My Dearly and everly (sic) loved daughter Susanna,
Your favored of the 11th inst was just received after dark. I have just
finished reading it. And will try to write something you will accept as a reply. It will
not do to judge my health by my writing. That depends on the efficacy I make in
learning to write with both hands at once. I could not write at all without holding my
right hand with my left. I am really glad to learn you are blessed with health, and
also Horatio, wife and children. I hope he has recovered from the effects of his attact
(sic) of colic ere this. Tell him he has my prayers for every blessing his condition
may require. Mother's health remains the same as it has been for two years. (She
died June 18, at Hester's home in Provo.)
(He gives her names of relatives for genealogy then writes) You mentioned
going to Arizona. If you was going along in the company, I would not hesitate a
moment. But as it is, it looks rather hazardous. I think it might be a good move for
Horatio, especialy (sic) if Father Jonson (sic) goes. I have heard that George
Dunsford, Ross's son with his family were going this season. I have wrote (sic) to
them on the subject. No answer yet. If Horatio and you would conclude to go I
might assist you a little, say about a hundred or two.
I have not walked any since the first day of June. the pain in my ancles (sic)
has left entirely. Sometime in the forepart of the winter one evening two Swis (sic)
brethren came to see how I was and found me in great misery. I could hardly speak
to them and had been taken so for several days and nights. I couldn't sleep, eat or
talk. They stayed until all went to bed then one of them said they must go but did not
like to leave me in such misery would I not like to have them administer to me. I
said, "Indeed I would if you have faith." They asked if I had any consecrated oil. I
had and they went to work as though they knew what to do and when they got
through, the pain stoped (sic) and has not returned.
The Arizona trip he alludes to was planned by Horatio's father-in-law to set up a "family
city" in Arizona. He spent a year trying to organize the large Johnson clan for the undertaking, but
his brother Benjamin F. Johnson talked them into going to Mexico instead. Members of the family
prepared to go to Arizona on the first leg of the trip.
August 12th.
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Ever Dear and Beloved Daughter,
Your very welcome letter has come and finds me about as I have been for
several weeks past, able to sit up in bed and could write a little but now I have lost
the use of my right hand. Cannot hold a pen so I am trying to do something I do not
make out much and hope you will be able to read enough to see how it is with me. I
cannot write with my left hand at all. I have tried. You will have to take the will for
the deed. I do not suffer much pain. My appetite is improving. I sleep better nights
than I did. I hope you will write often and if you do not learn that I am worse, then I
am better.
Remember me to all. I would like to see them great-grand children. Farewell.
May Israel's God bless us in all things is my daily prayer, Amen.
D.W.Rogers
Susanna's father was sealed to four other women
besides Martha. One was an older lady (called the "Sweed
woman" by Brigham Young) whom he helped with
business affairs. Two were deceased sisters. The other was
Ellen Bennett who bore him five children after he was 78
years old.
David died a month after he wrote the above letter,
September 21, 1881, at almost 94 years of age, at the home
of his daughter Hester Beebe.
Hester wrote Susanna from Provo May 19, 1882--the subject?--posthumous matchmaking.
My Dear Sister,
Your very welcome letter arrived on the same train with Sister Young. Sister
Kimball went on to Salt Lake City....
I certainly feel to rejoice that you have done the work for my children, and I
do hope you may receive your reward for all you are doing for me and mine.
Caroline came to my house yesterday and we went over to see Sister Young and she
talked so very comforting to Caroline and told her to send Roy's name to you, and
have you see those presiding at the Temple, if he could not have his endowments, as
he was over nine years old. Roy Rogers Daniels born February 5, 1873, died April
17, 1882.
Charlotte's husband is still living. He was favorable to the Church. He
wished to be baptized at one time, but she was not willing, so I think (it's) better to
leave it for the present. Ozzie is promised to Moroni, he was willing to have her
name sent to you. There was several names of young girls who died that Alvaro (her
son who died in 1869 at age 19) was acquainted with. Martha (Amelia's daughter
that Hester raised) had their names when she was down there, but I don't know
whether she done their work. I will write and inquire about it.
I was wishing for some name to come to me when I had written this far in
my letter, and one presented itself, and so will send it to you. She was a very
particular friend of Caroline Beebe (her daughter who died in 1870) and sister to one
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that Martha done the work for, Mrs. Caroline Pickard Warden. She was born in 1852
and died in March 1876. This is the name I wish for Alvaro. Can those who die
without their endowments have more than one (wife) sealed to them?
I will send a few more names if you wish to do for them, if not it will be all
right.
Mr. Beebe's first wife used to be a good faithful Mormon. She has been dead
near 15 years. Her name was Mahala Stevens. If you do her work have her sealed to
Mr. Beebe (Hester's husband who died the year before at age 70). I have always
intended to do the work for Mrs. Armstrong and have her sealed to Mr. Beebe. And I
have dreamed this winter that Mr. Beebe came and told me that was his wish but I
did not think of asking anyone else to do the work until you wrote. Mrs. Eliza
Dickey Armstrong, born December 17, 1837, died November 29, 1871. She was
always favorable to our Church. Her husband is still living but does not believe in
any religion.
I will send one more name if you want to attend to it. Mrs. Mary Butterfield
Mc Henry. She once belonged to the Church, never turned against it, but her
husband is still living, a good man, so I don't wish her sealed to anyone now. She
died March 1880...
The passage of the Edmunds Tucker Act in 1882 ushered in what was one of the most trying
times since the Saints came to Utah. It forced church leaders into hiding to avoid prosecution for
practicing polygamy. By 1885, enforcement of the act was in high gear, with an army of trigger
happy federal marshals hunting down husbands and fathers like common criminals. Charles Walker
writes,
"President Cleveland has sent troops to Utah for alleged disloyalty of our
people. Thirteen carloads of war material landed at Salt Lake City and troops are
quartered there. Wild rumors are flying in the U.S. of an uprising of the Mormons
and they are expecting a fearful slaughter. Edmonds takes our Temples, women’s
suffrage, property of polygamists and refuses to allow Mormons to immigrate here."
To help St. George polygamists, a sympathetic telegraph operator in Silver Reef warned the
Mormons when the "Deps" were coming so the men could hide. Stories are told of many a close
call. During 1885 Benjamin F. Johnson, J. E. Johnson's brother, stayed in St. George to escape an
indictment against him in Arizona for polygamy. Susanna requested a blessing at his hand.
"Sister Susanna, in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, I lay my hands upon
thy head, and by the Patriarchal Priesthood I give thee thy Father's blessing. I pray
that the Lord will inspire the vision of my mind relating to thy past and future, that
my words unto thee may be as the word of the Lord, to comfort thy heart, to
admonish, or to make thee glad. The Lord thy God knoweth thy heart. He hath
heard the prayers of thy lips, and He hath not forgotten that thou didst dedicate
thyself unto Him, for unto this end thou didst come forth in the fullness of times to
fulfill His great purpose pertaining unto thee. The arm of the Lord hath been around
thee and His hand hath led thee in a way that thou knowest not, for in all the
experience of thy life, thy Father in Heaven had a purpose for thy good and His
glory. Thou wert one of the valiant with those who kept their first estate and thou
didst come forth to assist to establish righteousness upon the earth, that when the
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wicked are destroyed therefrom, thy children's children should go forth, and inherit
and build up the waste places. To this end the Lord shall bless thee and increase
thee abundantly; and there shall go forth upon the earth Mighty men and women
who shall carry thy name from generation to generation, and shall honor thee, and
rejoice that thou art their progenitor. Thou hast delighted to feed the hungry and
clothe the naked, and thou shalt have wherewith to continue the same, and more
