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Joseph Smith was a prophet of God.  He was foreordained for this sacred call.  He made himself worthy to hold such call by becoming what God needed him to be:  a man of physical and mental strength, of courage, and of love for others and his God more than himself.  He was also my son. I loved him as a mother loves her child.  Though his days were short on this earth,  I knew that he was not born to simply be a son, husband, and father, but to be a prophet of God and to bring the restored Gospel to the earth again.  To save souls and bring them to Christ.  His character, his soul, was not just for doing man’s work, but for doing God’s work.  I want to tell you some stories to help you get to know my son, a prophet of God.

When he was just seven years of age, little Joseph contracted an infection in the marrow of his left leg bone.   When the time came to remove the infected bone, Joseph requested that I leave the room.  Despite his pain, he thought of my feelings above his own.  He cried, “"Mother, I want you to leave the room, for I know you cannot bear to see me suffer so; father can stand it, but you have carried me so much, and watched over me so long, you are almost worn out." Then looking up into my face, his eyes swimming in tears, he continued. "Now, mother, promise me that you will not stay, will you? The Lord will help me, and I shall get through with it."

During the years of persecution, Joseph’s courage and commitment to his call was tested over and over.  One night after being dragged from his family by a mob and then tarred and feathered, Joseph related the following:

"My friends spent the night in scraping and removing the tar, and washing and cleansing my body, so that by morning I was ready to be clothed again. This being Sabbath morning, the people assembled for meeting at the usual hour of worship, and among them came also many of the mobbers. With my flesh all scarified and defaced, I preached to the congregation as usual, and in the afternoon of the same day baptized three individuals.

Joseph was a man of courage and love of others and God more than himself.

They say that the best way to get rid of an enemy is to make him your friend.  Joseph had numerous enemies whose desire was that of cold-blooded murder. His faith never faltered even amongst his enemies.

Once when preparing to leave for Palmyra to check on the manuscript printing, Joseph was informed that 40 men were collected in the capacity of a mob, with the view of waylaying Joseph on his way to Palmyra.  A Mr. Huzzy, a hatter of Palymra was chosen as their leader. On hearing this I besought Joseph not to go; but he smiled at my fears, saying, "Never mind, Mother; just put your trust in God, and nothing will hurt me today." In a short time he set out for Palmyra. On his way he found the mob seated on the string fence running along the road. Coming to Mr. Huzzy first, he took off his hat and good-naturedly saying, "Good morning, Mr. Huzzy," passed on to the next, whom he saluted in like manner, and the next, and so on till he came to the last.

This struck them with confusion, and while they were pondering in amazement, he passed on, leaving them perched upon the fence like so many roosting chickens, and arrived at Palmyra without being molested.

Although the mobs attacked with much violence, never did my son, return likewise.  He knew God’s plan was a plan of peace and love.  He lived his life true to the principles of the Gospel.  

When the manuscript was being printed in 1829, a man by the name of Abner Cole began printing passages out of the Book of Mormon in his weekly newspaper.  Upon the prophet’s discovering Mr. Cole at the press, Joseph saluted him very good-naturally with, “How do you do, Mr. Cole?  You seem hard at work.”

How do you do, Mr. Smith?” said Cole dryly.

Joseph than examined his paper and said, “Mr. Cole, that book and the right of publishing it belongs to me, and I forbid you meddling with it in the least degree.”

Mr. Cole threw off his coat and, rolling up his sleeves, came towards my son in a great rage, smacking his fists together with vengeance and roaring out, "Do you want to fight, sir? Do you want to fight? I will publish just what I've a mind to, and now if you want to fight, just come on."

Joseph could not help smiling at his grotesque appearance, for his behavior was too ridiculous to excite indignation. "Well, now, Mr. Cole," said he, "you had better keep on your coat, for it's cold, and I am not going to fight you nor do anything of the sort. Nevertheless, you have got to stop printing my book, sir, I assure you, for I know my rights and shall maintain them."

"Sir," bawled out Cole, "if you think you are the best man, just take off your coat and try it."

"Mr. Cole," said Joseph, in a low, significant tone, "there is law, and you will find that out, if you did not know it before; but I shall not fight you, for that will do no good. There is another way of disposing of the affair that will answer my purpose better than fighting."

