McKay Family History

My father, Isaac McKay was born in Janetstown, Scotland, November 13, 1839.

Isaac’s father was William McKay who was born in Revagill, Scotland, March 14th, 1804. William’s father was John McKay and his mother was Barbara Munro. Barbara’s mother was Catherine Gordon. 

The McKay genealogy is traced in a direct line back through King Robert Bruce of Scotland, and other notables – back supposedly through one of the wives of Joseph, who brought her family with the coat of many colors to Scotland.  Thereby giving the Scotch their loea of the Scotch plaid.

Isaac’s mother, Ellen Oman was born in Caithnesshire, Scotland, August 23, 1807. She was the daughter of David Oman, born about 1778, and Isabel Sutherland, born November 8, 1782. Her father, David Oman, was manager of a large farm. Ellen was a good looking, smart girl and sang in the choir of the Scotch Presbyterian Church.

Scotland in the far north is rocky and barren, and these hardy people must needs be hard working and frugal in order to exist.

Many of the homes were like the picture of grandfather William’s on the opposite page. This house had three rooms and a narrow hallway. At the end of the hall stood a tall ball and chain clock. The two rock ends of the house were built up first. One at least had a chimney for a fireplace. Some times both ends had chimneys. After the ends were up, the sidewalls with the door end two small windows were added.  The roof was slate from the near-by quarry. The furniture was very simple. The cooking was done over the peat burning in the large fireplace. A small creek, or as they called it “bern”, ran past the house, furnishing them with water.

Each family usually had a few rocky acres to till, a few sheep and other farm animals. What with Scotland having more sons in Universities, than any other country in the world at the time – no space of land, no crumb of bread, and no hour of time must be wasted.

The small town of Thurso where my father spent his early youth, had a “kirk” (church), a market, a “schule” (school), and an ale house.

The Kirk was never at it’s best for a wedding, for the Scotch have no natural setitude for gaiety. “Ye never ken hoo a marriage will eno, but there’s nae risk about a berrial.” So in the old days many a funeral began with a “service of spirits”.

Some of the Scotch were known as “Tee Totel fouk (Folk)” but grandfather William was not one of these. On account of his occupation, and dark brown hair, grandfather was called, “Black William”, or “Black Drover”. He was a cattle dealer, going from town to town, buying up cattle and bringing them to the butcher.

There were no office buildings, in fact all business was transacted in the Ale house, and grandfather enjoyed many drinks when he had made an advantageous deal.

While away from Thurso, walking form town to town, staff in hand, and two black and white sheep dogs at his heels, grandfather was not known to get drunk, probably because he had no money, and met no one anxious to pay for the drinks, but back in the Ale house with his friends, it was a simple matter to use all his profits for liquor. And my father, Isaac was barely five when grandmother gave him the job of watching and bringing grandfather home as soon as possible after the animals were sold. In spite of their vigilance, grandfather sometimes eluded them and became far gone in the cups before Isaac found him leaning over the old wooden bar.

“Isaac, ma mannie,” grandfather would say, when he finally noticed the little fellow pulling at his coattail. “tell yir mither I’m comin’.” But Isaac knew better than to move until his father went with him.

“Isaac is a fine laddie, Weelum”, one of the sober men would say. And “Weelum”, if not too drunk would fill with pride, but looking at the speaker with shrewd gray eyes under bushy brows would modestly remark, “He’s weel enough, if he had grace in his heart”.   His tone implied that Isaac, small though he was, probably led the reprobates of the Parrish. 

Not only William, but mother Ellen as well, believed that lads and lasses should be ruled with a strict, unrelenting hand. They were proud of their children, but it would never do to let the “bairns” know.

Isaac was a timid, impressionable child who grew up with a steadily deepening conviction that he was fit only to work from daylight to dark, and expect very little.  He and Isaac did a very few lessons in the “schule”. The schule house was a crude uncomfortable place, and the children were not at all regular in attendance – not, of course, on account of the uncomfortableness, they were unaware of that, but simply because they began to work at such an early age.