abundantly. Even the blessings of the earth shall be multiplied unto thee, and the
blessings of the poor ever will rest upon thy head. Thou shalt fulfill every law in the
New and Everlasting Covenant, and the husband of thy choice shall stand among the
mighty men of Zion and shall honor and bless thee all thy days; for thy days shall be
lengthened out, and years shall be numbered upon thy head, that thou mayest live
even to the fullness of the desires of thy heart.
The spirit of wisdom and counsel shall rest upon thee, and thou shalt stand as
a counselor among the honored women of Israel. The light of the Lord shall fill thy
heart, and make plain the path of thy… Joy shall spring up in thy heart, and thy last
days shall be thy best days, and thy children and all that shall associate with thee,
shall love and bless thee all the days of thy life. Therefore put away all of… for the
Lord loveth thee as one of his most favored daughters, and will withhold no good
thing from thee.
Therefore draw near unto Him in faith, and no whisperings from the evil one
shall dampen thy confidence, or thy hope. All the gifts of the gospel that thou dost
desire, the Lord shall bestow upon thee, for through Ephraim thou art entitled to
every blessing and Priesthood that pertains to the daughters of Abraham.
Now I seal all these blessings upon thy head, with all thy former blessings,
and I seal thee up unto eternal life, to come forth a Queen and Priestess unto thy
husband, to inherit glory, immortality, and Eternal Lives. In the name of the Lord
Jesus Christ, amen.
This blessing must have been a great comfort to her. It promises her the "husband of her
choice". She and James were estranged because of his alcoholism and inability to hold down a job.
Caroline says she was sealed to Heber C. Kimball. He died in 1868, and I have found no record of a
sealing. She is still sealed to James Keate on the records of the Church.
The latter part of June, the Johnson families bid friends and relatives goodbye, and left for
Mexico. Harriet's father took his wife Eliza and family to the Tempe Arizona area, planning to
travel from there to Mexico. While the family waited for the border to reopen, Joseph E. died of
pneumonia (December).
A year later, James Keate traveled to Arizona with his wife Bena and their seven youngest
children, planning to join the Johnsons. (Their four-year-old son was named Joseph Ellis after
Horatio’s father-in-law). Susanna stayed in St. George because Horatio and family decided not to
go.
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The Temple Wagon,
A former meat wagon fitted with seats and converted into a transport for temple workers.
Susanna performed many temple ordinances for deceased relatives, and also served as an
ordinance worker in the Temple. She and her sister Caroline (who had married Abraham O. Smoot
as a plural wife) were very concerned with the salvation of their ancestors as the following letter
shows.
St. George
March 23, 1889
Dear Sister Caroline,
Your very interesting letter was received a weak (sic) ago today. Last
Saturday, Sunday and Monday was conference, so I have delayed writing till today.
I suppose there are many of Father's and Mother's cousins that might be done
for, and I want you to do for any that you like. You speak of Mother's cosin (sic)
Ezoe. I remember hearing Mother and Aunt Phoebe talk of her so many times when
I was young, but I was with Mother so little of later years, of course you know more
about some things than I do. None of Mother's sisters have ben (sic) sealed but Aunt
Phoebe, and her husband.
When Father was here he wanted to have Aunt Phoebe and Maria sealed to
him, but according to the teachings we have, I knew that would not be right, and I
knew Aunt Phoebe wouldn't want him. I know Uncle Petty was a good man. He
was not religious and that was the bone of contention between him and Aunt
Phoebe. She was a shouting Methodist. You remember I was over 17 when we left
Dunkirk, and I can remember a good many things about our kin. I never saw Aunt
Maria or her husband. I never heard anything to prevent their being sealed. As for
Aunt Katy I think her last husband would be the one she should be sealed to from
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things I have heard Mother and Aunt Phoebe talk about. I don't think she was very
happy with her first husband...(talks about writing to relatives for information).
I don't know how we are going to get the work done for our menfolks. I
have hired what I could done, but now even if I had the money, I could not get it
done; there are no men to be hired. Father never seemed to care about the work
being done for the husbands of his aunts or sisters, but at that time we did not realize
the necessity of their being sealed as we do now.
There is Aunt Rebecca. I don't know who to have her sealed to. She and
Eaton did not get along well. Father and Mother both thought him a good man. Of
course Aunt Clarissa will be sealed to her husband.
I do wish Ross and Henry would come. We could do so much better if we
had them to consult with and help. There are some of our cousins I don't know what
to do with. Hannah Eaton was married and had two children and died. I don't know
what her husband's name was. Saphronia Petty, also Angeline Eaton, Ross said he
should have sealed to himself, but if he don't come here how can it be done? When I
think of the responsibility it weighs me down. I feel as though I was bound hand
and foot, no means and no one to help me. Well, I guess it is all right, or will be
some time.
It is very pleasant to know that your children take an interest in your welfare
and are able and willing to help you. Give my love to all of them. I would like so
much to see them.
(She then gives names and dates from "a list Mother gave me" and ends with
the following): I want you to go ahead and do all you can. You can't do too much.
Have them sealed as you think best. It will be all right anyway.
Write again soon,
Susanna
In 1890 James and Bena Keate returned to St. George with their children, including a son
born in Arizona. One of their sons had run away to live with the Indians because of difficulties in
getting along with his father. James Keate died August 9, 1891, eighty-three years of age. Bena died
less than four years later at fifty years of age. By then their youngest son was eight years old, and
the oldest children were married. Susanna was too old to help much, but was affectionately called
“Auntie Keate” by them. The Keates became members of the First Ward in September of 1893.
Susanna was also a member of the First ward. At that time she was living in a room of
Horatio's house on 190 South 100 East (three blocks south of the Courthouse), with her own
entrance on the west. Horatio served as Counselor to Bishop Thomas Judd from 1879 to 1895.
He was also one of the founders of the library (which was at first housed in his home),
involved in drama productions, and served at times as music teacher in the High School, member of
the State Board of Education, a state legislator (one year), Washington County Coroner, County
Treasurer, director of the stake choir, director of the martial band. He was involved in several
businesses: carpentry, furniture store, embalming, and mining ventures. As if that wasn't enough to
keep him busy, he later obtained his law degree.
Horatio and his family provided love and companionship for Susanna in her declining years.
Their daughter Harriet speaks of their home life:
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"Our home was a very happy and congenial one, with all the ups and downs
that come in a large family. I never remember hearing one unkind word spoken by
my parents to each other.
"From my earliest recollection my father worked in the ward and stake in
music. We always had music and singing in our home. How I used to love to hear
my father and mother sing together, which they did often. Another pleasant
recollection of my childhood was the programs we used to put on in our home.
When I was very small we moved to a new home, across the street north from where
I was born. We had a large front room; we would hang curtains across one end for a
stage and put on programs of music and readings and dramatizations. My mother's
brother, Uncle Joel Johnson, played the accordion and would join us in our
programs. I recollect one night while we were having a program, my father, who
was then leader of the (St. George) Tabernacle Choir, came home and handed me a
letter. I hurriedly opened it, and it was an invitation to become a member of the
Choir. To my young mind it seemed too wonderful to be true, as the Stake Choir
was considered a very good organization and did a work that was a credit to the
community. I was about fourteen and the youngest member at that time. Our home
was a general gathering place and was always open for parties, and many are the
good times we as children and young people had there.”

