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Chapter 1

My name is Dan Storm, and I was only sixteen years old when I met the
Ute warrior. It was in the fall of 1839, and I was heading south along the
Green River. The old trapper I had been traveling with had been killed by
some renegade prospectors. Later my horse and supplies were stolen by the
Blackfeet. The old trapper and I had been looking for Ike, an escaped slave
who had come up the Missouri River with me, but when I was unable to
find him, I supposed he was dead too. I'll tell more about that later.

I was going south more in an effort to get away from the Blackfeet than
for any other reason. In the back of my mind, I was toying with the idea of
following the river all the way to the Pacific Ocean, where there were
civilized Spanish settlements. Maybe there I could find a new life for
myself. I certainly couldn't go back to Missouri. Every sheriftf west of the
Mississippi was itching to get their hands on me. I would rather die in this
Rocky Mountain wilderness than give those Missourians the satisfaction of
seeing me punished for what I had done. I'll tell more about that later too.

I realized there was a good chance that I would die in the wilderness. In
escaping the Blackfeet, I had left everything behind except my knife and
clothing—a buckskin shirt, leggings, and moccasins. The fall frosts had
already turned the grasses gold, a beautiful contrast to the deep blue of the
mountain sky. But I didn't have any inclination to enjoy the scenery. With
winter coming, I had neither food nor the weapons needed to obtain food.

I hadn't eaten anything but serviceberries in almost three days and had
been walking most of the night when I came upon a fairly large beaver dam



backing up the waters of one of the small tributary streams feeding into
Henry's Fork. From the grassy hillside above the pond, I could see fat brook
trout sunning themselves in the quiet backwaters or swimming lazily among
a forest of partly submerged and sharply pointed stumps where beavers had
gnawed down a grove of young trees—Ilike a forest of sharpened pencils
pointing skyward out of the water. My mouth watered at the thought of one
or more of those fish roasting on a stick over an open fire. I didn't have any
hooks, but maybe I could figure out a way to trap or spear some of them.
From the hill where I stood, most of the pond appeared to be shallow
enough for wading.

On the opposite side of the dam there was a thick growth of willow and
young cottonwood trees, providing an excellent hiding place. I hadn't seen
any sign of Blackfeet for several days, so I believed they were not on my
trail. This would be a good place to rest, make some weapons, and
hopefully gather some food.

The icy mountain water felt refreshing on my weary feet as [ waded into
the pond. I had lashed my knife to a willow staff and had what appeared to
be an effective weapon. Unfortunately, the fish wouldn't hold still long
enough for me to spear them. I was weak from lack of nourishment and
soon abandoned the spear, deciding that I must figure out a better way to
catch the fish. As I explored the shallow headwaters, I discovered a hole
where fish could be trapped if the water surface could be lowered five or six
inches. There were already a number of fish in the pool, waiting to be
trapped. I waded back to the dam and located a narrow place, where I
succeeded in tearing away enough sticks and mud to increase the water flow
sufficiently to lower the water line enough to trap the fish.

An hour later, I was exhausted and soaked from chasing fish around that
little pool, but I had three beautiful trout resting side by side in the grass.
Before coming out of the water, I refilled the gap in the dam with sticks and
sod so the water would return to the original level, allowing more fish to
enter the little pool, fish that would feed me the next day.

After hanging my buckskin shirt and leggings over some bushes to dry
in the midday sun, I began gathering materials for a fire. I had lost my flint
with the rest of the supplies and would have to build a fire with a bow and
drill. T had seen this done many times but had always had trouble doing it
myself. If I failed, I would have to eat the fish raw and shiver through the



night in damp buckskins. Since escaping the Blackfeet, I had been traveling
without the benefit of fire.

First I fashioned a bow from a green willow and a buckskin lashing cut
from inside of my shirt. Then I found a flat rock with a natural indentation
on one side, which I picked a little deeper with the point of my knife. I
carved a spindle and bottom piece out of dry cottonwood, then fashioned a
tinder nest out of ruffled cottonwood bark. There hadn't been any rain in
recent days, so I felt confident the materials were dry enough to work.

