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And he shall turn the heart

of the fathers to the children,
and the heart of the children
to their fathers. . .

(Malachi 4:6)



AN ETERNAL

LEGACY

the story of

William, Esther, and Mary Barton

Chapter'lz The Early Years

It was a beautiful late summer day-~one of those lazy kind of days
that happen only in Nauvoo in late July. The lawn was still lush and
green in back of the Nauvoo House where a large crowd of Saints had
gathered. Most everyone, that day, appeared to be carefree and
making the most of a social gathering that was seldom held anymore
because of the constant turmoil in that part of the country.

A game of horseshoes was taking place in the middle of the
crowd,“ and from among the members of the two participating teams,
two men appeared to be masters of the game. They were nearly the
same size and about the same build. One of them, a black-bearded
man, had penetrating dark brown eyes. The other man had light hair,
and his blue eyes held the gentle look of one who seemed to love
everyone. He was Joseph Smith, Jr., the Saints' beloved prophet.
Everyone in the crowd knew him as a man of great stature who was
good and kind to all of the Saints. '"How dear he is to us. How much
we love him," everyone seemed to be thinking.

But who was that handsome, straight, tall man whose broad
shoulders displayed such masculinity? He had been around Nauvoo for
some time now. The game of horseshoes ended, and several exuberant
young admirers of these two men suggested they have a wrestling match.
Everyone around the country knew the Prophet's reputation as a wres-
tler. As yet, he had never met his match. It was obvious that the
two men were the best of friends; and at the mention of a wrestling
match, they were happy to put on an exhibition. And what an exhibi-
tion it was! Nip and tuck from the start, neither would give up.

The muscles in their broad shoulders rippled and bulged against their
shirt sleeves, and the strength in their legs and backs was amazing.
When they finally did stop, sweat was running down their brows into
their eyes, and their clothes were dripping wet.

"My, what a man! He comes closer to being a tie with our Prophet
than anyone we've had around here for a long time," people in the

crowd were saying as Joseph Smith and his match, their arms around
each others shoulders, walked to an open ditch. Here they doused
their faces and arms in the cool, refreshing water. Clear and spark-
ling, it ran in little riverlets down the stranger's black wavy hair,
onto his face, and into his long, black beard, forming glistening
beads in the late afternoon sun.

A young girl in her early teens was in the crowd w1th her family
that day. They also were watching and admiring the manly love and
respect that the two men displayed for each other as they competed in
the various sports. This girl also was a stranger to Nauvoo, having
been there only about six weeks.® However, her father, Samuel Walker
West, was already well acquainted with several men in the area, includ-
ing George A. Smith and Wilford Woodruff.’/ He also had become well
acquainted with the dark, handsome stranger. Today, as the stranger's
dark eyes searched the crowd, he seemed to be looking for someone in
particular. Then his eyes met those of the beautiful young southern
girl, and he stopped near her. They had been noticing each other on

~earlier similar occasions and seemed to be mutually attracted.

Samuel Walker West, being an observant man, could see the admira-
tion displayed in both the stranger's and his daughter's eyes. Step-
ping a little closer, he introduced his daughter Sarah Esther West to
William Barton. Samuel wondered for a moment if this attraction were
more than just a passing fancy. But how could it be? His daughter
was only fourteen years old, and William was eight yeaxs her senior.

William Barton, originally of Lebanon, St. Clair County, Illinois,
was born to John Barton of Orange County, North Carolina, and Sally
Penn of Elbert County, Georgia, on January 30, 1821. The oldest boy
and the second child in a family of ten, he had four brothers and five
sisters. Elizabeth was the oldest child. John Wesley, one of William's
brothers, died when he was eighteen years old. Elizabeth, Sarah Penn,



and Eliza Ann lived less than five years each and were buried in the
Barton Cemetary in Lebanon.

The parents of this family-John and Sally Penn-were married about
181?%4then later moved to Lebanon., Being farm folk and having a large
family to support, they were far from wealthy. When Wilford Woodruff
taught them the gospel, they accepted it, and both were baptized on
March 8, 1835. In spite of the fact that other members of the family-
all of whom were born in Lebanon-were old enough to be baptized at
the same time, they chose to wait until later to accefg this
ordinance. William was baptized in January of 1841,

Because he was the oldest boy, and because John Wesley, who was
two years younger, was a sickly child, William had to learn at an
early age to be very responsible. His mother depended a great deal
on him, William learned the flour-milling trade in Lebanon and
became a millwright as well,

William seems to have spent most of twenty-nine years in that
1little college town. In that early time, schooling was difficult to
acquire and had to be paid for by tuition. William could read, write
and work figures very we%l; thus it is likely that he had whatever
education was available.