In January of 1891, Horatio and Josephine’s eight-year-old son Huron died. Josephine
seemed unable to recover from the loss. Her health was poor through the spring and into the summer.
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Thinking Pine Valley’s cooler climate might help her recover, Horatio took Josephine, Harriet, threeyear-old Ellis, and baby Charles there for the summer. Susanna watched over the three remaining
children, Zannie, age 14, Leo, age 12 and Henry, age 8 who stayed in St. George and cared for the
house and garden.
Josephine’s health continued to deteriorate, and she was diagnosed with quick consumption.
She desired to see relatives in Salt Lake before her expected death. Harriet tells of their trip.
"In the early summer of 1892 I accompanied my father and mother and twoyear-old brother Charlie to Salt Lake City for a month's visit. We traveled by team to
Milford, the nearest railroad station, camping two nights on the way... I could see the
train coming in the distance, belching smoke, shrieking whistles, and ringing bells. I
was trembling with excitement and curiosity so I could hardly get ready. I stood
almost petrified as I watched it roll in. With tears in my eyes I said, "I can't get on
that!" Father told me to look inside and I'd feel better, which I reluctantly did... We
got on in the evening and traveled all night.... The steady motion of the train caused
me to be deathly sick... We stayed in the old Valley House Hotel for a week, and
visited relatives.
Again, 79-year-old Grandmother Keate helped look after the children left behind. (Doda was
married and expecting her first child.)
Josephine was bedfast during November and December. Horatio and Harriet cared for her
night and day while Zannie and Grandmother Susanna cared for the children. Harriet tells of the
long heart-breaking nights during the last month when they never had their clothes off for one
night’s rest. Josephine died December 19, 1892. Harriet says,
“My father was so stricken that my one thought was to help him bear the
cross he had to bear. All during those terrible days I never saw my father shed one
tear. His grief seemed too deep for that.
“When my mother was taken, although Grandmother was old, she did all she
possibly could. She was sewing for friends and made a little money. One whole year
all the sugar we had she brought over. She made quilts for us when we needed them,
knit hose, darned, mended, etc.”
Within a year Harriet married and moved away, and the care of the younger children fell to
the third daughter Susanna, who was 16 years old. "Grandma Keate" was an important source of
emotional support during that trying time.
Susanna, at age 80, tells how she handled these responsibilities in a letter written to Eliza
Johnson, her former neighbor. Punctuation has been added for ease in reading. Eliza had returned to
St. George after her husband's death in Arizona, and then moved to Salt Lake in 1892.
Dear Sister Johnson,
I received your letter near a month ago. I think the apron is very nice, I never
saw but one anything like it. I can't think how you find time with all your family and
cares to do fancy work and remember everys (sic) body's birthday...
Ellis has ben (sic) very sick with malarial fever for near four weeks. He got
very weak before the fever was broke. He improves very slowly. The weather is so
very sultry we have not had rain enough to lay the dust this summer. I cared for him
in the day time, and his Pa takes care of him at night. I could not stand it night and
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day too, for I have been quite miserable myself for sometime. I am very thankful I
was here to do as much as I have. He is very weak yet, but with good care he will get
along. He needs lots of waiting on. I have stoped (sic) 5 or 6 times since I
commenced this to wait on him, its Granma I want a drink, Granma I want some
grapes, I want some milk, I want to set up, I want to lay down, or something else. As
I said before I am more than glad I am here to do it for him. I don't know what the
poor child would have done. Dodie (Doda) has been having a hard time this
summer, the forepart of May she had a 6-months-old boy (three months premature)
that only lived half an hour. She came near going herself. She was in bed for over a
month... Her little boy took sick with fever and summer complaint and was cutting
double teeth. They went back to Virgin thinking he would be better where it was
cooler, but he got worse all the time. Today we got a letter saying they thought he
was a little better. We are hoping almost against hope for the best. Hattie is getting
along real well. She has a lovely big fat baby, about all she can do to carry him. She
is worrying a little because he will have to have the Jewish rite performed on him as
soon as the weather gets a little cooler. Horatio and the others are well. Leo works in
the field nearly all the time. Horatio has not worked on his farm any this summer...
With love and best wishes for yourself and Rose, Maude and all the rest, I remain
yours truly,
S. M. Keate
August 8, 1895, Horatio married 24-year-old Philena Hunt, a friend of Doda's who had been
hired to care for the children after Zannie (daughter Susanna) left to get married. Philena sang in the
Stake Choir and he probably first became acquainted with her there.
She was the youngest child of Bishop Isaac Hunt, remembered for his remonstrance to
some noisy boys in back of the chapel. "Now you boys in the back of the hall, I don't know who ye
be, but as big as ye be and as old as ye be, you orta' be ashamed of yerselves!"
The following letters written to Eliza Johnson by Susanna give her opinion of the new wife.
St. George,
November 17, 1895
Dear Sister Johnson,
I am feeling lonesome this morning. I thought I would spend the time in
talking to you a little, I have no particular news to tell you. It is a lovely, warm
sunny Sunday morning. Horatio and filena (sic) are gone to the filed (sic). The
children are in Sunday School. All are enjoying good health. I think Horatio has
been greatly blessed in getting a good wife and a good mother for the children. Any
one seeing the two youngest (Ellis and Charles) lopping and lolling around her
would hardly think she was not their Mother. The three youngest call her 'Ma'. She
has such a good way of managing them without being harsh, she has got them quite
civilized. I feel so thankful, it has taken a great care off from me. For about two
months Hattie never came around and would not speak to Philena when she saw her.
She finds she don't make anything by it so she is acting a little more social. They
have moved back into Horatio's (old?) house again. Dodie and Zannie feel all right,
Hattie and Zannie are on the increase.
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My health is very good, better than it has been for a long time. I went to the
Reef and stayed a month with Corra and got a good rest and have been feeling well
ever since I came back. The Reef is a terrible deserted lonesome place. There were
only 21 persons there counting men, women and children, and some of them have
left since. A few Chloriders go there to work and when they get enough ore out for 2
weeks they run it.... There are not many houses left. The Cattiolick (sic) Church was
taken to Leeds and put up for a dancing hall. The Prispetereen (sic) buildings were
taken down there to build a tannery...
I always wanted one (a little girl) and had to be satisfied with an Indian girl.
Well, she has been a great comfort.
Auntie
July 1896
Dear Sister Johnson,
I just feel ashamed of myself for neglecting to write to you after all your
kindness to me. I got the linament you sent by Br. Nelson. I kept thinking nearly
every day I would write but there always seemed something to prevent. I dont know
if you have heard that we have another girlbaby (sic) (probably Ann. Philena, the
first daughter, was a little over a year old at that time.) It is almost like having twins,
the boys are all pleased with their little sisters. Charlie said he was glad they were
girls for we had boys enough. Horatio and all the rest are well. Leo works with his
Father at carpenter work. Rennie (Henry), Ellis and Charlie are going to school.
Philena is a noble good woman. I think Horatio is greatly blessed in getting such a
good wife. I suppose you know Dodie and Charlie (Workman) are at Provo. Hattie
and Zannie are well, my health is quite good much better than it was last year at this
time. I spent a month at the Reef with Corra this summer, enjoyed myself very
much. times are a little more lively there than they were two years ago. The
chloriders have been doing pretty well there of late. The weather has ben (sic) very
nice this summer. not much very hot weather, it is a general good time of health. I
hear Maud has gone to Panguitch... We had a terriffick (sic) tunderstorm (sic) 2 days
ago one clap struck on the square near where they are digging the foundation for the
new school building, it almost seemed as though it struck all over town, every one
