
Nauvoo, Illinois 
November 29, 1845 
 
Dear Brother and Sister, Children and Friends: 
I take up my pen for the last time to write to you with feelings of love, hope and charity, which shall ever fill 
this bosom while truth is my motto and reason holds her empire.  It has ever been my lot to sojourn with 
strangers and to live far from my father's household: yet my kindred are near and dear to me.  I shall ever 
pray for your welfare, although you live in peace on the rugged mountains of the east, you must remember 
that I live in the midst of cruel persecution in the west; and all this for the principles of eternal truth.  For God 
has begun His work, His strange work, that He foretold by His prophet Isaiah and He will surely bring it to 
pass although the people rage and priests cry aloud, yet we of Israel will bring it to pass.  I received a letter 
today from John, your son, and this gave me great joy to hear from you and that you had not blotted me 
forever from your memory and that your children held respect for me.  By this letter I learned that Eunice 
was dead.  I mourn not for her, but for the living because of those things that are coming on the earth.  The 
Gentiles have rejected the Kingdom of God and low we turn to the house of Israel.  Therefore, the God of 
Jacob will vex them with sore vexation and war, pestilence and famine for the Lord will rise up and He will be 
wroth as in Mount Prozin that He may do His work on earth.  Therefore, O ye my friends, do not mock lest 
ye be consumed and there be none to deliver you in that day, but remember there is one gospel of salvation 
and by this gospel we are saved and exalted.  This gospel is to be preached by His servants whom He has 
commissioned in these last days to preach unto every nation, kindred and tongue under heaven.  Since I 
saw you last I have passed through some trying scenes in this country of boasted liberty for which our 
fathers bled.  O Liberty, where art thou fled?  O Liberty, how art thou fallen?  Am I not a son of one of these 
worthy patriots?  Am I not a subject of this government, that grants and gives everyone a privilege of 
worshipping God according to the dictates of His own conscience if he molests no one in so doing, but in 
spite of law and by aid of rulers, I with thousands of my brothers were made exiles from Missouri.  Men, 
women and children were murdered by a mob and not one of the mob brought to justice and this done by 
priests who preach for hire and divine for money.  O ye my friends give not heed to the money doctrines 
taught by these men for they cannot save themselves and how can they save you?  Live in fear of God and 
by that light He will give to you.  I would here give the history of my troubles, but this sheet is too small; 
suffice it to say that they have killed Joseph and Hyrum Smith; shot them while in prison in Carthage on the 
27th of June, 1844.  The murderers are still at Liberty and from that time to the present the mobs have 
committed depredations upon us continually; particularly out of the city.  They have burned house after 
house, destroyed wheat crops, cattle and shot men at their pleasure, and no notice taken of it by this 
government.  Here we have the most beautiful city in the west with about 5000 inhabitants and we have the 
most splendid temple, nearly done now, in the known world; and the most glorious workmanship since the 
days of Solomon.  This is acknowledged by all men who have come to see it from other countries.  We also 
have the most beautiful farms and precious timber lands.  But alas, we must leave all and again be exiled 
from this state.  We expect to leave in the spring and bid farewell to this land.  We shall go west to the Rocky 
Mountains where we can hide ourselves for a good season and bid this Gentile Nation farewell.  We shall go 
in a body and take with us our food, clothing, cattle, and horses to settle beyond this Government.  Our 
wagons are now being made and every preparation being made as fast as possible for the journey.  I bid 
farewell to my brothers and sisters and friends and to the graves of my fathers and my kindred and to you, 
dear sister.  I say farewell until the morn of the resurrection of the just with your husband and children.  Let 
me be remembered by your children for you, your husband and children will be remembered by me in the 
order of the Kingdom of God as will all my Father's house and the time shall yet come when you will all 
rejoice because of me, your younger brother, like the younger son of Jacob, even Joseph of old.  The time 
will come when this will not be a mystery to you or yours.  If you get this letter in time to write me one more 
by the first of March, so I can't get it by this time I wish you would.  I want you to write me where Mark is, 
also Olive and John.  I have not written to Polly and I do not think I shall.  Give my love to all who inquire 
after me and tell them that "Jerry" is gone with the Mormons.  For them I mean to live in time and in eternity; 
I am sure of their society.  I have two children, one boy and one girl. 
This from your brother in tribulation, 
Jeremiah Willey. 
  
(Copied from original letter on file at the Historians Office.This letter was sent from Massachusetts to the Church Office by 
party whose name is unknown to the Willey Family.  After a period of about 70 years from date of writing to time of 
receiving by Historians office) 

 