During those early days in Nauvoo and the surrounding country
when the mobocrats were determined to annihilate Joseph and Hyrum
Smith and all of their followers, it was imperative that the
Prophet's bodyguards be men of stalwart character with great physical
as well as emotional strength-men who could demonstrate endless cour-
age during times of stress. Integrity combined with a deep abiding
faith and love for their Prophet was a characteristic necessary in
those chosen to protect him. William Barton was that kind of man.
Because he had proven himself in many and varied circumstances
in the past, he was chosen to serve as a scout and bodyguard to
Joseph Smith and was probably in Nauvoo for that reason only.

William, with his Uncle Asa Barton were also in Nauvoo July 10,
1844, about thirteen days after the martyrdom of Joseph and Hyrum
Smith.1® In a letter he wrote to "William Barton and Asa Barton
and all the Rest,” John Barton, William's father, comments on the
nurder of Jeseph and Hyrum.

At one time, William also spent some time in Virginia, probably
previous to his marriage.18 Florence Horsley Jorgenson remembered
that when she was a small child her grandfather William visited her

family in Price, Utah. He took her upon his knee and told her about

some of his experiences. He told her that at one time he was in a

place in Virginia called "Linger Longer." From this story and others
that he told her about Virginia, she learned to love the name Virginia
so well that she changed her name to Florence Virginia,

Sarah Esther West was born November 8, 1829 in Chalk Level Town-
ship, Benton County, Tennessee. She was the first child of Samuel
Walker and Margaret Cooper West.20 "The Wests were an anclient family
of Knightly Rank, connected by descent and ties of marriage with royal
lineage and other families of peerage. They were the oldest families
of landed gentry throughout the Kingdom of Great Britian,"?2l

At the time of her birth, Sarah Esther's parents were living on a
1,000-acre estate inherited by Margaret's maternal grandmother, Esther
Fletcher, from her (Mrs. Fletcher's) uncle William's estate.22 Chalk
Level, Benton County Tennessee, does not now exist, but the burial
place of Margaret Cooper's father and mother in Montgomery is still
intact. Benton County was southwest of that place. The Cumberland
River and the Tennessee River are in that vicinity. The parents, who
died at their home on this 1,000-acre plantation were both buried
"about one and one-half miles from the Cumberland River, about ten
miles from the town of Clarksdale, its probable location in Northwest
Dixon County, Tennessee. This would be less than twenty miles north-
west of Nashville,"23

It was that beautiful estate that Esther spent about ten years
of her life, It was there that her mother taught her some of the
things a girl needed to know in order to grow into the lovely, kind,
hospitable, and well-respected southern lady that Esther became. It was
there that she and her oldest brother John Anderson, who was only
thirteen months and eleven days younger than she, developed brother-
and-sister ties that became stronger through the years. John learned
how to walk and talk with Esther as they laughed and played together
as bables and youngsters on the wide expanse of green acres and among
the sugar maple trees that grew in abundance there. These trees were
tapped annually for sap that was then made into Fine maple syrup by the
family and their slaves. The slaves dwelt in well-kept houses built
especially for their accommodation on the estate. It was there that
Esther learned to love the negro mammy who came to help her mother
with household duties. It was there that she learned to love "mother
earth” and the horses, cows, and other animals that were raised and well
cared for on the Tennessee estate. The love that Esther's brother
John held for her is expressed in this Passage: "She was beautiful--
wavy hair; snappy smiley eyes, quick in her novements; always a
cheerful helper to her mother indcors, and outside she loved every-
thing--even in Tennessee at age ten years she could jump on a horse



and gallop away."26

Esther's mother and father joined the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints at Chalk Level in 1835, after being taught the gospel
by David W. Patten and Warren Parrish, two missionary elders. Esther
was five and one-half years old when her parents accepted the gospel,
and she later on often remembered when the LDS missionaries visited her
family in their home. The elders came to feel that the West home was
home to them; and during their frequent visits, Esther's parents and
the missionaries would talk together for hours. A peaceful, happy
mood pervaded the entire house. Esther also often remembered how
generous her parents were, how they often gaye the missionaries money,
as well as meals and a good bed to sleep in.28 Al1l of the West child-
ren grew to expect that they should help the missionaries. One day in
particular their mother handed some money to one of the elders, saying,
"rake this to Kirtland. It will help," and the elder said, '"Your hus-
band has already sent money there." She replied, "It matters not.
This is my own momey.'" After the elders had left, John, Esther's
brother, asked, '"What is Kirtland?" His mother explained that it was
a city where a beautiful house was being built. Then John asked who
would be living there, and his mother replied, "My son, they are
building this house for the Lord so that He can send His angels there
to teach our young Prophet. Oh, my boy, it is to be the Lord's
house."