felt it so vividly. How is your Mother... Remember me to all and accept of love and
best wishes from Auntie. (Her own punctuation.)
Susanna also spent a month with Corra at the Reef in 1897. A year later Corra died at age
37 from “an operation to remove a tumorous growth”. She is buried in the St. George Cemetery
directly east of the sexton's office.
In December of 1899, Susanna wrote a letter to her nephew Joseph K. Rogers (Ross's son). I
will quote excerpts:
"I was very pleased to get your letter. I have often thought of you and
wondered if you ever thought of Aunt Zanny. It is very pleasant when one gets old
and feeble to be thought of by some of your kin. I almost feel as though I was alone.
There are so few of our kin left and I get so few letters. I guess I have outlived my
welcome as well as my usefulness, but we have to stay till our Father says 'Come'.
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Cynthia (Ross's second wife) has often written about you and yours or I
should not have known whether you were in the land of the living or not. I took a
great fancy to Loisa (Louisa, Joseph's second wife). I thought she seemed such a
good womanly girl and poor little Mary (Ross's daughter), she seemed so childish
and innocent. I was sorry to hear of her sad end. Give my kind regards to Loisa (sic).
tell her to write to me about herself and family. Your first wife of course I never
knew. Tell her please accept my love and best wishes...
"I have had (?) grandchildren, but have only six living. My health is, I
suppose, about as good as I can expect. Sometimes I can get about and wait on
myself and sometimes I can't. The weather has been very cold for a few weeks past.
It is a little warmer today. It is a general time of health, peace and prosperity. St.
George is building up quite fast. If the railroad gets through here it will make times
quite lively. Theese (sic) mountains are full of rich ores only needs capital to
develop.
"Horatio got hurt in the stone quarry a month ago and is not likely to be able
to work for some time to come. Aunt Caroline writes to me occasionally not very
often. She is one of the workers in the Salt Lake Temple. Henry (Clay) never writes.
2 years ago (he) was here to go in the Temple. When he left promised to write....
Your father (Ross) used to write sometimes. I was very sorry he did not get to come
up to the Temple as he so much desired to...
"I wish you folks would write with pen and ink instead of pencil. My
eyesigyht (sic) is not very good. I have no glasses to suit me so I have to get
someone to read the pencil letters for me. I am so nervous I can hardly write. Please
write soon."
We have part of a letter written to Caroline late in Susanna's life:
"I got so weak I could hardly walk with a cane. If there had ben (sic) anyone
to wait on me I should have stayed in bed and thought I was sick. But as there was
no one I had to keep around. The little boy (hired to help her) I have is very handy
even to washing his own clothes. I am feeling much better today than I have felt for
a long time. I feel very much not being able to go to meeting. I have not ben (sic)
for a long time. Very seldom anyone comes in to see me. There was an old folk’s
party between Christmas and New Years but I never heard of it till it was too late to
go. Anna Woodbury called to see me about two months ago...
"I don't think Father knew much about his mother's family. He said they
came from Scotland but did not know from what part or when... I remember hearing
Granma (sic) (Anne Stowe) Collins telling our Mother about the Stowes. She said in
the history of England you will see Stowe Castle and the Earl of Stowe spoken of.
She said my ancestor that came out was a younger son of the Earl of Stowe...
"I am feeling very lonesome today, no one to talk to, not able to go to
meeting. Accept of my love and best wishes from Sister Susanna."
Horatio wrote the following letter to Eliza Johnson:
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February 20, 1903
Dear Aunt Eliza,
It has been such a long time since I heard from you that I thought I would
drop a line hoping it will find you and yours all well. We are all pretty well except
Mother. She has been quite sick for two weeks. It began with a light attack of "La
Grip" and she was not strong enough to stand much. She can't turn in bed without
help, and is very nervous, can't be left alone night or day. It is now 2 a.m. I sit up
every night till 3 or 4 a.m. and then lie down till about 8.
Well how are you all? Write and let me know. We have been having some
very cold weather, rain, snow and frost till we began to think Dixie had gone astray
and had floated up toward the Klondyk but the last two days have been a little more
natural. Stockmen last fall said if it didn't storm their cattle would all starve to death.
Now they say if it don't quit storming and freezing they (will) all freeze to death, but
the farmer smiles as plenty of snow in the mountains means plenty of water next
summer and that insures good crops.
Well I will close hoping to hear from you soon
Love to all especially yourself
As ever, H.P.
P.S. Please excuse pencil as pen and ink are very unhandy when writing on your
knee and having to jump up every few minutes.
Susanna died at the home of her son Horatio January 9, 1905, at nearly 92 years of age.
Journal History of the Church has the following newspaper article under the date of January 16,
1905:
Death of Noted Pioneer
"Susanna Keate died at the home of her son Horatio Pickett. She was born in
Montreal, Canada, a descendent of the martyr John Rogers who was burned at stake.
The family moved to New York where she married her first husband in 1833. They
lived in London, England, twelve years. While there, she was converted to the
Gospel by the preaching of Elders Brigham Young, Wilford Woodruff, and Heber
C. Kimball, being baptized by the last, in February of 1841. She returned to
America in 1846, and came to Utah in 1852, remaining in Salt Lake 9 years, when
she was called to the Dixie Mission. Her living descendants are two sons, twelve
grandchildren, and twelve great grandchildren. Mrs. Keate was a consistent and
faithful Latter-Day Saint and was loved and respected by all who knew her. The
funeral was held at the family residence Wednesday at ten a.m."
WHEN I AM DEAD
(Another of Susanna's loved poems)
I do not want a curious crowd
To come with lamentations loud
When life has fled.
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Nor would I have my words or ways
Rehearsed perhaps with tardy praise,
When I am dead.
I do not want strange curious eyes
To scan my face when still it lies
In silence dread.
Nor do I want them if they would
To tell my deeds were ill or good,
When I am dead.
I only want the very few
Who stood thru good and evil too,
True friendship's test.
Just they who sought to find the good
And then as only true friends should
Forgave the rest.
They who with sympathetic heart
Sought hope and comfort to impart,
When there was life.
And keeping all their tears and sighs,
Till weary worn out nature dies,
And ends the strife.
I'd have them come, the friendly few
And drop, perhaps, a tear or two,
By kindness led.
Not many tears I'd have them shed,
Nor do I want much sung or said,
When I am dead.
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XXIII. FRUITS MOST PRECIOUS
"And because of your diligence and your faith and your patience with the word in
nourishing it that it may take root in you, behold bye and bye ye shall pluck the fruit
thereof which is most precious...and ye shall feast upon this fruit even till ye are
filled that ye hunger not, neither shall ye thirst." Alma 32:42
Susanna had twenty grandchildren and 75 great-grandchildren, many of whom had large
families.
Guglielmo and his wife Mary Ann had two girls, Mamie and Maude whom I doubt their
grandmother ever saw. Most of their married life was spent in Deadwood, in the Black Hills of
South Dakota. The town grew up both sides of a narrow canyon, its residents as rough and wild as
the terrain. It was the home of such notables as Wild Bill Hickock and Calamity Jane; and boasted
more than its share of prostitutes and panhandlers, drunks and desperados. Sanjo’s “restaurant” was
in actuality a saloon on lower Main Street. He advertised, “Now mixing eye-openers”. He kept
scales on his counter where he weighed gold dust, the legal tender at $17 an ounce; though he barely
took in enough to keep going.
Mary Ann died July 18, 1886 at age 36 of an unknown illness and was buried in the Mt.
Moriah Cemetery. Sanjo consoled himself by writing about his experiences on the pioneer trek and
in early Salt Lake, which was published by installment in the Church’s Young Women’s Journal.
He seems to have retained his faith through all his experiences, and reported that by the late 1880s
Deadwood had become quite respectable.
A fire swept through the business district in 1894, destroying Sanjo’s saloon with all the
rest. Though in pain from rheumatism, he worked what he could for others until he came back to
Salt Lake in 1908 after 30 years in Deadwood.