After carefully cutting a ' in the bottom piece, I looped the bow string
around the spindle, which I set firmly between the socket rock and the
bottom piece, held firmly in place by my foot. First slowly, then faster and
faster, I worked the bow back and forth, pushing the whirling spindle firmly
down upon the point of the V' in the bottom piece. Soon little puffs of gray-
white smoke began drifting away from the bottom of the spindle, and hot
black particles began falling down through the /' onto a piece of bark,
forming a little conical pile, or the spark.

As soon as the spark was about the size of a small pea, I dropped the
bow and spindle, careful not to jar the spark, which might fall apart.
Carefully I picked up the bark with the spark on it and dropped it into the
nest of ruffled bark. Then, pushing the nest gently around the spark, I began
blowing ever so gently, coaxing it to life. Gradually I puffed harder and
harder as the amount of smoke increased. Soon I was blowing almost as
hard as I could, and there was lots of smoke. Suddenly, the nest burst into
flames. I dropped it on the ground and began piling on dry twigs. For the
first time in days, I smiled. My mouth was already watering in anticipation
of eating those fish.

After cleaning the fish, leaving the heads on, I cut a willow stick for
each trout, sharpening both ends. I pushed the sticks into the soft ground
next to the fire, the top ends leaning over the fire, then secured a fish to the
end of each stick, heads down with the fleshy backs closest to the fire.

I didn't realize how hungry I had become until the fragrance of the
roasting flesh entered my nostrils. The first fish was only half cooked when
I began eating it. My hunger was so intense that even the cold, uncooked
parts tasted absolutely delicious.

My body was weakened from long hours of walking with little
nourishment, and by the time I finished the second fish, I swear I could feel
strength surging back into my weary muscles. And my hunger was



becoming more intense with every bite. By the time I finished the third and
last fish, I longed for a dozen more and felt strong enough to go chase them
down 1n the little pond, but first I wanted to make a bow and some long
split-tipped arrows, which I thought might make the fishing a lot easier.

My buckskin leggings and shirt were still wet when I put them back on.
I thought they might dry faster if [ was wearing them, and they would
protect my skin from scratchy bushes when I climbed the hill to cut a staff
for my bow. There was plenty of green willow and cottonwood around the
pond, but the best bows are made from serviceberry or chokecherry, woods
preferred by Indians for their bows.

There appeared to be a healthy clump of serviceberry bushes near the
top of the hill, across the pond. I picked my way along the beaver dam and
started climbing the hill, enjoying my new strength.

For the past three days, I had been constantly looking over my shoulder
and searching the surroundings for Indian signs. Catching and cooking fish
had provided a welcome diversion, but with food in my stomach and the
warm afternoon sun on my back, I neglected the usual cautionary measures
essential for survival in the hostile wilderness.

I was so busy inspecting bushes in my search for a bow staff that [ didn't
see the mounted warrior until I was nearly upon him. If his impatient horse
hadn't attracted my attention by pawing the ground, I would probably have
walked right into him. As it was, I couldn't have been more than fifteen or
twenty yards away when I saw him.

He wasn't wearing paint like the Blackfeet had been wearing, and unlike
the Blackfeet, his hair was fashioned into two long black braids, one behind
each ear. | had heard that Ute warriors braided their hair, and concluded I
was face to face with a Ute. His only clothing was leggings and moccasins.
He carried a short bow, and a quiver full of arrows hung loosely over his
shoulder. He was riding bareback on a dapple gray horse, bigger than most
Indian ponies. The warrior's chest and shoulders were well-muscled, his
chin firm. He had a comical look on his face, as if he were quietly laughing
at my lack of caution.

I had heard other things about the Utes too, that they were the strongest
tribe in this south country, and that they frequently captured slaves, which
they sold to the Navajos and Mexicans. They also liked to take scalps.



I turned and raced back down the hill toward the pond, the mounted
warrior close on my heels. I knew there was no way I could outrun a horse
in the open country, but perhaps I could hide, or at least better defend
myself in the thick brush on the other side of the beaver pond.

It was lucky for me that the slope of the hill was fairly steep, preventing
the Indian's horse from lengthening its stride to a full gallop. I ran with wild
abandon, fast enough to maintain a thirty- or forty-foot gap between me and
the Indian, but not fast enough to widen the gap any further.