Six children followed Isaac. Barbara and John died, leaving Isabel, David, Wilhelmina (called Ena) and Catherine. As Isaac grew older he assumed more and more responsibility, and worked harder, trying to make it possible for David and Isabel to got to school.

“Isabel is na sae sharp at the elements,” mother Ellen would remark, “but a body kent, Davie is a terrible scholar, and will be a credit to the Parish.”

Instead of feeling jealous of David, who though younger, was already larger and could read better, Isaac would smile slowly to himself and declare that he, himself, would see that David one day went to the University at Edinburgh. But before Isaac was seventeen, a great change came to the McKay family, and David went to no University.

They were honest, humble folks with open minds, and a capacity for understanding spiritual things. So, when the Latter-day Saint missionaries began explaining the Gospel in Thurso, the McKays were impressed at once. Grandfather’s oldest brother joined the new religion first.

Isaac, my father, was no talker, and it was difficult for me to get him to talk about his youth, but he did say: “We had always been religious.  It was just as if we had been preparing all our lives for the coming of the new Gospel. The missionaries were two young men, almost boys, traveling without “purse or script” (money of any kind). They were so humble and sincere that we were all affected strangely by their words.

They told us about the angel appearing to the Prophet, and about the organization of the Church of Christ here upon the earth. They told us that men must not drink, or smoke, or swear, and all the things that one must do to be saved.”

“I ,” my father Isaac said, “felt the absolute truth of their words, but I wondered how father, William, who had always said, “I dinna hold wi thae tee total fouk” would take to such preaching. While we were wondering, father William surprised and shocked us by suddenly and completely leaving off drinking. “He changed so thoroughly,” Isaac said, “that mother and I were afraid he would sicken and die. He prayed a great deal and never went near the Ale house. We were all extremely happy over this change, and we were so carried away by the Gospel the missionaries were preaching that we wondered how it could be that our neighbors and friends were not happy as we were. Instead of being happy with us and for us, they began to call us names. Isabell and Ena came home from school in tears, and all our friends turned against us.”

“Father William invited the missionaries to hold meetings at our house, and after many months of listening, talking and reading we were baptized into the Church. This was the year, 1850.”

“We were extremely happy except for the fact that all of our friends and nearly all of our relatives refused to speak to us. Mother Ellen, who had always read the Bible and regularly sang in the Scotch Presbyterian Church Choir, was so full of joy over belonging to a church with a Prophet and Apostles just like the Church Christ organized that she could hardly contain herself. She went at once to bring the glad tidings to her mother and sisters. But oh! What disappointment and sorrow. They would not listen. “It is all from the Devil,” they said. She cried and tried with all her might to make them understanding that the true Gospel had been revealed to a boy in far off America. She took the Book of Mormon to her sister, Jane Morgan, and begged her to read it. But a few days later when Ellen returned for the book Jane had burned it unread.”

Ellen’s heart was nearly broken to think her own sister would be so wicked as to burn her precious book. 

The minster of her Church came to persuade her to give up the Mormons. Ellen quoted from the minister’s own bible, from the Revelation of St. John the Devine, 14th chapter, 6 verse: “And I saw another angel fly in the midst of heaven, having the everlasting gospel to preach unto them that dwell on the earth, and to every nation, and kindred, and tongue, and people. Saying with a loud voice, Fear God, and give glory to him; for the hour of his judgment is come: and worship Him that made heaven, and earth, and the sea, and the fountains of waters.“

She told the minister it was her gospel the angel brought – the one she had just joined, with apostles, and prophets and the same organization that existed in Christ’s Church. 

The missionaries and this little group of saints in Thurso had all the gifts and blessings of the ancient Church of Christ. They had the gift of tongues, and healing.