Sanjo and Horatio at the St. George 50th anniversary celebration
He made several trips down to visit Horatio in St. George before his death in 1915. During his life
he traveled 36,125 miles in the service of the Church and the Territory of Utah. I quote here a letter
written by him to Horatio after receiving word of his mother's illness, and excerpts from another
written at her death. (Punctuation is his own.)
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Dear Brother Horatio,
Your favor of the 19th inst is at hand- glad to hear from you but sorry the
news it brought me. It was not astonishing to me when we consider the age of our
poor mother and what she has done in this life and what hardships she has passed
through....I know she is in good hands with the help of our Father in Heaven she will
be all right eventually.
My health is fairly good but I've arrived at a state where I'm not able to do
laborious work- a good deal of the time I'm troubled with rheumatism- have been
troubled with it more or less all winter- my finances are slim- would I were able to
come home.
Horatio I know you will be all right in our dearly beloved Mother's time of
suffering- would that I could be with you. Love to you and your beloved wife and
children. I remain as ever your brother- G.G.R. Sangiovanni
Dear Brother,
Your letter announcing the death of our dear old mother came duly to hand.
It made me feel bad, but still when you told how easy she passed away I was
contented. There has not been many women of her equal...From the time she was
converted she never failed to help the cause move along, financially and otherwise.
After she embraced the gospel there wasn't an elder went to London but she always
donated to his wants.... Well, God bless her, her reward is sure. I would like if you
would save Mother's Italian Bible for me.
Well, dear Horatio, all we can do now is to console each other. My love to
all--praying the Almighty to bless us and help us to the end is my prayer.
G. G. R. Sangiovanni
Horatio and Josephine had twelve children, seven surviving to adulthood. Horatio and
Philena had six children, losing one as a child. Josephine and Horatio have 56 grandchildren.