I expected at any moment to receive an obsidian-tipped arrow in the
middle of my back, but taking a quick glance over my shoulder, I could see
that all of the arrows were still in the quiver. It seemed clear that his
intention was to capture me alive. Then he would have a choice of either
torturing me to death or selling me into slavery, so I could spend the rest of
my life in a Mexican silver mine. Maybe he thought a white boy would
bring a good price.

The hill dropped off sharply at the water's edge, creating an eight- or
ten-foot bank above the water. I didn't even break stride as I reached the
edge of the bank. I pushed off from the edge and flew out over the pond,
instinctively aiming for an open place between two of the beaver-sharpened
stumps. My legs were churning wildly through the air as if 1 were still
running when I hit the water at the intended place, the momentum of the fall
forcing me to my knees in the shallow water. I lunged forward, half
swimming and crawling in my mad efforts to get out of the way before the
Indian pony plunged over the bank and landed on top of me. Realizing the
water was little more than a foot deep, I scrambled to my feet, looking over
my shoulder as soon as I had my footing. Having just noticed the steep bank
at the water's edge, the Indian was trying to pull his pony to a stop, but the
momentum was too great. The pony sat back on its heels in an honest effort
to stop, but it was too late. At the edge of the bank, the Indian made a
mistake in trying to turn the horse to one side by pulling its head around. If
he hadn't done that, the horse would probably have maintained its balance
and lunged straight ahead into the pond. As it was, both horse and rider lost
their balance and tumbled head over heels toward the pond, the unfortunate
Indian hitting the water just ahead of his pony.

I was only sixteen years old and rather skinny, certainly not yet skilled
or confident in the art of hand-to-hand combat. Nevertheless, I realized that
if I was ever going to have to fight this Indian, there would never be a better



time than the present. I drew the knife from my belt and readied myself to
advance on the Indian, offering a quick prayer that I would have the
courage to do what needed to be done.

The horse was about ten feet in front of me, on its side in the water, its
back toward me, its hooves thrashing wildly in a desperate effort to regain
its footing, the wild-eyed head splashing back and forth in the water. The
Ute warrior was not in sight. [ hoped he was under those thrashing hooves.

Suddenly the Indian's head broke the surface of the water, a foot or so
from my side of the horse's back. He looked straight at me, a grim
expression on his face. I took one step back, bracing myself for the attack
which I suspected would be coming. Suddenly I realized, however, that in
order for the warrior's head to be where it was, in such shallow water, his
body had to be extended horizontally on its belly beneath the thrashing
pony. I relaxed my grip on the knife, realizing that the Ute warrior was
pinned beneath his pony. I knew too that once the pony got over on its
stomach, it would probably trample the warrior as it scrambled to its feet.

I waited a few moments, expecting the horse's hooves to do my fighting
for me, but the animal's violent thrashing quickly subsided, and its head fell
limply back into the water. The horse was either dead or dying and would
not be getting up again.

The warrior, who had been waiting for his mount to scramble to its feet,
now realized that the horse was not going to be getting up and began to
squirm back and forth in an effort to get out from under the horse. I bit my
lip and made myself move in for the kill, realizing that if he wiggled free,
the odds would again be in his favor. He was older and much stronger than I
was. My intention was to drown him by holding his head under the water
or, if that failed, to cut his throat with my knife. It was a matter of kill or be
killed, survival of the fittest, and if I acted quickly, I would probably be the
SUrvivor.

Holding my knife out in front, in a half-crouch I waded carefully toward
the helpless Indian. Seeing me coming, he stopped wiggling and stared
directly into my eyes. There was no fear in his expression; his black eyes
were intense and fierce. It was clear he intended to fight me with his teeth if
necessary. My courage began to melt, but | forced myself to move one step
closer.

Suddenly a brown, muscular hand broke the surface of the water like a
large trout rising for a fly. The fingers grabbed the edge of my shirt. The



seemingly helpless Indian was suddenly the aggressor, and I fell backward
in an effort to get away from him. Fortunately, my buckskin shirt was
soaked and, as wet buckskin is about as slippery as an eel's tail, I was able
to pull away from his grip. I wasn't about to get that close again and take the
risk he would drown me. I would have to kill him from a safe distance with
a spear or club.