The McKay family began to save money for their trip to Zion. My grandfather, William, was now earning good money working for a building contractor, and instead of drawing his salary, he left his wages with his employer with the understanding that the money would be sent form New York to Utah.  (There may have been a duty or tax on money carried out of Scotland.)

The summer the McKays planned on leaving Scotland an epidemic of measles broke out and the Elders advised against beginning a long journey after the children had been exposed to the then quite serious disease. The first shipload of Latter-day Saints left Liverpool in 1852. Danish, Swedish, Italians, Irish, Icelanders, Norwegians, and Scotch were aboard. 

It was March 1856 when at last the McKays were ready to leave. Ellen’s mother, sister and friends came to her home the last night trying to coax her “for the sake of the innocent children” to give up the Mormons and remain at home. Ellen’s mother wept bitterly and said, “Ellen you are breaking my heart.” All poor Ellen could say was, “Mother, you will know some time that I am doing right.”

It was no easy thing to do to part with their little home, and everything near and dear, excepting their religion, knowing they would never return. They had no photographs. The one on the opposite page was taken years later when William’s grandson James Gun McKay, went on a mission.

The journey to Liverpool seemed endless. Mormon converts from other towns joined them. 

At the dock the sailing ship, “Thornton” commanded by Captain Collins was waiting. It was May 3rd, 1856. The sea air was chilling as they stumbled up the gangplank onto the ill-lighted deck, and bestowed, in a bewildering way, their queer assortment of bundles. The men were sent to the bows to sleep. The women and children were given rows and rows of bunks along the wall. Some slept on the floor.

As the old ship was towed out of the harbor the McKays felt very solemn. This was the real “Goodbye”.  They were conscious of the terrible widening distance between themselves and home.

The voyage was rough. Everyone was sick, especially mother Ellen. William waited on the whole family and besides had to take his turn at guard duty. One night the “Galley”, or cookhouse caught fire. The Captain ordered the hatchway closed to save a panic among the immigrants.  There was an awful time -- weeping, wringing hands, and praying. Being closed off below deck, and a fire raging in the galley was a frightful thing. Ellen did a good job of calming the frightened by telling them that the Servants of the Lord had promised them at Liverpool that all would arrive in New York safely.  After what seemed an eternity, the fire was extinguished and the hatchway opened. 

It had been planned, either in Liverpool, or on shipboard, that the family would cross the plains with a handcart company. So while still on shipboard Ellen threw overboard into the ocean many of their belongings, so they would not have more than a hand cart could carry. She emptied her feather bed and spare pillows etc.  William who began to fear they would have nothing left, coaxed her to wait and throw away the rest after landing.

When the Thornton finally docked at Castle Gardens, New York, after six weeks of poor food, smelly drinking water and badly ventilated, unsanitary quarters, the McKay family walked down the gang-plank on emaciated, trembling limbs; happy and thankful to have their feet on solid ground once more. 

Mother Ellen stretched both arms to Heaven and exclaimed, “Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord!”

The plan was that they should go right on to Zion with the People who had crossed the ocean with them, but when grandfather William went to the Post Office for the money from his employer he was stunned speechless to find nothing but a letter from the builder saying that he had gone bankrupt and had no money to send. 

It is hard to imagine the sorrow and hurt of the McKay family. In the first place they were trusting people. A Scotchman’s word was always supposed to be as good as his bond. William had worked hard several years, and they had judged it safe to leave his salary in the hands of his friend and employer – safer than carrying it on shipboard. They had no time to indulge in sorrow and worry. They decided that the Lord had given them this trial to test their faith. So after bidding a tearful good-by to their friends who were starting for Zion, they took stock of their finances. There were three half pennies for the family of seven.

William found the President of the New York branch of the Church who advised him to go over to Williamsburg and apply for work. (Williamsburg is now a part of New York City, near the Williamsburg Bridge.)

William and Isaac (Isaac was sixteen) and David, twelve, all went to an employment agency. They sadly left Ellen and the three little girls in an upstairs, bare tenement room. There was no bed.  Luckily she had not thrown her quilts in the ocean. They covered and kept them warm on the floor. 