At this, the ex-justice began to cool off a little, and finally concluded to submit to an arbitration, which decided that he should stop his proceedings forthwith, so that he made us no further trouble.

When the Lord gave Joseph this sacred call, Joseph not only relied on the Sprit for help, but he prepared himself physically and did not give up when obstacles came before him.  Such courage and faith was demonstrated when he was finally allowed to obtain the plates.  

When Joseph first took the plates into his hands, the angel of the Lord stood by and said:

"Now you have got the record into your own hands, and you are but a man, therefore you will have to be watchful and faithful to your trust, or you will be overpowered by wicked men, for they will lay every plan and scheme that is possible to get them away from you. And if you do not take heed continually, they will succeed. While they were in my hands I could keep them, and no man had power to take them away, but now I give them up to you. Beware, and look well to your ways, and you shall have power to retain them until the time for them to be translated."

Not could that have been truer, for as soon as he attempted to take possession of the plates, evil men sprang up from behind him three times and gave him heavy blows with guns as he ran to the house.  Once safe in the house, Joseph locked up the record in a chest, and threw himself on the bed. After resting himself a little so that he could converse, he related to our guests the whole history of the record, which interested them very much. They listened and believed all that was told them.  

Joseph understood the magnitude of his call and felt the isolation which it required.  It was no wonder the joy he felt when the Lord allowed him to share the plates with three others.  

Joseph came in to our home, he threw himself down beside me and exclaimed, "Father! Mother! You do not know how happy I am. The Lord has caused the plates to be shown to three more besides me. They have also seen an angel and will have to testify to the truth of what I have said, for they know for themselves that I do not go about to deceive the people. I do feel as though I was relieved of a dreadful burden which was almost too much for me to endure. But they will now have to bear a part, and it does rejoice my soul that I am not any longer to be entirely alone in the world." 

First and foremost, my son was a prophet of God.  His purpose in life was to restore the true Gospel.  Never before and never again, will God give such a responsibility to any man on the face of the earth.  Parley P. Pratt was there in the Richmond jail when the prophet spoke with the power of God.  He recounted the horrific situation:

"In one of those tedious nights we had lain as if in sleep till the hour of midnight had passed, and our ears and hearts had been pained, while we had listened for hours to the obscene jests, the horrid oaths, the dreadful blasphemies and filthy language of our guards as they recounted to each other their deeds of rapine, murder, robbery, etc., which they had committed among the 'Mormons' while at Far West and vicinity. They even boasted of defiling by force wives, daughters and virgins, and of shooting or dashing out the brains of men, women and children.

"I had listened till I became so disgusted, shocked, horrified, and so filled with the spirit of indignant justice that I could scarcely refrain from rising upon my feet and rebuking the guards; but had said nothing to Joseph, or any one else, although I lay next to him and knew he was awake. On a sudden he arose to his feet, and spoke in a voice of thunder, or as the roaring lion, uttering, as near as I can recollect, the following words:

"'SILENCE, ye fiends of the infernal pit. In the name of Jesus Christ I rebuke you, and command you to be still; I will not live another minute and bear such language. Cease such talk, or you or I die THIS INSTANT!'
"He ceased to speak. He stood erect in terrible majesty. Chained, and without a weapon; calm, unruffled and dignified as an angel, he looked upon the quailing guards, whose weapons were lowered or dropped to the ground; whose knees smote together, and who, shrinking into a corner, or crouching at his feet, begged his pardon, and remained quiet till a change of guards.

"I have seen the ministers of justice, clothed in magisterial robes, and criminals arraigned before them, while life was suspended on a breath, in the Courts of England; I have witnessed a Congress in solemn session to give laws to nations; I have tried to conceive of kings, of royal courts, of thrones and crowns; and of emperors assembled to decide the fate of kingdoms; but dignity and majesty have I seen but once, as it stood in chains, at midnight, in a dungeon in an obscure village of Missouri." 

Joseph Smith the prophet, seer, and revelator was God’s chosen servant.  He dedicated himself to becoming who God needed him to be.  He was courageous in the sight of his enemies.  His faith and love for others and his God carried him through all his insurmountable trials.  He was also my son.  And I loved him. 

I say this in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen.

You are now invited to follow, Brother _________ , your guide, for a Walk with Joseph Smith.