121

Horatio is on the top row, third from left

St. George Tabernacle Choir. Horatio: top row, fifth from left. Doda: middle row, right side.
Hattie: bottom row, second from left. Philena: bottom row at right
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Back: Charles Workman, Ann Pickett, Eldon Workman, Philena Pickett, Paul Pickett.
Center: Doda P. Workman, Susanna P. Gubler, Sanjo, Philena holding Una, Horatio.
Front: Carl Workman, Ruth Gubler, Tell Gubler, Hazel Workman, Philena Pickett,
Rosalba Gubler (Taken in 1911.)
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Susanna picked out the names for two of her oldest great-granddaughters: Ezoe (Harriet's
oldest daughter), born three years before Susanna Mehitable's death; and Rosalba, meaning white
rose in Italian (Zannie's daughter), born two years before her great-grandmother died.
Zannie told her children many times in later years "I wish you could have known a
Grandmother like mine." She spoke of the love she had for Susanna, remembering visits at her
home when she was allowed to choose a trinket to order from the J. Lind catalog.
Granddaughter Harriet said, "I would not feel right without telling something
of my dear Grandmother (Father's mother). My earliest recollections are closely
associated with Grandma. She was always working at something, either for herself
or for others which she did from as long ago as I can remember. Grandmother was
an intellectual giant, very well read, and could speak three languages; English,
Italian, and Spanish very fluently. Many are the times I have sat listening to her and
Father talk together in Spanish. She loved the children, and always had some
cookies, peppermints, or something to eat, and how we loved to go there! She was a
wise counselor and friend during my youth. I always, while she lived, enjoyed going
to Grandmother with my problems…I always loved to go and talk to her, as she
could talk on any subject…She crocheted all my babies’ booties."
Besides crocheting booties and making little leather shoes for her great-grandchildren, Susanna
embroidered white on white bedspreads for her grandchildren. Some of those are still in existence
and treasured by descendants.
She was well loved by townspeople. A neighbor, Mable Jarvis, wrote in Vol. 8 of
Heartthrobs of the West,
“Susanna Rogers Keate spoke and taught foreign languages. In her life she
had known both wealth and poverty, but never lost the values of school and travel.
She was the personification of prim neatness and quiet dignity.”
Mable’s sister, Ethel Jarvis Bennett gave the family a well-written account of Susanna’s
early life and wrote the following tribute.
"Like a pleasant stream, quiet and refreshing, her life brightened the days of
many who passed her way, for she never missed an opportunity to be a good
Samaritan, a good friend, no matter who the needy wayfarer might be. Everyone
who ever knew this refined, intellectual little lady must have a pleasant memory of
Grandma Keate, as she was lovingly called. I remember a wrinkled little hand that
had guided mine as I learned to read long before I could go to school; a hand that
moved pretty colored beads upon a frame while I learned to count; and a hand that
LaFayette had kissed. It seemed so wonderful that she could read those little drab,
quaintly illustrated books, whose only fascination for us was the fact that she could
interpret the utterly unpronounceable jumbles of letters into such musical sounds,
and tell what it all meant. It might be French, Italian, Spanish or Portuguese, yet it
was as simple to her as her native English. It was a pet plan of ours that someday
she would teach me these languages, but time wore on and I never got farther than
listening to her reluctant answers about how she learned it all.
"I remember the truly aristocratic lady with silvery hair who had been the
wife of an Italian nobleman. Stately, in spite of a slight lameness, yet happy to know
the truth of the Gospel, she lived to a good old age, accomplishing much in her quiet
way, taking the ups and downs of life in a pioneer town as became a pioneer."
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EPILOGUE
Susanna could not have foreseen what the twentieth century would bring to her posterity-The shocking fashions: imagine, women wearing short skirts or worse still, men's pants!
It would amaze her to see our beautiful homes with constant temperatures at the flick of a
switch; indoor color coordinated bathrooms, hot running water; abundant food cooked in minutes
instead of hours; and music, information and entertainment available at the turn of a knob. And
what would she think of our machines? --Machines clean and dry clothes or dishes in less than an
hour; machines mix our dough, open our cans, and even sharpen our pencils.
We travel over continents and oceans in hours instead of months, riding in plush seats,
eating gourmet meals served to us by attendants, and watching movies as we go. Motorized vehicles
take us everywhere we want to go--from a drive across the country or a trip to the local
supermarket; then exercise machines help us stay fit in spite of our inactivity. We can hear the
voices of loved ones living anywhere in the world with just a touch of a few buttons.
Most impressive is the computer with its vast possibilities for genealogical research, the
thousands of names of Susanna's relatives entered into its database so that temple work can be
performed for them. She would rejoice in the growth of the Church from a few thousand when she
became a member to over thirteen million today; and in more than one hundred temples now dotting
the globe.
Her influence lives on in missionary sons, down to missionary great-great-great-greatgrandsons and daughters, serving all over the world in such places as Switzerland, Germany, Italy,
England, Scotland, Finland, Poland, South and Central America, Asian and Polynesian nations, and
the U.S., to teach the same truths she received with joy almost one hundred and seventy years ago.
It lives on in the many descendants who have done and are doing genealogical research and
temple work for her kindred, reaching generations back into history.
It lives on in loving parents teaching their families the truths of the Everlasting Gospel, so
this precious knowledge will extend down through generations yet unborn. To them this book is
lovingly dedicated.
PASSING THE TORCH
On the threshold of tomorrow
I stand expectantly.
My choices are the stepping stones
To build my destiny.
The heritage I leave behind,
My life's entire sum
Determines what this world will be
For others yet to come.
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ORIGINS
All through Susanna’s life she had heard her father, David White Rogers, speak of his
lineage through the martyr Reverend John Rogers who was burned at stake. Wilford Woodruff and
Parley P. Pratt both mentioned it in their journals. When Wilford Woodruff ordained David a
patriarch in Provo, he mentioned it in the blessing given to him..
It would have been a great surprise to both David and Martha to know that Martha Collins’
line also goes back to the martyr. I will list here her earliest known Rogers ancestors down through
the martyr and on down to her children.
The first Rogers of record were Normans or “North-men” who came from Norway and
settled the Seine River area in what is now France. Sir Tancred de Hauteville, born in 970, was a
nobleman of Hauteville near Cauntances, Normandy. In 992 at age 22, he married Moriella.
Twenty-one years later he married Fredistana. Twelve sons were born to him by the two wives.
Our ancestor, Sir Roger Guiscard, was the youngest son of the second wife. He, his oldest
brother Robert and oldest half-brother William, along with their father and other members of the
family moved to Southern Italy with a group of their countrymen. Pope Leo IX who ruled Rome in
the early 1000s, came against them with his armies, but was repulsed. Robert became the Duke of
Calabria and Apulia (now Naples).
Sir Roger Guiscard crossed to Sicily, an island off the Southern coast of Italy, with a
following and expelled the Saracens, a violent group who tortured their enemies. He possessed this
land as a fief of his brother Robert's duchy. Robert came to the rescue of Pope Gregory VII when
King Henry IV of Germany besieged him at Castle St. Angelo in 1084.
After the German army retreated and Robert died, the Antipope, Anacletus II, declared
Roger Guiscard King of Sicily and Italy. Roger died in 1101. His sons died young so the title of
Grand Count of Italy reverted to our ancestor, Roger II in 1105. Because he was only eleven years
of age, his mother governed during his minority. He was an energetic ruler, extending his domain in
Italy and the adjacent islands. Roger II had three wives and four mistresses or “left handed wives”.
He died February 26, 1154 at the age of 59.
At the death of Roger II, his son William I “the bad” and his grandson William II “the good”
(not our direct line) followed him as rulers. William II left no children, so Tancred, the illegitimate
grandson of Roger II (and our direct line) took over the Kingdom and ruled from 1189 until his
death in 1197. This “King of both Sicilys” is mentioned in the English history story of “King
Richard’s Crusade”.
In 1197 the German Emperor Henry VI whose wife was a daughter of Roger II, came in
with an armed force and took over the Kingdom.
Aaron Fitz (meaning “son of”) Roger I, the great great grandson of Tancred I, was a
merchant in Rome until 1270. At that time Rome had been wasted and its former grandeur lost.
Instead of its former population of over a million, it had only 40,000 inhabitants. Because of
persecution by the Roman Catholic Church, Aaron took his family to London where he became
wealthy and successful in the mercantile business.
His great grandson John Fitz Roger, born in 1335 in Bryanstone, Kent, England, married
Elizabeth de Furneaux, widow of John Blount and a very wealthy heiress. Her father, Sir Symon de
Furneaux, Knight, had owned Ashington and other manors in Somersetshire and had inherited vast
estates elsewhere from his father and his wife. He served in military campaigns, and was a member
of the Parliament of King Edward III with the following responsibilities: he determined those who
received knighthood, witnessed important papers, and was a benefactor of Clive Abbey.
Elizabeth’s other ancestors included wealthy landowners, powerful sheriffs, knights, and
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earls; beginning with a soldier from Normandy who entered England with William the conqueror.
Their son Sir John Fitz Roger II, Knight, was born in 1385 when his mother was 55. In
1406, at age 19 he married Agnes de Mercaunt. He amassed considerable personal property and
was one of the wealthiest men in his section of England.
His second son Thomas became joint heir with his brother John, dropped the “Fitz” from
his name, and added the s to Rogers. He was a man of great riches, ability and prominence. He
was buried in the St. Martin’s Church at Bryanstone and his quartered escutcheon was carved on
the tablet of his tomb.
Thomas Rogers, Sergeant-at-Law, being of the younger branch of the family, was
endowed with little wealth. Seeing the necessity of acting for himself, he obtained a good
education in law and established his practice in Bradford. Because of his professional
attainments and worth of character he was appointed “Serviens ad Legem” by the crown and
became a man of great influence in the community. (Some heirlooms passed down from Thomas
were still in existence in 1911: a silver stamp seal, a silver drinking cup or tankard, and a set of
pewter plates and dishes with his engraved crest 400 years old.)
In 1479 he married Cecilia, who died shortly after the birth of their first child. Four years
later he married Catherine de Courtenay of Powderham Castle in Devon, a rich heiress whose
line goes back through earls, knights, lords, landed gentry, and the royalty of three nations
(Scotland, Ireland, and England). This was also Catherine’s second marriage and she married a
third time after Thomas’s death.
