Nauvoo - A Parallel Account 
Thanks to a frequent flyer coupon and my employer's generosity in covering her other expenses, my wife Misty accompanied me on my most recent trip to the company's main office near Chicago. We left on a Friday and spent the weekend touring around. This is a "parallel account" of our weekend, which is a mix of our experiences and material that touched me from the book A Comprehensive History of The Church by B. H. Roberts, which I read during the trip. 
	1838: FUTURE SITE OF NAUVOO 
..The place was literally a wilderness. The land was mostly covered with trees and bushes, and much of it so wet that it was with the utmost difficulty a footman could get through, and totally impossible for teams. Commerce was so unhealthful, very few could live there; but believing that it might become a healthful place by the blessing of heaven to the Saints, and no more eligible place presenting itself, I considered it wisdom to make an attempt to build up a city. - Joseph Smith
	1995: FRIDAY NIGHT, MAY 5, MODERN NAUVOO 
Misty, my coworker, his wife and I finally arrive after a five and half hour drive from O'Hare Airport in Chicago. The terrain had been completely flat, alternating bare fields sowed for soy beans and corn. The sky was gray, as was the view out of the jet all the way from Salt Lake earlier in the day. The whole scene was an extension of the gray cubicle and walls at my office. Take a gray piece of paper, color the bottom half grayish brown, and you'd have a photographic image. Make sure that the upper half of the sheet is completely solid, unbroken by even the remotest smudge of where the sun should be. 

The uniformity of Illinois began to give way as we reached the western boundary of the state. The flat landscape gradually yielded to rolling hills, which were obviously of less value to the farmers who allowed the original forests to survive. Our anticipation mounted as we wound our way through village after village, following a hopelessly obscure map in a travel atlas. We finally arrived in Nauvoo after dark and pulled in to our motel in the newer part of the town, knowing that the Mississippi River and the old, historic section lay somewhere down below the bluff and out there in the dark.


	1843: SPRING, NAUVOO 

A traveling Methodist minister, Samuel A. Prior, published the following description of Nauvoo. 
At length the city burst upon my sight. Instead of seeing a few miserable log cabins and mud hovels which I had expected to find, I was surprised to see one of the most romantic places that I had visited in the west. The buildings, though many of them were small, and of wood, yet bore the marks of neatness which I have not seen equaled in the country. 

The fair-spread plain at the bottom of the hill was dotted over with habitations of men with such majestic profusion, that I was almost willing to believe myself mistaken, and instead of being in Nauvoo of Illinois, among Mormons, that I was in Italy at the city of Leghorn, which the location of Nauvoo resembles very much. I gazed for some time with fond admiration upon the plain below. Here and there arose a tall majestic brick house, speaking loudly of the genius and untiring labor of the inhabitants, who have snatched the place from the clutches of obscurity, and wrested it from the bonds of disease; and in two or three short years, rescued it from dreary waste to transform it into one of the first cities in the west. The hill upon which I stood was covered over with dwellings of men, and amid them was seen to rise the hewn stone and already accomplished work of the temple, which is now raised fifteen or twenty feet above the ground. 

 ...I passed on into the more active parts of the city, looking into every street and lane to observe all that was passing. I found all the people engaged in some useful and healthy employment. The place was alive with business, much more so than any place I have visited since the hard times commenced. I sought in vain for anything that bore the marks of immorality, but was both astonished and highly pleased at my ill success. I could see no loungers about the streets nor any drunkards about the taverns. I did not meet with those distorted features of ruffians, or with the ill-bred and impudent. I heard not an oath in the place, I saw not a gloomy countenance; all were cheerful, polite and industrious.
	1995: SATURDAY MORNING, MAY 6, MODERN NAUVOO 

  The gray skies are clearing. Misty and I found a bakery within a block of our motel. We stocked up on fresh, warm doughnuts, unsliced wheat bread, sorghum cookies, whole wheat frosted cinnamon rolls, and locally made blue cheese and surveyed the town from our rental car. New Nauvoo is typical of the area: a main street with old stores and shops packed against each other for a half mile, a few residences behind them, and farms, forests, and void beyond.
1995: SATURDAY MIDDAY, MAY 6, MODERN NAUVOO 

  Restored Nauvoo is beautiful. Huge expanses of mowed, grassy fields, vegetable gardens, flower beds, and trees. Through each framed snap-shot in my mind the river, which flows around the town and borders it on three sides, peeks through beneath boughs. Each original city block contains one or two houses, all restored to their original red-orange brick. Each building is staffed by volunteers, specially trained in a skill and dressed to the period. A blacksmith displays his trade while we sit within inches of his bellows and pounding anvil-- and fashions a miniature horseshoe and presents it to us. The brick-mason illustrates his forms, ovens, and procedures-- and gives us a small sized brick as a souvenir. In its face is formed the word "Nauvoo," which means "beautiful place" in Egyptian. The embedded word is accompanied by Egyptian symbols and the trademark sun-face that appeared on the temple. 