Esther also learned charity from her father. She often
remembered his helping the widows and the poor. On one particular
occasiga he was helping David W. Patten's wife by giving her some
money. When the children asked him why, he explained, 'Brother
Patten spends most of his time teaching the gospel to the people,
and Sister Patten and the children have a very hard time getting
along. We must help them, my dears!31 The Wests also helped buy
land in Missouri for the Saints.to build homes on, and it seemed to
Esther and John that their folks must be awfully rich; they were
always able to help.32

It was also while Esther was living on this plantation in
Tennessee with her folks that she first came to know George A. Smith
and the Prophet Joseph Smith's brother, Don Carlos.33 Little did she
realize that some years later George A. would become one of her
brothers-in-law. Neither did it enter her young mind that Don Carlos
would die at a very young age. He would be editing the Times and
Seasons for the church, and the publication would be printed in a
damp cellar, an unhealthy environment that would weaken his physical
condition and bring about his death.34

It was now summer and Esther was feeling carefree and happy.
The gorgeous blossoms on the apple trees had changed into tiny fruit’
that covered the branches. The fragrance of the dogwood, azaleas, and
mountain laurel was still in the air, and here and there hummingbirds
sipped the nectar from the blossoms while a covey of partridge flirted
nearby. In the solitude of the late afternoon, honey bees, from whose
hives Esther's father extracted honey, were busy among the fragrant
dogwood. The occasional song of a mockingbird broke into the conver-
sation that was going on inside the big farmhouse. Esther's parents
were discussing the gospel with David Patten, Warren Parrish, Wilford
Woodruff, and several other men. They were all very kind to each
other, and this seemed to give Esther a good, strong feeling of
security. Then her brother John, who had been chasing a squirrel for
hours, bounded inside the house and announced that their Methodist
minister was coming.35

The man was already at the door, and without even removing his
hat or knocking, he entered the house. '"Here, you men! I have a
warrant for your arrest! Don't move!" He began talking very loudly
and shaking his fist; and because the West children were not used to
rough talk, they became very frightemed. Esther no longer felt free
and happy. Matthew Williams was there to arrest David W. Patten and
Warren Parrish, as well as Wilford Woodruff, who had just recently
joined them in their missionary work.”"

Esther and John, being the two oldest children, realized some-
thing of a very serious nature was going on. Their mother looked

more tired than usual when she told them, '"He wants to hurt our mission-

aries, and he wants to hurt us all. We must pray." Esther's heart

lifted after prayer was offered, but she still could not throw off a fore-

boding that she had been feeling for some time.

During the day of the trial, several of the brethren came to the
West home for breakfast. Esther was her mother's mainstay as she and
her sisters helped put large pans of cornbread into the oven and
placed freshly sliced ham and boiled eggs on the table. When the
breakfast was ready, her mother said,"Now we can pray,'and they all
knelt down. After breakfast was served, Esther's father went with the
men to hear the trial.

The next morning Esther's father told the children that the
Methodist minister was accusing David Patten, Warren Parrish, and
Wilford Woodruff of doing all kinds of evil things. 'One is that they
have baptized four persons, and have promised them the Holy Ghost."
John asked, "Is that wrong?" ''No, my son, and as you grow older, you
will find this gift has been promised and shall follow baptism. When



you are confirmed, if you will listen, you will hear the words receive
the Holy Ghost."38

Later, Esther's father said that the men did not arrest Wilford
Woodruff because he lived in another country.39 Elder Woodruff had
borrowed one of the West's best horses to ride while doing his prose-
lyting, and Esther and John were worried about getting their horse
back. Their horse was never returned, however, because whi&g Elder
Woodruff was using him, the horse became poisoned and died.

Esther's grandfather West had died, and her grandmother, Sally
Walker West, was lonely. She and her son had been urging Esther's
family to move to Kentucky.The Wests had been undecided,but now with all
this trouble in Tennessee, they knew that the Saints they loved so
well would be moving away, either to Missouri or to Illinois, and now
they too must leave. When they began packing their wagons, and the
neighbors could see that they would soon be losing the Wests, many
of them came to bid them goodbye and to tell them all how much they
would be missed--especially Margaret Cooper West, who had been their
main resource in times of sickness and who had never accepted a
penny for any of her services.%l

This move was especially hard on Esther's mother. The beauti-
ful estate was hers, and after having lived there so long and having
given birth to several of her children in the home there, she hated
to give it up. The family had prospered a good deal on the estate
and had come to know what it was like to enjoy a bounteous life and
to be able to share with others and still have plenty for themselves.
She hated, too, to have to leave her many friends. But her faith in
the gospel of Jesus Christ was of utmost importance to her and her
good husband. To be with the main body of the Church was their
greatest desire. They felt that with them they would be forever safe,
because they would be in the hands of their Lord. So leave, they
must.