Two sons were born to this union. Our progenitor John Rogers, the younger son, was
born in 1485. He received a good education and had some financial backing, but as the second
son, did not inherit any real estate. He married Margaret (or Margary) Wyatt, daughter of Sir
Henry Wyatt who was prominent at the courts of Kings Henry VII and Henry VIII. They settled
in “Deritend”, a chapelry in the parish of Ashton on the bank of the River Trent, a suburb of
Birmingham. Five children were born to them, the oldest son and heir being John Rogers, the
martyr.
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Reverend John Rogers was born approximately 1507 in Deritend, about the time Martin
Luther began the Great Reformation. He was educated at Pembroke Hall, Cambridge, England,
receiving his Bachelor of Arts degree in 1525. Chosen by the Cardinal College at Oxford, he was
made Junior Canon and soon went into the Holy Orders of the Catholic Church. December 26,
1532 he became Rector of “Holy Trinity the Less” in the city of London.
He left the Roman Catholic Church and resigned his rectorship when he became
convinced they were teaching “many doctrines which are plainly and directly against the Word
of God”. In 1536 Reverend Rogers married Adryana Pratt, no longer feeling bound by the
Catholic Church vow of celibacy.
Sometime after John Frith was martyred July 4, 1534, Reverend Rogers took his place as
Chaplain of the English Merchants. Frith had been assisting William Tyndale with his translation
of the Bible into English, and John began assisting him in spite of fierce opposition from the
clergy. Tyndale had bitterly opposed the divorce of King Henry VIII, and as a result was burned
at the stake October 6, 1536.
By that time the translation of the New Testament was complete. Reverend Rogers
received the unfinished manuscript of the Old Testament and went undercover to finish the
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translation, together with his own Bible commentary and marginal references. When finished, he
signed it Thomas Matthew. By including a dedication to the King, he was able to obtain a royal
license to print and distribute copies of the Bible. Because of its accuracy, that Bible was the
basis of the King James version in use today. Although it was approved by the King and placed
in the churches, fierce opposition continued from the Popes and Priests.
After the Bible was distributed in 1537, John resigned his chaplainship and moved with
his family to Wittenberg, Saxony, where he acquired knowledge of the German language, and
served as Pastor of a Protestant congregation for eleven years.
In 1548 after the death of England’s King Henry and the ascension of ten-year-old King
Edward VI to the throne, Reverend Rogers returned to England with his wife and eight children.
Protestantism was established as the state religion. John had various assignments, and then on
August 24, 1550, he was appointed to the stall of St. Pancras. Three years later he was assigned
to the Cathedral Church of Saint Paul in London.
One month later King Edward died and his stepsister Mary became Queen. She was
determined to restore the Catholic faith to England. Because of her religious persecutions she
became known as “Bloody Mary”. Over 360 persons were put to death during her reign.
Sunday, July 16, 1553 Reverend Rogers preached a sermon at St. Paul’s Cross. His
boldness and ability put fear into the papists. He preached again August 6, affirming true
doctrine and exhorting the people to beware of all “pestilent popery, idolatry and superstition”.
He knew that every word that fell from his lips sealed his future doom, but felt keenly his
responsibility to speak the truths of the reformation.
He was summoned before the council but he defended himself so ingeniously that they
were compelled to dismiss him unharmed. He stated that the Protestant religion was still
recognized and protected by the law of the land, but this was the last time he was allowed to
speak publicly.
On the 16th of August, ten days after his sermon, he was again summoned to a trial and
sentenced to house arrest, for the crime of “being a seditious preacher”. They threatened death if
he would not recant and then waited, hoping he would turn his back on the cause and flee the
country. At this time all the strong preachers of the reformation were in jail and he felt the entire
responsibility of maintaining the existence of the Protestant movement in England. Calmly he
waited out his sentence.
January 27, 1554 Reverend Rogers was again brought before the tribunal and accused of
“heresies against and damnable opinions contrary to the doctrine and determination of the Holy
Church”. He was taken to Newgate, the worst and most loathsome prison in London. He was not
allowed books, pen, or visitors.
By November of 1554 Queen Mary was essentially only a figurehead and the church and
state were ruled by the Catholic Church and the Pope in Italy. The Pope issued an order for
judicial proceedings against all persons who might be “Obnoxious to the new laws against
heresy”.
January 22, 1555 thirteen Protestant prisoners were brought one at a time and forced to
kneel in front of the Roman Catholic Church Tribunal. Some recanted and were freed. Reverend
Rogers refused, giving eloquent defense for his actions. He said the Pope wasn’t the head of the
Church and had no right to forgive sins. Christ was the head of the true Church and the Roman
Catholic Church was the Church of Anti-Christ. Pointing out many errors, he wanted to prove
them by scriptures, but was told the scriptures were dead and must be replaced by something
more lively. He accused the council of working for their own gain and not the Glory of God. He
was condemned to death. His request to see and speak with his wife was refused on the grounds
that it was illegal for a Priest to marry.
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The council feared there might be an attempt to rescue Reverend Rogers and another
prisoner on the evening of their condemnation, so elaborate preparations were made to transfer
them from St. Mary Overy’s Church to Newgate in secrecy. They were taken to the Clink prison
in Southwark, where they were detained until night. The lights in the streets through which they
were to pass were extinguished, including even the torches upon the stalls of the costermongers,
so that the prisoners and their attendants might pass over the route unrecognized.
These two weak and helpless men were taken from the Clink attended by a numerous
body of officials armed with weapons. First they were led through the bishop’s house, then
through St. Mary Overy’s Churchyard into the open streets and across London Bridge towards
Newgate. The precautions for privacy had been in vain, for the officers found to their surprise
and annoyance, that the streets were lined with men and women holding lighted candles in their
hands, who cheered the prisoners as they passed between their ranks with affectionate salutations
and expressions of sympathy.
Reverend Rogers entered his cell that night, conscious that his very hours were
numbered, although no notice was given him of the precise day of his execution. During the next
five days, he succeeded in writing a hurried account of his trial and hiding it in his cell.
Monday morning the jailer’s wife awakened him, informed him that his final hour had
come, and bid him make haste. He quietly replied, as he proceeded to dress himself, “If it be so I
need not tie my points”. He was taken to the prison chapel where he was arrayed in the full
canonicals of the office he had held; then the clothing was torn piece by piece from his body with
accompanying invocations and anathemas. As soon as the final curse had been uttered, he
requested of the Bishops that “I might talk a few words with my wife before my burning”. Again
the condemned man’s request was denied.
Between 10 and 11 in the morning, Reverend Rogers was led on foot by a large company
of the guard to Smithfield. Thousands of spectators met his eye on every side, and among them
he recognized many a familiar face. Acclamations of sorrow and shouts of praise arose from
every direction as he passed along on that final march. A small group waited directly in his
way—his wife of eighteen years (pregnant with their eleventh child) and their ten children. Their
anxious faces turned toward him, their dear voices reached his ears. One long never to be
forgotten look, one silent solemn blessing, and slowly, but firmly he walked on and began to sing
the mournful by inspiring hymn “Miserere”. From that moment the ultimate success of the
Reformation was assured.
As the preparations were being made to light the fire, Sheriff Woodruffe told him that he
might, even then, revoke his “abominable doctrine”. The martyr answered, “That which I have
preached, I will seal with my blood.”
“Then thou art a heretic,” replied the Sheriff.
“That shall be known at the day of judgment,” Rogers meekly answered.
“Well,” countered Woodruffe, “I will never pray for thee.”
“But I will pray for thee,” was the gentle and truly Christian response. After the fires
were lighted and began to take effect upon him, he passed his hands through the flames, rubbing
them as if in the act of washing. Lifting them up towards heaven, he held them high until
consciousness ceased, and his soul took its flight toward its eternal home.
After his death, his wife and son Daniel were allowed to visit and examine his cell in the
prison. They searched for some time in vain and were about to leave the cell, when the son spied
something black lying in a dark corner. It proved to be the envelope containing the last writings
of Reverend John Rogers.
After a four-year reign, Queen Mary died and Elizabeth, a stepsister took over the throne.
She restored Protestantism and reinstated the English Book of Common Prayer.
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Barnaby Rogers was born in London just three years before his father was martyred. We
don’t know the name of his wife, but they lived in Boxted, Essex, England. Their son Barnaby
was born there January 1, 1588.
Barnaby (2) married Mary Wells April 25, 1610. Their daughter Anne, born May 14,
1615 married John Stone (Elder) of Nayland, Suffolk, England in 1639. They immigrated to
America and settled in Framingham, Massachusetts where their daughter Elizabeth was born
about 1651.
Elizabeth Stone married Samuel Stowe in Concord, Massachusetts. His father, Thomas
Stowe, was a younger son of John, the Earl of Stowe, well known in English history. Since
Thomas’ older brother was heir of the estate, Samuel had immigrated to America sometime after
his marriage to Elizabeth Bigge, and settled in Roxbury, Massachusetts, later moving to
Concord.
Their son John was born March 30, 1696 in Marlboro, Massachusetts. He married
Elizabeth Brigham April 25, 1722. Manassah was born to them November 3, 1724 in Middlesex,
Massachusetts. He married Dinah Morse November 17, 1747. Their daughter Ann was born June
13, 1768 at Southboro, Massachusetts.
Ann Stowe married Ebenezer Collins who was born July 23, 1762 in Southboro and
served 3 ½ years in the Revolutionary War. They were the parents of Martha Collins, born
August 22, 1793 in Berkshire Vermont, the mother of Susanna Mehitable Rogers. Martha
married David White Rogers December 5, 1811 in Montreal, Canada.
***
It’s interesting to see how family names are passed down from generation to generation.
Susanna’s great great grandmother, wife of the Reverend John Rogers of Boxford, was named
Susanna Marston. They had a daughter named Susanna and another named Mehitable.
Nathaniel Rogers and his wife Rebecca Symonds, prominent citizens of Boxford and
Susanna’s great grandparents, had daughters named Susanna and Mehitable.
Susanna’s grandparents Samuel and Hannah Rogers also had daughters named Susanna
and Mehitable, her father’s sisters. In addition a cousin was named Susanna and another was
named Mehitable.
Susanna has a granddaughter and great great granddaughter who are honored to bear her
name, (there are probably still more now in her large posterity).