I waded over to the beaver dam in search of a weapon, and soon located
a perfect bludgeon, a young sapling about three inches in diameter, about
six feet long, and bark chewed off by beavers. It had been cut recently and
was green and solid, a perfect weapon.

The thought occurred to me that if I climbed out of the pond and started
running, I might be able to get away before the Indian could wiggle free. It
seemed likely, however, that he would come after me, and maybe get a few
friends to help. I didn't much like the idea of the Utes and the Blackfeet
coming after me.

No, the best thing to do was to kill him. Then he couldn't tell his savage
friends about me, and I would have the benefit of his clothing and weapons
during the tough winter months ahead. I waded back to the Indian, the club
firmly in my hands.

The sun had dipped behind the western hill, and a brisk October breeze
felt icy cold against my wet buckskins. My feet were numb in the frigid
pond water as I neared the Indian, who had been almost totally submerged
for a number of minutes. His teeth were chattering loudly from the cold. He
didn't look nearly as threatening as before, but there was still no fear in his
eyes as he watched me approach with the club.

I suppose if I had a rifle, I would have been able to squeeze off a round
into the warrior's skull, but to beat the life out of a defenseless person with a
club was more than I could bring myself to do.

I don't know how long I stood there, watching him, trying to figure out
what to do. I was afraid that if [ helped him get free, he would still try to kill
or capture me. When his face twisted in a grimace of intense pain, telling
me that he was hurt, [ was finally able to decide what to do.

I raised the club high above my head, then threw it down into the water
in a dramatic gesture to tell the Indian that I no longer had any intentions of
beating him to death. I held out an open hand as an indication that I wanted
to help, and smiled. At first there was distrust on his face, but then he



smiled. That was cut short, however, with another grimace of pain. His face
fell back into the water. It occurred to me that the straining to keep his head
above water could be a very tiring task.

As soon as his head appeared above the water again, [ waded to his side.
With my back to the horse, I stepped over the warrior's back, straddling his
body. Bending over, I reached around his chest with both arms, then leaned
forward trying to pull him free. He didn't budge. Apparently, the weight of
the lifeless horse was pushing him down against something hard, possibly a
submerged tree or rock. I tried pulling from a number of different angles,
but with no success. And whenever I pulled, it caused him intense pain.

Suddenly I had a better idea, and I was angry with myself for not
thinking of it sooner. Instead of pulling on the injured man, all I had to do
was pull the horse to one side. The buoyancy of the water should make the
horse easy to move.

Taking the dead animal's head in both arms, I twisted, pulled, pushed,
and jerked back and forth. Nothing happened, not the slightest movement of
the body. Something was wrong. I ran my hand over the horse's side, trying
to figure out what the problem might be. I noticed a hard, pointed bump just
behind the shoulder. There was another on the flank. I drew the knife from
my belt and pressed the sharp blade down on the hard part of the flank. The
moment the blade touched the hide, the skin parted and the beaver-
sharpened stump pushed into the open air. I touched the knife on the hard
spot behind the shoulder. Again a small sharpened stump pushed through
the hole into the open air. The horse had fallen on the pointed stumps like a
piece of meat on skewers. No wonder it had died so quickly.

Now I understood why I couldn't move the dead animal to one side or
the other. The only way to move it would be to lift it off the stumps. I had
already noted that the animal was larger than the normal Indian pony. |
guessed its weight at around nine hundred pounds. There was no way 1|
could lift it off the stumps.

A few minutes earlier, I had been determined to kill this Indian and had
not been able to do so. Now I wanted to keep him alive, and it appeared that
I would be unsuccessful in that endeavor too. It was getting harder and
harder for him to keep his head above the cold water. He was getting weak,
and it would soon be dark. It was apparent he had been hurt from the fall,
but how badly I couldn't tell, because his entire body, except for his head,
was pinned underwater by the dead horse.



It occurred to me to go over to the dam and remove some of the sticks
and mud in an effort to let more water escape, resulting in a lower water
level. As I waded to the dam, I realized that a lowering of the water level
would increase the weight of the horse on the injured man. If his injuries
were internal or back-related, such a move could be fatal. Without the water
to buoy up some of the horse's weight, he would be pinned down more
tightly than ever.