When children are young, it is with enthusiasm that most of them
look forward to new adventures. Esther was excited about going to a
new place to live near her West grandmother, but she also felt mixed
emotions about leaving her homeland. How she would miss her favorite
apple tree and its pink blossoms that were so beautiful and fragrant
in the spring and the luscious apples it bore every fall. And there
were the horses that she enjoyed so much--their magnificent bay
stallion, the lovely mares with their frisky colts beside them, and
her very special thoroughbred filly whose bay coat glistened with
golden-red highlights in the warm southern sun. "How can I bear to
leave them?" she cried, tears as big as peas rolling down her

~days work was done,

cheeks. Esther realized that she and John would never again be able
to roam those lush green plantation acres in the spring, that John
would not be able to ride his buckskin gelded pacer, that she would
not be able to ride her mother's sorrel mare over the vale and into
the next pasture rich with the new green grass of spring. She knew,
too, that they would never again be able to smell the sweet perfume
of the azalea, dogwood, magnolia trees, and mountain laurel that

were more lovely on their vast estate than anywhere else in the world.

And all those remarkable pieces of furniture and precious heir-
looms that they couldn't possibly take with them. They must choose
what to take and what to leave behind. No wonder her mother was seen
so often then shedding tears. And how she would miss hearing their
dear darkies singing in the evenings by the moonlight after all their
But she knew that her parents were wise people
and that she must abide by their decisions and go happily with them
to this new country to be near the main body of the Church. Kentucky
was on their way to Illinois, and, by going that way, they could
spend some important time with her grandmother West:.z‘3

At last everything was loaded, and Esther, along with the rest
of the family, was seated in the nicest covered wagon they owned.
Their long journey began.

Not one word was spoken by either one of Esther's parents, nor
did they once turn their heads to look back on their estate as their
best team of horses took the loaded wagon through the home lane for
the last time and made the turn in the road. How many times, when the
family returned from their travels, had they made that turn and seen
come into view their beautiful red brick home surrounded by well-kept
outbuildings and acres and acres of lush pasture land dotted with
those beautiful horses.%4 The tall stately maple trees seemed to
tower even higher, sentinel-like, over the plantation that day while
their lovely green leaves fluttered and shimmered in the early morn-
ing sunlight. As the last sight of their beautiful home grounds
passed out of sight, Esther, who had turned to take one more look,
saw another black hand waving a final goodbye.

Esther's father pointed his team straight west as he and his
family began their trek to a strange land. As the horses pulled
their loaded wagon over the dusty road, the family felt that they
were on their way to victory. God was with them.

The Wests reached Kentucky safely, and what a beautiful land it
was with its many forests of great trees, streams of running water,
and flowers everywhere. Soon Esther was happy again. With her



brothers, sisters, and new friends, she was racing through the woods,
gathering flowers, laughing and singing. She studied hard in
school and began taking dancing lessons.

Letters came from the West's old friends who had moved into
Missouri and into the town of Far West. They told of the terrible
mobbings--how the whole town had been surrounded and two of the
brethren had been murdered, one of whom was their old friend David
W. Patten who was shot at the battle at Crooked River.47 Esther
huddled close with her family the night they heard this sad news,
wondering what whould happen next. And they wondered, too, how
Sister Patten would manage with all of her children now that her
husband was dead. Esther and her family were afraid to mention
this to their grandmother, because she was at that time not in
sympathy with the Saints. So they all knelt and prayed and asked
their father in heaven for help for all of the Saints and asked
especially that their grandma West and uncle would have a change of
heart about the Gospel.

When Esther and her family first arrived in Kentucky, her
grandmother West and her uncle and his wife were very much against
the LDS Church and were very free with their criticism with Esther's
folks. However, about one year later they begged Esther's folks for
forgiveness for the way they had treated them and then they, too,
were baptized into the Church.

The three years following the arrival of Esther's family in
Kentucky Esther spent with them in Wadsbarron, Calloway County.SO
When she and her older brothers and sisters heard their West grand-
mother and uncle scolding their parents for being so liberal with
their finances and other means in helping the missionaries, it
bothered them considerably. But they learned to love it there by
their West grandmother. After Esther's little brother Moroni was
born on April 21, 1842, in Calloway County, they loved it even more.
They often spoke of their brother Wesley, whom they lost while in
Tennessee, and whom they had to leave buried there.

Esther's mother was more busy than ever now training Esther and
her sisters in ways of modesty and culture. She always said, "Good
wives are very essential for the rearing _of good men and good women.
I do hope my girls will make good wives. 1 wFor the hand that rocks
the cradle is the hand that rules the world."

John always stood in awe of Esther who was the eldest. She was
beautiful, vivacious, daring, and could manage and ride a horse as
well as, if not better than, he .52 Esther always felt safe with her
oldest brother, who looked out for her wherever they went. He was a

great tease and loved especially to tease his sister. He had picked
up some of the neighborhood vernacular while fishing with a couple

of the neighborhood boys, and he loved to say to Esther, "I kotched
the fish and fotched 'um home," because he knew without a doubt that
she would chase him out of the house, and his mother would chide. At
last his father told him that if he continued to tease his sisters by
using such poor language that some day to his own embarrassment he
would use those same words when he didn't wish to.23

Esther and her family could have been forever happy in Kentucky.
They had plenty of food and warmth, and the family relationships were
congenial. But a yearning to be close to the Church and its people,
to be able to see and to hear their Prophet, and to be able to be
reared in that environment, seemed the most important thing in all the
world to them.?

