


from Elsebeth Stuart Snow, 
Mountain Meadows, Utah, 
to her sister, Sarah Stuart, 

Dated 19 September 1857 

KATHY JENKINS 

I am writing this as the needles of rain 
Wp out a song on the splintered porch 
imd the thick blanket of grey 

I rob across the sky like the dust 
! I chased out of the cabin at the end of cornstraw. 

and for a pair of wool stockings 
will search you out and cany these few thoughts 
as far as your front door. Perhaps if you have flour 
you could offer him a biscuit 

or one of Mother's honey cakes if there are any left. 

Remember the five-inch lace Grandma gave us? 
1 used three yards and two bleached flour sacks 
and made pillowcases 
because John Hinckley's oldest girl 
was wed a month ago 
and everyone in our camp 
whispered that she was already with child 
so I wrapped the pillowcases in a square of tissue 
Ihad pressed and saved and took them to the girl 
md told her how Grandma had tatted the lace 
en the ship from Sweden and had laid it flat 
an the floor of the wagon to fill the spaces between the slats 

, to keep Grandpa warm. 
8 9be cried. She told me it was the only wedding present 

, d e e d  glass jar. 
1 put it on the back of the shelf, and some winter morning 
twill wipe the dust from its lid and give it to Hynun 
and the children 

with a loaf of fresh-baked bread. 

A b i n  of immigrants passed through here Sunday last; 
my oldest child ran alongside one of the wagons 
until it disappeared past Whitney's meadow 
at the end of the lane, 

:&tipping and laughing through the dusty noon. 
Heran back here breathlessly, with wide-eyed tales 
and the two of us sat in the doorway 



POETRY 

while I nursed Emma 
and Hyrum walked with Brother Steele 
and he told me of his greatest dream: 
to follow west that endless trail. 
I'm glad he can't remember now 
the first time that he followed west 
(blanketed within my arms) - 
and that we left a brown-haired boy 
buried at the edge of such a trail. 

Mandy Parker's husband was called on a mission 
and he left her with three babies and a sick brother 
and a patch of corn to harvest on a three-acre plot. 
She was angry; 
and the bishop said we shouldn't fellowship her 
because she didn't support the missionary force. 
But I was coming back from Monsons' one day 
and saw her sitting at the edge of the plot, 
picking the stiff pieces of husk out of her bloodied hands 

and I knew that without that corn 
she couldn't purchase wheat or cloth 

so I wrapped Emma in my shawl 
(covered her face from the wicked sun), 
laid her in a grassy ditch, took off my shoes, 
and wandered in and out of rows of corn, 
emptying my apron and my heart 
pausing only twice to hold Emma to my weary breast. 
They don't speak to me at Church anymore, 
and Hyrum hasn't prayed with me 

since I came home without my shoes. 

Brother Pratt has arrived, tethered firm and riding high, 
and waits outside for woolen socks 
and for these lines to be tucked inside his saddlebag 
and I will weep when he is gone 
for I will have succeeded in sending another tiny piece of me 

away from here, 
away from these meadows 
and these mountains 
and the rows of faces singing hymns. 
Perhaps Hyrum and I will be able to visit next spring - 
I will try to get the planting done 
and maybe he'll not leave me here. 

(He says he killed a man last week, 
camped along the meadow's edge, 
told me as he ate my stew 
that maybe a hundred women 
and twice as many babes 
were felled. He's said nothing of it since.) 

Keep faith with God. 
Love, Elsebeth. 