Her Husband and boys were gone. She had no idea where. There were no telephones. They had nor writing material, or means of transportation. So there was no way for her to know that William had been sent to work on a farm in Connecticut, Isaac, to New Jersey, and twelve year old David, up country to a Doctor’s house. Tears were in the boy’s eyes when they said “Good-bye”, and more tears fell as they went off alone, not knowing what might happen to them in this strange country. 

Ellen took an inventory of all she possessed, and found that she had tea which had been issued with the shipboard rations, and which Latter-day Saints do not drink. This tea she traded to the women next door for bread. Isabell was fourteen and found work in a little shop which sold milk. Williamena (Ena) got a place as a nurse girl. They were glad to work just for their food. Mother Ellen thanked the Lord that he opened up the way for her children to get bread if no more. 

At last Ellen heard from her men. And the following year, William got work with a butcher in New York, but the boys remained where they were. By some means Ellen heard that her Darling – David, was with a rough crowd, and was drinking. Anxiety filled her and as of old she sent a message to Isaac that he must look after his brother.

Isaac worked extra hard a few days and then asked the farmer if he could get off a few days to visit David. Isaac walked fifty miles in unfitting gift boots. He remained a night and a day with David’s solemn promise never to touch liquor again. (David never did drink again and he said many times in middle life that he would always be grateful to Isaac.) Isaac made the fifty miles back to his job barefooted. 

In 1857 when the McKays were living in New York it was a smelly city with oil lamps, street corner pumps, and pigs for a street cleaning department. The butchers were the “big men” of the community, and saloons flourished on every corner, and were frequented by men, women and children. 

No one would think of staying his stomach with anything as anemic as orange juice, chocolate, ice cream, or soda water, even if those things had existed. Raw oysters were sprinkled well with pepper sauce strong enough to eat the sole off a cowhide boot and inhaled directly from the shell. Corn, which had been introduced to the colonists by the Indians was served on the cob hot by street vendors who forked it from boiling water, swiped it from end to end with a butter soaked rag on a stick. Corncobs were thrown into the street along with discarded oyster shells, and pig’s knuckles, where they made excellent ammunition for boys and men.

In 1857 – the McKay’s first year in America, the New York police department was in a state of chaos. The sixth ward cast four hundred more ballots than there were voters. There was much fighting and window breaking, even shooting, over politics.

Although so many had recently come from foreign shores there were many strong anti-foreign orders. The McKays, with the pronounced Scotch brogue, were objects of much ridicule and persecution.

Everyone was talking about the panic, and a probable war with the South. There was no money. Working people – especially foreigners had to take whatever they could get for wages, such as food, clothing, harness, wagons, horses, cows, or chickens. The whole aim of the McKays was to get sufficient means together for the journey to the Missouri river. Often they were paid with things they could not use, so had to do much trading. My father, Isaac, became good at trading, and as long as he lived he enjoyed trading.

At last, after two years of hard work and economy, they left New York for Iowa.

It took one year in Iowa – everyone working – to acquire two steers, tow cows, and old ox, one wagon, and provisions. And animals had to be branded with a McKay mark, and trained. “Geeing” and ‘hawing” the oxen became part of Isaac’s tired dreams.

The roads were very bad from Iowa City to Council Bluff, or Florence, as it was then called. There had been many heavy rains and Ellen could scarcely pull one foot out to put the other foot down in the thick mud. But she trudged on every day. It took the little company of ten wagons three weeks to travel from Iowa City to Council Bluffs.

This was a bustling town on the edge of the Great Desert, with dust ankle deep in the streets, saloons and dance halls on every corner. The biggest industry was the making of oxen yokes. One factory made fifty thousand dollars in one year in yokes. This period was after the war with Mexico and before the start of the Civil War.