Again their wagons were loaded, and they were on their way. It
was the first day of June, 1842, that Esther and her family bid fare-
well to Kentucky and their dear ones. How good it was to be on their
way to see their Prophet, of whom they had heard such wonderful things.
And how great it would be to live by people who believed as they did.
When the West family neared the end of their journey, Esther was in
awe of the vast expanse of the Mississippi River. And the city of
Nauvoo--how fast it was growing.

The West family stopped and made camp near the creek outside the
city, along with many other wagons. They had brought a number of
cured hams with them. Had they fully understood the poverty condi-
tions at Nauvoo, however, they would have loaded their wagons with
food. But they were not aware of this. The family met Wilford Wood-
yuff and George A. Smith who introduced them to the Prophet Joseph,
and Esthexr's father gave the Prophet ome ham. Soon the food they had
brought began to diminish. Esther's father loaned one man $30 to help
his needy family. The man was not able to pay him back, and Samuel
West was unable to finish his own house. They had to live in it un-
plastered while the wind beat cruelly into it and the family suffered
with the cold. George A. Smith had warned the West family to take
care of their means, but they payed him no heed, and it wasn't long
until they were as destitute as everyone else in the area.”?® It
appears, however, that the children didn't suffer as much as their
parents, probably because the children were given preference in the
distribution of necessities.”’/

Now it was July of 1842, A soft breeze was gently blowing
Esther's shining dark auburn locks across her soft cheeks, pink now



from the excitement of her meeting the dark handsome stranger of
Nauvoo. As William looked at her, a warm, gentle look came into his
dark brown steady gaze, and one could read in his eyes that he felt
he had now found the girl with whom he desired to share the rest of
his life.

These two people immediately began their romance, and in between
trips from Lebanon where William had to spend most of the fall and
spring months helping his father on the farm, he visited in Nauvoo
with his sweetheart.”8

In June of 1843, the year that the principle of celestial marriage
became a law§9 there appeared to be more of a determination on the
part of Missouri authorities to continue their murderous demands for
the body of Joseph Smith, and the Prophet was forced to petition Con-
gress to take Nauvoo under the protection of the United States. Martin
Van Buren, then President of the United States, took a shallow view of
the case, as Governor Ford of Illinois had been doing. Never once
were either one of thése men in sympathy with the Saints during any of
the persecutions they suffered from the hands of their enemies for so
long.60 In places removed from Nauvoo, near Lebanon, Missourians and
their followers were again marauding the Saints--burning their crops
and buildings and killing their livestock. Many of the Saints were
forced to go to Nauvoo for protection.61 From then on, conditions
continued to worsen until June 27, 1844, when the Prophet and his
brother Hyrum were killed in cold blood in the Carthage jail,o2

At this very moment Governor Ford was addressing the people in
the unfinished frame building on the corner below the Mansion, where
the Prophet had addressed the Legion a week earlier. The Governor is
reported as saying, "You ought to be praying Saints, not military
Saints. Depend upon it, a little more misbehavior from the citizens
and the torch, which is already lighted, will be applied, the city
may be reduced to ashes, and extermination would inevitably follow."63

While the Governor was speaking a concussion was heard, as though
it might be the faint sound of thunder from afar or the rumble of a
cannon. One of Ford's officers looked around with some anxiety and
whispered something to Ford. A boy standing in the audience plainly
heard the sound and looked up at the cloudless sky. Was it thunder?
No. The dreadful tragedy at Carthage was being enacted, and a cannon
was fired on the road between Carthage and Warsaw as a signal that
the bloody deed was dome.

After the meeting Ford and his officers met in the front room
of the Mansion House (the same building where Joseph and Hyrum's
bodies lay in state while awaiting burial),®% and Ford consulted with

them. Porter Rockwell entered the hallway to go up the stairs in
time to hear the Governor say, "The deed should be done by now."
The full import of Ford's words did not sink into Porter's mind
until after the Governor and his troops had galloped off for
Carthage.65

William helped in the burial of his beloved Prophet, tears
streaming down his cheeks, and Esther helped comfort Emma, Joseph's
widow, with whom she later became close friends. Emma was near
prostration with grief over the loss of her beloved husband and
the father of her children.®0

Tragedy is a great equalizer, and never was there a time in the
history of the Church that the Saints realized this more than now.
They knew that it was now that they must begin in earnest to plan
for their arduous trek across the plains to the mountains in the
West. 'We must go far away to the West--to the valley of the Great
Salt Lake," their Prophet Joseph had prophesied to them several
times in the recent past. The great expanse of all of the western
country had been envisioned to him through the Lord, and now his
prophecy must be carried out.