I grabbed the pole that I had intended to use as a club and wedged it
under the horse in an attempt to use it as a lever to lift either end of the
body, but the bottom end of the lever kept sinking into the soft mud, making
the pole useless. After a number of unsuccessful attempts, I tossed the pole
to one side, wondering if there were any earthly way I could help this poor
Indian. It was almost dark, and it didn't look as though he would be able to
hold his head up much longer.

I knelt down beside him and helped hold his head up. His eyes had a
faraway look, as if he were going to pass out at any moment. The thought
occurred to me that maybe I ought to put him out of his misery. As numb as
he was from the cold, he probably wouldn't even feel the blade of my knife
if I pulled it quickly across his jugular vein. As I thought about this act of
mercy, | realized that no matter how desperate his condition, I wouldn't be
able to do it. But as I looked at the side of his strong neck, thinking where
the knife would have to go in to most effectively reach the jugular, a related
but different idea emerged from the depths of my mind.

Suddenly I knew exactly how to save the Indian. I wished I had thought
of it sooner. I slapped his face to revive him and let him know that he would
have to hold his head up by himself for a while. He seemed to understand. I
let go of him and drew the knife from my belt.

The answer was so simple. I certainly couldn't move a horse with
sharpened beaver stumps planted in each end, but if the horse were cut in
half, with each half free to turn on a single stump, it would be easy to free
the Ute warrior.

I plunged the blade into the horse's back, behind the last rib, and began
to cut. At first the cutting was clean and fast, but it quickly turned into a
messy job. The inside of the horse was soon a cauldron of blood, mud, and
green, half-digested grass oozing from severed intestines. I had to reach in
up to my shoulder in order to cut along the bottom side of the dead animal.
The warm insides felt good on my cold hands.



As I was cutting the hide along the bottom side, the warrior yelped in
pain as I accidentally pushed the knife too far and sliced the man's leg. I
tried to be more careful but didn't stop, not even for a moment.

It wasn't but a few minutes until I had cut all the way around and only
the backbone was holding the carcass in one piece. I scampered over to the
bank and grabbed a fist-sized stone, then returned to the horse. Holding the
knife blade firmly against the vertebrae, I pounded the stone against the
back of the blade, quickly cutting through the backbone.

Slipping the knife back into my belt and dropping the stone, I grabbed
the rib cage and turned the front half of the horse away from the Indian. I
did the same with the back half, leaving a black, bloody opening above the
Indian. He was unable to get up by himself, and I didn't have strength
enough to carry him, so I grabbed both his arms and pulled him through the
shallow water toward my little camp where I had cooked the trout earlier in
the day.

It was dark now, and both of us were numb from the cold, especially the
Indian. It took all my strength to get him out of the water and onto the
grassy bank. I would liked to have stretched out on the grass too, relishing
the victory, but there was a more pressing problem that required my
immediate attention. Without the warmth of a fire, both of us would soon
freeze in the cold October wind.

I crawled around in the grass, drying and cleaning my wet, bloody
hands and wringing out my sleeves. I couldn't have any water dripping onto
my fire makings. After checking the coals in the fire pit to see if they were
still warm, I broke off some twigs from the trunk of a nearby cottonwood
tree, making sure they were dry and brittle.

After carefully carving a little hole in the middle of the bed of warm
coals, I quickly crumpled up the smallest twigs and pushed them to the
bottom of the hole. After letting them get hot for the better part of a minute,
I started blowing into the hole. The coals around the edge began to glow a
soft amber. Then the twigs began to smoke. A few sparks appeared, then a
little flame. 1 blew a little harder, and it wasn't long before all the twigs
were burning. Soon I had a blazing fire.

The Ute was still unable to move his legs, so I dragged him over to the
fire and propped his back against a tree. His legs didn't appear to be broken
or hurt except for a few bruises and one nasty slash where I had accidentally
cut him. His inability to use his legs was probably the result of cold and



lack of circulation. All he needed was a little time and the healing warmth
of a good fire.

He was tired and pale, but he managed a friendly smile for me. I didn't
have any more worries about his scalping or torturing me. I wished we
understood a common language so we could talk about our recent
adventure.