Fifty wagons under the command of Captain James S. Brown were waiting in Council Bluffs for the ten wagons to join them. Captain Brown had taken two other companies across and knew there was safety in numbers. He had to check each wagon and supplies. There were milk cows, beef cattle, mules, pigs, chickens, sheep, so many pounds of clothing and bedding, a thousand pounds of flour, tents, ploughs, furniture, hams, bacon, rice, and all such provisions that could be stored and hauled in one covered prairie schooner. 

When the train of sixty wagons were ready to start there was a lame woman and her daughter left. No one wanted or had room to take them. Ellen thought of their over-loaded wagon, and the more then thousand miles to go with a poor team and a family of seven, but her kind heart could not stand leaving the woman behind, so Mrs. Gravy and her daughter were out on top of the load and the journey began, leaving Ellen and her entire family to walk. But that morning the birds were singing. The grass and trees were green. Everything looked bright. It was spring. There hearts were gay. They were going to Zion!

The first few nights the McKay children were too frightened at the strange noises to sleep, but by and by they came so weary that rain, howling wolves, or stampeding cattle did not disturb them. No one ever went to bed without praying, both with the entire group and with the family. They trusted God to take care of them.

The prairie schooners went rising and dipping and winding over the prairie, the drivers shouting, whipping, whistling, signing and cheering. At night the leading teams filed to the right and left to close the front, and the hindermost by a similar movement to close the rear, making a circle in which the animals and people might find safety.

As days passed, and shoes wore out, the smaller children, like Ena and Catherine (Katie) cried to be allowed to ride on the wagon. Ellen would weep as she bound their bleeding feet. “Never mind, my Bairns. Sacrifice brings blessings. Remember Sister Gravy is lame,” she would say.

The Indians were bad that year. The President of the United States had whole-heartedly given the “worthless land” between the Missouri river and the “Stony Mountains” to the Indians. “As long as grass grows and water flows” were the white man’s written word regarding the length of time the Red Men should have sole possession of that land.

No wonder the Indians were resentful and filled with retaliation. Gold and Religion were drawing many white people away from the Missouri border and spreading them all over the Indian territory. Three years before the McKays started west the United States government appropriated thirty thousand dollars to purchase camels to carry mail and merchandise over the “American Desert”. Seventy-five camels were purchased, but the venture was not successful. The Mormons had a “carrying company” – covered wagons at first and later stagecoaches. 

Seeing all this going on in the country supposed to belong to them angered the Indians, and they wanted to kill the whites.  Gratefully they learned that the Mormons too, had been robbed of their towns and cities and driven out of Missouri, and the Indians felt a little more friendly toward them. Even so, to many Indians a white man was a white man and should be killed. They stole horses and stampeded cattle at every opportunity.  Some times as many as a hundred-fifty wild, yelling Indians swarmed down upon Captain Brown’s wagon train.

Captain Brown would yell and shout in the Indian’s own language until he made them listen. He would order them to sit down in a circle and then he would call on the pioneers to bring provisions and lay them in the circle as presents to the Red men. The poor immigrants were nearly frightened to death, and willingly brought all they could possibly spare of their scant supplies.

The Indians sat as if glued to the ground until they were sure they could get no more, then wrapped up the food in their blankets, jumped on their ponies, and with blood curdling yells and war-whoops were out of sight in a cloud of dust in less time than it takes to tell of it.

One morning when Ellen went out early, just a little ahead of the teams, she had gone over a little hill. Suddenly an Indian jumped out of the tall grass beside her. She was too frightened to yell. He stood still, and then took a step toward her. She looked back and the first team was just coming over the hill. The Indian saw the team also. He started to run, then dropped down and crawled away out of sight, leaving Ellen so weak she could scarcely stand. The print of his moccasined feet in the dust was all that was left.

Captain Brown ordered everyone to keep close to the wagons. It was not uncommon for the Indians to steal a child or adult. The wagons were at all time to be kept about eight or ten feet apart and never to approach within musket shot or forest or timber unless a scout went over the ground first. 