135
THE CHILDREN OF DAVID WHITE ROGERS
Susanna Mehitable

b. July 5, 1813, Montreal, Canada
d. Jan. 9, 1905, St. George

Edward William

b. Dec. 5, 1814, Queenstown, Canada
d. Sept. 9, 1815, Queenstown, Canada

Charles Addison

b. July 18, 1816, Queenstown, Canada.

Charles returned to the East after his short stay in Provo. It is unlikely his six
children stayed in the Church. I doubt his wife Rebecca was ever a member. He spent his
last days in the National Soldier’s Home in Virginia. Most of his married children lived
in Brooklyn, New York. He wrote a letter to his nephew Joseph Knight Rogers in 1890
stating he was only “part Mormon”.
Amelia Ann

b. April 21, 1818, Queenstown, Canada
d. Nov. 29, 1847, Nauvoo, Illinois

Amelia’s husband Lewis Telle remarried and remained in Nauvoo after her death
with their two sons. When he died in January of 1856, Emma Smith, the prophet’s
widow, took the boys, ages nine and ten, into her home until they were old enough to be
on their own. Martha, their daughter, married George Q. Cannon and bore him nine
children.
Ross Ramson

b. Feb 11, 1821, Pomfret, New York
d. Mar 13, 1897, Maricopa, Arizona

After leaving his sawmill in Provo for his father to manage, Ross and his family settled in
Parowan, then Beaver, being the first to plant wheat in the new settlement. Next he
helped settle Wanship, Summit County where his wife Helen died. He married Cynthia
Eldridge of Lehi, and moved to Maricopa, Arizona where he helped engineer the first
irrigation system. He had 26 children.
Gleezen Filmore

b. Dec. 2, 1822, Dunkirk, New York
d. Dec. 1825, Dunkirk, New York

Hester Ann

b. Mar. 23, 1825, Dunkirk, New York
d. Mar 11, 1886, Provo Utah

Hester was the second wife of George Beebe, who escaped his burning home in
Far West Missouri and was driven out by the mobs in 1839. He prospered in Polk City,
and J.E. Johnson talked him into investing in a wayside settlement along the pioneer trail.
He prudently backed out of the deal before problems with the enterprise caused the other
investors to lose their shirts. They had eleven children, most of whom were married
before they moved to Provo. She cared for her parents in their old age at the same time a
daughter with two little girls came back to the nest. Her husband died in 1881 as well as
both her parents.
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Caroline

b. Mar. 20, 1827, Dunkirk, New York
d. Mar 19, 1915, Provo, Utah
Caroline went through many trials. Four of her eleven children died before
reaching adulthood. Her husband Aaron married two other wives (one
Indian), then apostatized, telling her he would get all their children away
from the Church. He was only successful with two of their sons, who were
more interested in their father’s gold mine than the gospel. Their daughter
Caddie became a physician. Two of her well-known descendants are Tom
Bradshaw of KSL, and former General Relief Society President Barbara
Smith. Caroline later became a plural wife of Abraham O. Smoot and did
much genealogy and temple work.
David Preston
b. July 7, 1829, Dunkirk, New York
d. Dec. 13, 1832, New York, New York

Sally Maria

b. Jan 10, 1832, New York, New York
d. Oct 23, 1832, New York, New York

Henry Clay

b. Oct 19, 1833, New York, New York
d. Mar 8, 1902, Maricopa, Arizona

Henry Clay served in law enforcement in Provo for 20 years. In 1877 he was
called by Brigham Young to be co-leader of the 84 pioneers who settled Maricopa,
Arizona. He saw the area in a dream before they left Provo, and recognized it
when they arrived. He was overseer for construction of the canal and
settlement. His main responsibility there, however, was as a missionary to
the Lamanites. He had many interesting and faith promoting experiences, and
was much loved by them. He served as first counselor to three stake
presidents, and was a member of the Arizona legislature in 1893. He and his
wife Emma Higbee had eleven children.