	1842: AUGUST 6, MONTROSE, IOWA 
Passed over to Montrose... I had a conversation with a number of brethren, in the shade of a building, on the subject of our persecutions in Missouri, and the constant annoyance which has followed us since we were driven from that state. I prophesied that the saints would continue to suffer much affliction and would be driven to the Rocky Mountains, many would apostatize, others would be put to death by our persecutors, or lose their lives in consequence of exposure or disease; and some of you will live to go and assist in making settlements and build cities and see the saints become a mighty people in the midst of the Rocky Mountains. - Joseph Smith
	1995: SATURDAY MIDDAY, MAY 6, MODERN NAUVOO 

What a delightful spring it was turning out to be. Blossoms were everywhere, either in characteristic white snow-drifts or fluorescent pink clouds of bushes. And, except for the sounds of the birds, it was absolutely, resoundingly quiet. By comparison, the environ of my home in Woods Cross, Utah is a cacophony of train whistles, jet washes, and freeway blast. (Is it the sound of the cars' engines, or tires, or both that commit such an atrocity?) At the top of the Wasatch mountains east of Woods Cross I can still hear the banging and grumbling of the locomotives five thousand feet below, and the wild flowers seem to barely escape being roasted by the airliners as they roar over. 

But here in this patch of Eden in the American midwest is perfect stillness-- bright, sunny, warm, fragrant solitude.


	1846: FEBRUARY, NEAR NAUVOO AT SUGAR CREEK, IOWA 
...The exodus began early in February, the first families crossing the river on the 4th. They were immediately followed by a large number of other families, because the river, meantime, had frozen over and they could cross on the ice... The cold, attended by severe snow storms, became intense and remained so for some days; and while this facilitated the exodus by enabling many to cross the river on the ice, it caused great suffering in the camps. Then, too, many left the city ill prepared for life in the wilderness in midwinter. In many cases their food supplies both for themselves and teams were exhausted in a few days, and they became a burden upon those who had proceeded with better judgment.
	1995: SATURDAY MIDDAY, MAY 6, MODERN NAUVOO 

  Each restored home is a monument to the family that lived there. Humble or now famous, their tale was told. The officiators describe the family members in detail-- the family that ran the post office, those that did the printing, ran the bakery, the drug store, the wheelwright shop, etc.-- as well as the furnishings and how they were made. The LDS church does not do such an enterprise in any way but first rate. Antiques from around the United States were gathered, items either original to the homes or at least descriptive of the period and typical of the family. Volumes of journals were researched for the barest detail in the reenactment. Every scrap was polished and properly placed. Some houses served dual purposes, being entire museums for a given item. (I never realized there existed such a vast vocabulary to describe the processes and patterns of quilt-making, for example.)


	1846: FEBRUARY, SUGAR CREEK, IOWA, FLIGHT FROM NAUVOO 
I was informed that on the first night of the encampment, nine children were born into the world, and from that time, as we journeyed onward, mothers gave birth to offspring under almost every variety of circumstances imaginable, except those to which they had been accustomed; some in tents, others in wagons-- in rain-storms and in snow-storms... 

Let it be remembered that the mothers of these wilderness-born babies were not savages, accustomed to roam the forest and brave the storm and tempest... Most of them were born and educated in the Eastern States and for the sake of their religion, had gathered [to Nauvoo]. There they had lovely homes, decorated with flowers and enriched with choice fruit trees, just beginning to yield plentifully. To these homes, without lease or sale, they had just bid a final adieu, and with what little of their substance could be packed into one, two, and in some instances, three wagons, had started out, desertward, for-- where? To this question the only response at that time was, God knows. - Eliza R. Snow
	1995: SATURDAY AFTERNOON, MAY 6, MODERN NAUVOO 

  Misty and the others could not get enough of the details and the home tours, but I soon wearied. I found my way into a field and pulled out the book of diary entries from which I now quote in this letter. A thought tugged at my spirit. I knew that there was something more to this place than a mid-western town of the mid-1800s doing period middle-class labors. Why had it risen to the largest city in many states, and why was it now only restored shadows?