I sat down across the fire from him, and we exchanged smiles for a
while until hunger pangs began gnawing at my stomach. The strength I had
derived from the three trout earlier in the day had long since been spent.

The next time the warrior looked at me, I pointed at my mouth with one
hand and rubbed my stomach with the other, thinking he might have some
jerky or dried corn stashed away in his leggings or quiver.

He responded by pointing to his mouth and rubbing his stomach exactly
as | had done. He was hungry too, but it was obvious from the expression
on his face that I should be the one to get the food. I shrugged my shoulders
and gave him the most questioning expression I could muster, hoping he
would understand that I didn't have any food, nor did I know where to
obtain any. I certainly couldn't catch fish now that it was dark.

He responded with an understanding smile, rubbed his belly again, then
pointed out across the pond toward the dead horse. I felt a little silly for not
thinking of it myself. Without any further attempts at communication, I
waded back across the pond to the dead horse and carved a huge roast out
of the uppermost hindquarter. I had never eaten horse meat before, but in
the present circumstances, I couldn't be choosy.

I dropped the roast in a clump of clean grass near the fire and began
carving off fist-sized chunks of red meat, which we roasted on the pointed
ends of green willow sticks.

There was no conversation as we feasted into the night, but even though
neither of us knew the other's language, I felt increasingly confident that a
lasting friendship had been forged by the events of the day.

The Utes were one of the most powerful tribes in and around the Rocky
Mountains. They were one of the first tribes to learn to use horses, and their
warriors were reported to be fierce fighters, able to stand their own ground
against the Apaches to the south and the Blackfeet to the north.

Probably my new friend was a Ute, as indicated by his braided hair.
Perhaps he would let me come with him and be part of his tribe. I could



learn their ways and make a new and exciting life for myself, far from the
reach of the Missouri sheriffs.

As I looked across the fire at my new friend, I was glad that I had saved
him from a miserable death in the beaver pond. There was a new dimension
in my life now, a more certain future.

The Indian and I did indeed become good friends, even though at first
there was no verbal communication. The fact that we had been thrown
together in a life and death struggle in the beaver pond seemed to pull us
together into an unspoken bond of trust and mutual commitment. And the
bonds grew stronger as we grew accustomed to each other. As we lazed
around the campfire the next few days, feasting on roasted horse and
waiting for his legs to regain their strength, we communicated as best we
could. I learned he was called Neuwafe (new snow) and was a sub-chief in
one of the primary Ute tribes.

Even before his legs were strong again, we knew we would be traveling
together to join his tribe. He sensed my desperate situation, being alone
without supplies with winter approaching. And I sensed his willingness to
take me under his wing to live with him and his tribe.

As a boy I had sometimes dreamed of living the wild, carefree life of an
Indian. Now it looked like I would get the chance to do it. Maybe I would
like it well enough to spend the rest of my life as a Ute warrior, far from the
reach of the Missouri law.



Chapter 2

As I began this history, it seemed prudent to begin with my experiences
among the Utes, leaving out or quickly glossing over the events in Missouri
that forced me to flee to the Rocky Mountains at such a young age. My
thinking was that some of what took place in Missouri would be offensive
to some readers. I wasn't worried about legal retribution, knowing that my
history wouldn't be read or published until after my death.

After thoughtful consideration, however, realizing that my history
cannot be fully understood and appreciated without an accounting of what
happened in Missouri, I have decided to go back to the beginning and tell it
all—at the risk of offending those who conform closely to the standards of
social piety. I apologize in advance to anyone I might offend, hoping they
will understand why I am impelled to tell the truth, the whole truth. I hope
posterity doesn't judge me too harshly.

—_— - ——

My older brother, David, and I became orphans when our parents died
in a hotel fire in Toronto, Canada, in 1828. I was five years old at the time,



and David was ten. We went to live with an aunt and uncle, Henry and
Sarah Watkins, who lived on a small farm near Toronto. They were old and
not very well, so they left us pretty much alone to raise ourselves. We first
heard about the Church in 1835, when I was twelve.

One Sunday we were invited to a neighbor's home to hear Parley P. Pratt
preach. He wasn't one of the typical go-to-hell-and-burn-forever preachers
we were used to hearing. He didn't make you feel that God was mad at you
for every little thing you had ever done wrong.