William must have spent considerable time in Nauvoo the next
eight months, courting the charming Esther West, because on February
26, 1845, they were married in a ceremony performed by George A.
Smith.

After they were married, William and Esther made their home in
Lebanon where William could be of more help to his ailing father
whose greatest desire also was to move with his family to the West.
In holding onto his property longer than he should have in hopes of
getting a better price out of it, he became acutely ill from a
chronic disease and died on November 13, 1846, at the age of 50,
leaving his wife Sally Penn a widow at 46 with five unmarried
children, most of them still being dependent on her. 9 o

Esther's family had already left Nauvoo, and now that grandpa
John Barton had passed away, leaving all of the family responsi-
bility to William and his mother, they too began in earnest to get
together teams, wagons, cattle, and other supplies in hopes of being
able to leave within the next two or three years for the mountains
in the West.’0 As it has also been spoken of in American history, the
West family never referred to "going to the mountains in the west."
Instead, they said, "We are going out.into the wilderness."71

In the meantime, on February 1, 1848, William and Esther's first
child was born to them--a boy, whom they named Joseph Alma after
their martyred Prophet.72



There is some discrepancy over the actual time that William
Barton and his family left for the West. An article printed in the
Deseret News of 1856 states: 'William Barton, Sarah Esther West
Barton and a son, Joseph Alma Barton, left Lebanon, Illinois, for
Utah in the late summer of 1850. They were almost three months
crossing the plains by ox team. They remained in Salt Lake until
early spring of 1851, arriving in Parowan April 7th or 8th."73

In the West history, Our Heritage as It Glows from the West, we
are told that Esther's family arrived in Parowan in November of 1851
and that Esther and William were very happy to at last have their
family with them.’4 Phillip Jackson Barton and his brother Stephen
Rollins Barton, sons of William and Esther, have given still a
different account of how they traveled with the Garden Grove Company
in which Esther's brother, John, and Columbus Freeman were also
members. (Columbus Freeman later married one of Esther's sisters,
Lydia Clementine West, in 1862}, Here is some of of the account of
Jack and Stephen:

They started in the spring, likely April, and
traveled toward Iowa where the Wests had gone in 1846.

Note: The Wests had stopped at Mt. Pisgah for a
time in 1846, then, with a selected group had gone on
to Kanesville (Council Bluffs), Iowa, where they could
get employment and make themselves more prepared for the
journey west. They remained there several years, then in
June 1851, they joined the Garden Grove Company and made
a perilous journey to Salt Lake City, Utah, which place
they reached in late September of the same year. (From
Our Heritage as It Glows from the West by Mary Riggs.)

Here, the Wests with their family, grandma, Aunt
Susan, Emmie (Jesse N. Smith's first wife), Aunt Margaret,
Jesse N,Smith, Aunt Liddie,(Columbus Freeman later became
her husband), Nancy (John Henry Rollins later became her
husband), William West, John West, and Grandpa Barton,
got ready to cross the plains. Grandpa was made a captain
of ten. George A. Smith led this party. They churned
butter by putting the cream in a churn and fastening it
in the rough wagon so it wouldn't tip over. . . .

. . .Uncle Acy loaned Brigham Young $1,000. I've
spent it for a good cause. Never paid it back. Uncle
left on Oregon Trail to San Bernardino. Short Order
House. Sold pies for one dollar each. . . .

. . Whiskey incident at St. Louis, Mo. Warm today.
Somewhere on the plains the ox teams stampeded in the bend of
the Platte River. Grandma, with Uncle Al clutched in her arms,
got out on the tongue between the oxen. Grandpa ran along side
and caught the boy as she tossed him over the near oxen to him.
Then she jumped clear of the train. John West's team ran over
a woman who climbed out of the back of the wagon ahead. The
company stopped a few days in Salt Lake and, after being assigned
they broke up and went their assigned ways. Our people billed
for Iron Co.

What happened on the two-~hundred mile trip from Salt Lake to
Greenville is not in my notes but father and Uncle Jack stated
that most of the group took the lower route, through California
Hollow and over the ridge near the Bald Hills area, while Grandpa
took the east road and crossed the ridge near where highway 91
now passes through. This was the alternate road at that time.
They crossed Buckhorn and arrived in what later became Parowan
about Nov. 1851,

At this point we need to look at a quote from a Desert News
of 1856, which appears in the book, "Our Heritage as it Glows
from the West." William Barton, Sarah Esther West Barton, and a
son, Joseph Alma Barton, left Lebanon, Illinois, for Utah in the
late summer of 1851. They were almost three months crossing the
plains by ox-team. They remained in Salt Lake, until early Spring
of 1851, arriving in Parowan April 7th or 8th.