	1846: LATE SEPTEMBER, IOWA, BANK OF THE MISSISSIPPI 

Although most of the Mormons had succeeded in getting out of Nauvoo before May 1, the date set by the mob for their departure, some of their number had not been so fortunate. By August there remained about one thousand, many of them sick and aged. After an assault on the city by the mob, the citizens agreed to evacuate as quickly as they could gather together a few of their possessions. While leaving they were set upon and abused, and their wagons were ransacked for anything of value. Crossing to the Iowa side of the river, they set up a temporary camp. Colonel Thomas L. Kane of Philadelphia, who chanced upon them at the time, later described their situation to the Historical Society of Pennsylvania: 
Dreadful, indeed, was the suffering of these forsaken beings. Cowed and cramped by cold and sunburn, alternating as each weary day and night dragged on, they were, almost all of them, the crippled victims of disease. They were there because they had no homes, nor hospital nor poor-house nor friends to offer them any. They could not satisfy the feeble cravings of their sick: they had not bread to quiet the fractious hunger-cries of their children... 

The death toll here and in the encampments westward, due to the elements, scurvy, consumption, chills and fever eventually rose into the hundreds.
	1995: MAY 14, BOUNTIFUL, UTAH, SKIPPING AHEAD ONE WEEK AFTER OUR TRIP (MOTHERS DAY) 

I have always been strangely fascinated with having a daughter. A son was somehow expected and I, being male, knew how to deal with it. He would inherit characteristics from me: the few good ones I could help him use to his advantage, the remainder I could show him through experience how to hide and make up for. But a daughter, a girl with some of my traits and features, in the form of a lady? I had no background, no experience from which I could draw. My daughter's name is Raphelle. She is now twelve years old. I still marvel continually at her, partly in fear that some repressed portion of me will yet surface and prove her ruin. Yet, she continues to blossom into a perfect, wholly different, but kindred being. She is a delightful and extremely flattering reflection of her ancestors. 

I thought of this as I gazed upon her for many minutes. Although miserable, with a tube in her nose, another in her arm, and machines whirring around her at 3:00 am at Lakeview Hospital's emergency room, I was glad at least that she inherited courage from her mother. Raphelle took violently ill in the middle of the night with incessant vomiting. The doctors are perplexed. The cause, let alone the remedy, is still unknown. 

I am scared out of my wits.


	1995: SUNDAY MORNING, MAY 7, MODERN NAUVOO 
We attended worship services in the local, modern, huge church. Although tourist season has yet to really get into swing, the main hall is two-thirds full with local members, imported volunteers to staff the historical sites, and visitors. The service is the same virtually all over the world, with similar topics and content. Yet the visitors that rise to voice their perceptions, add a first-hand depth and bond with the past. Emotions run comparatively high in this assembly of a folk that are calm and sober as opposed to their kin in other religions. The expressions are that of joy, awe, and gratitude. I doubt that any will leave the meeting or the town without lasting impressions. Embedded in my mind are the memories of sitting along side the Mississippi twelve hours earlier and watching the sun set over the river. I logged deep feelings of gratitude for a people past (some of whom were relatives) and for a cause worth working and sacrificing for, for a bond with beings with whom I share perspectives and purposes, although separated by technology, life-styles, and time (flowing like a river). What a wonderful place.
	1995: NOON, MAY 14, WOODS CROSS, UTAH, FINAL ENTRY 

I awake from a nap on the living room floor of my home and glance over at Raphelle. She's sleeping peacefully on the couch. During the previous evening and night the increasing frequency of her vomiting forced us to take her to the hospital at 2:30 am. Tests and phone calls to specialists finally produced answers around 6:00 am. Whatever caused her original nausea aside, the violent surges tore her esophagus. The blood from the tear drained into the stomach, which it refused to tolerate and caused a cycle of more vomiting and bleeding. 

At 5:00 am she was about to be admitted into intensive care, but began to recover rapidly. The artificial tube down the throat emptied the stomach without need for vomiting, gave it time to rest and the esophagus to heal, and the IV tube restored her fluids. By 7:00 am she was home and by afternoon eating lightly. As it later turns out, by evening she is able to speak to her grandmothers on the phone and by the following morning her recovery is complete. 

As I talked to others about it later, I learned that the problem is actually quite common and not life-threatening. However, to my ignorant, uninformed self, the bleak journey on that dark early morning seemed at the time to lead to "God only knows where." All that I knew was that there was suffering, priesthood power, prayers, and terror-- coupled with a sense of submission. (I am still trying to learn how to be submissive while at the same time racing to perform every act that I can mortally do.) Standing at the foot of her hospital bed I had a strong sense that the scene was in full view of The Creator. I was surprised to also sense that even though He knew of the eventual outcome, that the pain of the moment was just as real to Him.



The exodus to the Rocky Mountains from Illinois one hundred fifty years ago was interrupted with numerous roadside burials, many of which were for children. Indeed, numerous hymns in our earlier hymn books are mournful funeral dirges for departed little ones. Nowadays many of those tragedies are averted by the blessings of modern medicine. (The price paid for our modern position is enormous!) 

Nauvoo... I suppose that it lives on, and since my visit I have expanded the list of things for which I am grateful. 
(Article by Zan Larsen)