One day the McKay’s old ox gave out, and later one of the cows, so at the fist trading post, these animals were traded, with cash to boot, for a milk steer which was yoked with the remaining cow. 

There was great rejoicing when buffalo was shot, for although the meat was so strong they must be careful not to eat too much, it still helped their dwindling rations.

Some evenings the Captain ordered a patch of ground cleared. The Fiddler struck up a tune, and forgetting tired limbs and sore feet, old and young danced and sang.

There was never a time for shaving, and seldom a chance to bathe. They were told that people leading wholesome out-door lives did not need to worry about “washing”. Truly, these people from Scotland, Denmark, Sweden, England, Icelend, and plain Yankees were all meeting many trials together.

There were days when no matter how hard they tried, they could travel no more than five miles. A metal tire rim would come loose, a wheel would collapse, or a wheel would go through a hole in a hastily made bridge, oxen would go lame, or maybe they could build no bridge and people and animals must swim.

If swim they must, there would be hours of shivering and shaking in wed cloths. If one became sick he could not be put to bed comfortably with hot water bottle and lemonade. With good luck he might be allowed to lay in the wagon and go jolting along.

When the company reached Fort Laramie, father William went to the trading post to try to buy some flour. To his great surprise and actual joy he found a young man who had crossed the ocean with them. Robert Currewell’s greetings were warm indeed. He was especially interested in the welfare of William’s daughter, Isabell, with whom he had fallen in love on shipboard. Father William not only got some flour, but a gift for Isabell, and mother Ellen.

Isabell’s eyes shone with a new light as she opened her package, two pair of fancy beaded moccasins. The other package was sugar.

“Providence put it into his head to send these,” said Mother Ellen. “Praise be to our Heavenly Father for sending protection for our sore feet, a nice bit of flour, and some sugar to sweeten it with.”

When they reached the Rocky Mountains the McKays wondered how they would ever get over them. How could their unevenly matched team pull the wagon up those steep slopes? William, Isaac, David, and even Ellen and the girls carried rocks, and each time that struggling team stopped for breath, rocks were put behind the four wheels to keep the wagon from sliding back down hill. This they did every few yards until the summit was reached. On coming down hill they locked both hind wheels. It was tedious, tiring process. Sharp rocks hurt and bruised their feet.

The crippled widow still rode in the wagon, and owing to the fact that they had eaten their provisions the youngest girls could ride down hill at least. Their food consisted, now, of a little flour stirred into boiling water to make what they called “lumpy milk”.

What trials! They were carried along by a fervor that seamed to grow and swell. To bear them along to their desired goal. They prayed almost constantly. Who can say their prayers were not answered.

They reached Salt Lake late one October evening in 1859, and camped on Emigration Square. They had no super that night. The thankfulness in their hearts that they had at last reached the end of their journey warmed their hearts, if not their stomachs.

Next morning Dan Carson came after Mrs. Gravy, and took her and her daughter to his home. After the tremendous sacrifice no word of thanks either then or afterwards reached the McKays from her. 

The family left Salt Lake intending to locate in Cache Valley. They stopped at Bountiful at noon. William went to a farmhouse and bought a loaf of bread and a pan of potatoes. There was enough so they could have had a full meal, but they had been on short rations so long they could not eat much.

When they reached Ogden they met Bishop Bunker who had previously been on a mission to Scotland. He welcomed them warmly and urged them to remain in Ogden. He loaned them a hundred pounds of flour.

William purchased a lot, which is now on 26th street and Lincoln Avenue. They drove the covered wagon onto the lot, put up the tent and gathered for family prayer. They thanked God for all His blessings, and asked his blessing upon the spot for their new home.

Isaac went to work for Bob Richardson. David was to help Bishop Bunker. Isabell went to work for the Moffatt family, and father William cut sod to build the house. Winter was near.