The readers must come to their own conclusions as to which
story is correct. Tradition, based soley on memory, is treacher-
ous and undependable, unless concurred in by a number of people,
but a news item writtemn 5 or 6 years after the event is subject
to the same criticism. The story told by my father and his
brother is common, for this Desert News quote is found in the
account of the settlement of Parowan which states that this
family of Bartoms arrived with the first wagon train in the
Spring of 1851, April 7 or 8. There's only seven months differ-
ence in the two dates of arrival, so that doesn't matter much,
but the interesting stories of the whole West family crossing the
plains with my grandparents and Uncle Alma could not well be left
out without affecting our fgelings at least. Well, there you
are! (Note: 1850 Census.)7

The Garden Grove Company arrived in Salt Lake Valley on September

25, 1851. Their first night they camped on the banks of the Jordan
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River. Within a short while Brigham Young had assigned the West family
to go on to Parowan, and on the last day of October, 1851, they arrived
there.

An oft-told story about the family during this time has to do with
an incident that occurred somewhere on a bend on the Platte River. As
the company of sixty-two wagons, some pulled by oxen and some drawn by
horse-team, moved over the dry dusty trail toward the West, a great herd
of buffalo came into sight. It was on a sultry afternoon, and not a
single breeze was stirring the air. Suddenly, hundreds of shaggy ani-
mals, frightened at the disturbance the train was causing, rushed madly
across the trail. It took a masterful hand to curb the best team in
the world.’® William Barton was a master teamster and a captain over
ten wagons in the train. When he and Esther saw that their train was
getting out of control, Esther tightly clutched baby Alma to her breast
and climbed out onto the wagon tongue that was situated between the two
oxen. She balanced herself there just long enough to toss the baby to
his father; then she jumped over the back of one oxen and out of the
way of the wagon train. Another woman in the train who had become
frightened jumped out of the back of her wagon, and was run over and
killed by John Anderson West's team. As Esther related this story to
her family, she said she could still hear the shrieks of the women as
half of their train of thirty-one wagons with maddened animals attached
dashed over the hill, through the woods, and against jagged rocks.

The women were thinking of all their earthly possessions. How could a
fragment of a dish or a piece of furniture be saved? One cow's horns
were torn completely off her head and sixty head of cattle ran away
from the train and were never found. Another team was so badly
frightened that it was never retrieved. When calm ruled at last, the
men went out to see which woman had been run over and killed. It was,
as they had all thought--~Ellen Kingsley. They scooped out a grave,
and with, all the tenderness and love that they could muster, laid her
to rest. Her grave was just another monument to the torturous journey
of the pioneers. Many other times the cattle became frightened by the
buffalo or some strange noise and then ran away, and some were never
found by the pioneers.

Esther was a steady-nerved woman with great fortitude and strength
of character, Especiallg in times of stress was she able to act calmly
and with good judgment.7

When William, Esther and baby Alma left Lebanon to join the Wests
in Council Bluffs, they left with one good wagon and two yoke of
oxen. The route of travel they had planned well ahead to take was
that already trod by earlier pioneers of the Church. They would go

along the north bank of the Platte River to Fort Laramie and, from
there, cross the river and continue over the Oregon Trail up the
Sweetwater and over the Continental Divide through the South Pass
across Green River to Fort Bridger. They would then travel toward
the southwest through Echo Canyon and East Canyon over Big and Little
Mountain into Emigration Canyon and then move to the valley of the
Great Salt Lake.8

It was not so ‘hard to leave Lebanon now that Esther's family
had been settled for the past three and one-half years in Kanesville
(Council Bluffs), Iowa, where they were doing well. Esther's father
had secured a government job along with doing some farming that was
making them a good living and allowing them to put money aside to be
able to make the remainder of their trip to the Great Salt Lake Valley.
They also had improved two good homes, and their children were enrolled
in the best school available. The girls and John were also taking
dance instruction,8l and William Moroni, now eight years old, was also
beginning to learn the steps. Both William and Esther knew that soon
William's mother and five children would be foé%owing and they would
all be together in the not too distant future,

William, with his company, boarded three flat boats on the river
bank, and as the boatmen, with their long poles, pushed the barges
from the bank and began to cross the great Mississippi to the Iowa
shore, mothers, with tears of thankfulness running down their cheeks,
hugged their little ones close to them. William and Esther trusted in
God as they crossed the wide expanse of water, knowing that conflict
awaited them, yet feeling beforehand as only a virile faith can make
man feel--that theirs would be a victory. They were leaving their
land and homes behind them that they were forced to sell for a paltry
amount, but they were also leaving great persecution behind. As they
loocked into the great beyond that stretched out endlessly before
them, they knew not where or when they would be able to find a new
home, but only that a more purposeful life lay before them.