Elder Pratt was youthful and strong, like a young bull. He had a warm
smile and a quick wit. The local preachers hated him. They went wild at the
mention of his doctrine that men could become like God. They'd scream,
yell, and spit out their protests, hardly able to contain themselves at such
bold doctrine. They responded the same way when Elder Pratt mentioned
that the Book of Mormon was a new scripture in addition to the Bible,
written by ancient prophets who lived on the American continent. These
teachings seemed kind of logical to me, but the ministers went wild at the
suggestion there could be more scripture in addition to the Bible.

Two of the local preachers attended that first meeting where we heard
Elder Pratt speak. David and I were sitting in the front row. We certainly
weren't religious boys, or involved in any serious quest for truth. We had
already heard about the Mormons’ gold bible and their boy prophet, Joe
Smith. There was something new and exciting about the Mormons, not the
usual hellfire and damnation fare dished out every Sunday by the local
preachers. We were in the front row because we were curious. And when
the two preachers walked in the door, we knew we could expect an exciting
evening.

As soon as Elder Pratt began his sermon, the two preachers began
throwing objections and questions at him. At first he tried to handle their
questions in a polite, thoughtful manner. Most of the time they didn't give
him a chance to finish his answer before throwing something else at him. I
started to feel sorry for Elder Pratt because the ministers were ruining his
sermon. Seeming to sense they were getting the best of Pratt, the preachers
became louder and more hostile in their attacks. I sensed the people around
me were annoyed, as | was, that Elder Pratt was unable to tell his story.

All of a sudden, I noticed that Elder Pratt hadn't said anything for some
time. At first glance, he appeared to be calmly watching the frenzied
protests of the preachers, but as I looked closer from my front row seat, I



noticed some little things that made my heart beat faster. He was holding
the edge of the podium with his hands. His knuckles were whitening as his
muscular hands tightened their grip. I had the feeling that soon the wood
was going to splinter from the force.

His nostrils were dilated slightly more than normal to accommodate an
increased breathing rate. At close inspection I could see that his knees,
although covered by loose-fitting trousers, were not straight, but slightly
bent, like a wild animal preparing to spring. His sideburns were dampened
by perspiration. He was like a volcano about to erupt, and the entire
intensity of his being was focused through his clear brown eyes directly
upon the two babbling ministers, too involved in their arguments to notice
the change in Elder Pratt.

I didn't know much about the Mormons and their customs, but I
wouldn't have been surprised if Elder Pratt had leaped upon the two
preachers and crushed them in his powerful arms. I could feel the growing
intensity in the room, almost electric. It was overwhelming.

Soon everyone in the room was watching Elder Pratt, aware as I was of
the mounting intensity within the Mormon missionary. Everyone, that is,
except the two preachers, who continued their empty prattle, unaware of the
changes.

I was surprised at what Elder Pratt finally did. Instead of springing upon
them as a lion upon bleating goats, he simply told them to shut up, not in a
loud or angry tone of voice, but with the quiet firmness of a man who
knows he will be obeyed. The ministers looked at him in surprise, halting
their babblings, shocked that a so-called minister, though uneducated in the
arts of the ministry, would have the nerve and the bad taste to tell them to
shut up, and in public.

Before they could say anything in response, Elder Pratt pointed to the
door and said, “Out!” in the same firm voice. One of the preachers began to
say something in protest to the command, but Elder Pratt caught him in the
middle of the first word, repeating the order to leave.

The preachers looked back and forth at each other, then at the other
people, in apparent confusion as to how they should respond. Elder Pratt
stood firm and quiet, clearly expecting them to obey his command. No one
seemed very surprised when the two preachers picked up their coats and
headed for the door, resuming their babbling. They were saying something
about Pratt being the devil himself.



With nothing more than the intensity of his will, Elder Pratt had
overpowered and defeated two of the most influential and powerful men in
our community. I looked up at him in admiration, thinking that if that's what
Mormonism could do to a man, I wanted to be a Mormon.

During the next two weeks, Elder Pratt baptized and confirmed eleven
people, including Uncle Henry, Aunt Sarah, David, and me. Three years
later, we moved to Missouri.
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