Ellen and the little girls – Ena and Catherine gleaned wheat in the already harvested fields. Ellen threshed the wheat and cleaned it with the wind, carried the wheat to the mill, and carried the flour home. She also helped William build the house, with a big fireplace in one end, a dirt floor, and a roof of willow thatched with rushes. Rough boards put together with wooden pegs and wooden hinges made the door, and a white piece of cloth stacked up with wooden pegs covered an open space for a window.

The family’s clothes were nearly gone. Even the patches had given way. Ellen was at her wits end how to clothe her family for winter. She took the tent to pieces and colored part of it black with sumac leaves, and made William and the boys pants. The wagon cover she dyed brown with tagalder bark, and made dresses for herself and girls.

The boys were given some sheep in payment for work, and Ellen corded and spun the wool into yarn for socks and stockings. She also made wool bats with which to make quilts.

The first Utah winter was hard one. Their privations many. They all lived in that one room, and now eagerly they looked for the first indications of spring for a chance for food, Mustard, Pigweed, and Dandelion – all delicious greens.

How hard they worked to clear their piece of land, plough and plant. As soon as they harvested flax Ellen spun it for waving into cloth. First the flax was put into water, rotted, thrashed, heated, shucked, and finally the fibers had to be combed with a wire comb, which William made. When spun, Ellen made bed ticks to stuff with fresh straw for mattresses, towels, table cloths, and even summer wear for the family. She even sold the F. A. Hammond Shoe Shop linen thread for sewing shoes. All grease from animals killed for food was saved to make soap and candles. Long evenings in the dark little house with mother spinning and the girls knitting took many candles.

The men had harness’ to mend, oxen whips to braid, shot gun shells to load, furniture to make, etc. Once when Ellen nagged William because she though he was slow getting furniture made, his Scotch temper rose and he said the most cruel thing to her that a Latter-day Saint husband could possible say to his wife.

“Hold your tongue, old woman, or you’ll lay in your grave a thousand years. Just see if I’ll call you on the morning of the first resurrection.”

They interpreted the Scripture as declaring that a wife cannot leave her grave until called by her husband.

On Sunday morning the entire family attended Sunday School and all the other meetings during the day. The boys were promoted from one step in the Priesthood to another. The girls became teachers of younger Sabbath School children.

In April and October when the general Conference convened in Salt Lake, William and Ellen walked the forty miles to attend it. 

In 1860 the Pony Express brought much exciting news of war and disunion. 

The Morse Telegraph transmitted a few messages in 1861. The first message read something like this. “The Atlantic to the Pacific, greetings. May both oceans be dry before a foot of land that lies between them shall belong to any other than one United Country.”


Brigham Young sent a telegram to Washington stating that Deseret (Utah) had not seceded, but was firm for the constitution and laws of our once happy country.

Although the West was far on the outskirts of the Civil War zone there was much excitement. Every settlement in Utah had its trained, armed men, who talked of going to help the North, but were kept at home to protect the white settlements against the Indians. So far the Indians far out numbered the whites. Also the Mormons were still threatened by an army sent against them by the United States Government. The Prophet had received a revelation from God for the Saints who were deemed worthy, to practice polygamous marriage. This would help them to grow rapidly in numbers, as well as make them develop a good disposition – cut out jealousy, anger, and hate. They must live in harmony together. A man who was financially able to support another wife was supposed to do so providing the first wife was willing.

The talk of polygamy did not disturb Isaac or David. But Isabell, little sister just sixteen was wooed and married by an already married man, William Wadley, and Englishman. Wadley had been ordered to take his family south to help strengthen the Saints there.

Father, Mother, brother and sisters wept bitterly when Isabell left in a covered wagon for Dixie (St. George). They could hear from her only at long intervals, but the family never failed to mention her in their prayers morning and night.

Isabell was the only one of the five McKay children to enter into polygamy, but Grandfather William was urged by Ellen to take two other wives and so he did later.

Isabell raised ten children and an orphan Indian boy. They moved from Dixie to Pleasant Grove.
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