The wagon train, drawn by horses and oxen, continued to make
its way, dust cascading over its wagon wheels in the still summer air.
William turned in his seat to take one more look at the stately
Nauvoo Temple as it shone white in the early morning sun. As the
wagon train continued on its mileless journey into the western
wilderness, the Nauvoo landmark slowly receeded into the distance
and the now constantly traveled, well-marked wagon trail that
stretched out before them drew their attention.

By now William and Esther and company had moved on to the main
pioneer trail. The first night they camped at Sugar Creek. Then



they traveled on until they reached Kanesville, Iowa,ggater named
Council Bluffs, the name by which it is still known. They stopped
only at night. Their company made a habit of stopping early each
night so that the bedding could be aired before they retired and so
that the clothes they needed for the morrow could be washed out and
dried. When William and Esther finally reached the Big Springs at
Kanesville where Esther's folks were now living, they held a
grand reunion. How good it was for Esther to once again be with her
family. And what a special treat it was for her parents to see
their first grandchild Alma, whom they had not yet seen. And how
his aunts made over him. Esther couldn't believe how grown-up
her sisters and brothers John and William Moroni had become in the
three and one-half years she had not seen them. And they had also
become very graceful dancers. It was good to be able once more to
attend the family sings and parties and for William to play his
fiddle while her brother John called out, just as he had been
trained to do, in perfect rhythm, getting each dancer in step with
the music: "1, 2, 3, 4, and 5, 6, 7, 8, and nine and ten. Salute
your partner and promenade all!" And many times when the moon was
full, these brave, happy people displayed a decorum of the most
fashionable ballroom in those dances on the plains. When they left
the dancing, they each went to bed to forget the turbulent streams,
the jagged rocks, the sand that sometimes stalled them. In dreams
they sang "Whoa, Ha, Buck and Jerry Boy." "Up there, Jim, and
balance all!" The next morning they smiled, memories of the dance
still in their minds. The day ahead they could now look to with
little dread, for tonight they would dance and sing again. And
some of them might even fall in love when the fiddles played.

“"But it was our hymns and prayers night and morning that gave us
the courage and hope to weather the present, to remember the past
and to meet the future in our new, untouched plains of the West.“87

What a lovely gentleman Esther's brother John was now. It
seemed such a little while ago that he was only a boy and she and
he were playing and running together. "Where have all those years
gone?" Esther thought. And her eyes filled with tears. Nancy
Melinda,who was only three when Esther last saw her, was now six
years old, and what a help she was becoming to her mother.

They all had such good talks around the fire while Esther and
William visited with Esther's folks in Kanesville. John told them
again about the time when he saw the "mantle of Joseph" fall on
Brigham Young that day in the Grove when Sidney Rigdon talked for an
hour and a half trying to convince the Saints that he should be

their next prophet. Sidney had forgotten that when the head was lost
the next quorum in authority was the one to lead. John was only
fourteen years old when he and some other boys were near the bowery
listening to several men besides Sidney Rigdon speak. Then Brigham
Young arose, and all saw in a moment that he was the man, for his
very voice, his gestures, and his attitude were those of the Prophet
Joseph. A blind woman clasped her hands and shouted, "Has Brother
Joseph been raised ‘from the dead?"89 John said he and the boys he
was with couldn't see very well, and one of the boys said, "Listen!
That is the Prophet speaking!" We got up on the hubs of the wagon
wheels so we could see better, and we could see that it was Brigham
Young who at that moment looked and sounded just like Joseph."9

According to the West History, after a stay of a few weeks with
BEsther's family, William's company moved on,91 The following incident
that occurred during the next part of their journey has often been
told by Jack and Steve Barton. When they reached the Missouri River,
its water was running like a torrent, high over its banks.

The Captain and the wise men of the company knew that
since the snows came early in the Rocky Mountains, they had
no time to lose in getting their cargo of living souls over
those dangerous and sometimes trackless trails to safety.
When they faced the swollen Missouri River, they stood in
awe. For a couple of days they waited for the waters to
recede. But on the third day, even though it still seemed
too high for a safe crossing, the leaders said, '"We must be
on our way." ’

They thought of the Israelites crossing the Red Sea on
dry land. The Lord had helped them. "He will help us, too!"
With a prayer in unison that God would take charge of this
perilous part of their journey, brave-hearted men rode into
the waters to test the footing and current -and to find the
most shallow and safest place to cross. After many hours of
hazardous scouting, the pilgrimage began.

White-faced men with fear in their hearts, but with un-
wavering steps and confident voices, led their teams and
families into the angry water. One team at a time forded
the river while those on the banks watched breathlessly.

It is not recalled how long it took them, but there were
sixty-two wagons that made the crossing. In each wagon sat
a prayerful woman with quietly weeping children by her side.
When at last the sixty-second wagon was urged up and out






