Trek 2006 Reflecting Back
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Trek 2006 was a true success.  It gave us all, young and a little older, the opportunity to stop and reflect back about these early pioneers.  These brave souls willing left England, like the Martin & Willie handcart company, at all cost to seek freedom.   
 
My great great grandparents Simon and Charlotte Baker also came across the plains, leaving many of their earthly possessions in Nauvoo, to seek a better life and freedom.  Like many others they took what food, clothing and the few things they could carry.  Simon, Charlotte and their nine children joined the many others leaving Nauvoo.  They took their four yoke of oxen and two wagons, one span of young horses, and a light wagon, together with three or four cows and some sheep.  
 
Like many, my great great grandparents heeded the words of the prophet’s Joseph Smith and Brigham Young.  Leaving the comforts of their home and seeking freedom from persecution.  Willing to do whatever they were called upon to do in this righteous endeavor.
 
I have had the opportunity to read my great great grandmothers diary. 
She spoke of the trying times along the Mormon Trail, trying to leaving something of worth, which future generations could cling onto in tough times.  But through all her trials, it is said of her, there was no limit to her patience and her sense of duty. She always had words of encouragement for her husband and shared in all his trials and responsibilities.
 
My great great grandparents have written about building a home, in Winter Quarters, and planting crops.  When asked to continue on and leave their home, and the crops, so the saints who were coming to Winter Quarters, would have a shelter overhead and food to eat.  Their answer was always the same.  Whatever was asked of them, they were willing to do. 
 
They left Winter Quarters with four wagons and ox teams.  There were fifteen persons in all, including Mrs. Phoebe Leavitt (Charlotte’s step-mother) and three of her children.  Simon was called upon many times to hunt for food or whatever he was called upon to do, leaving his wife and family, to fend for themselves, during this perilous journey. They joined the company of Jedediah M. Grant, on May 1st 1847, with great great Grandma driving an ox-team, every inch of the way to the Rock Mountains.  
On July 6th one more son was born, while they were overnight, in Dogtown, Nebraska over night. The next morning she took her place as teamster, grasping the reigns of her faithful animals and moved on. Their rations while crossing the plains, were one-half pound of flour per day for each person.  This with poor beef, and thistle roots. 

During the years that followed after arriving in the Salt Lake Valley, my great great Grandpa was called upon to serve as Militia Man.  He fought in the Indian War at Battle Creek, he assisted in locating a colony in Iron County, he explored Cache Valley, and afterwards helped colonize Carson Valley.  During all this time great great Grandma was practically alone to provide for herself and children. This had the effect of impressing them with the idea that they should be producers and live within their means.
I am truly grateful for this wonderful opportunity to be part of the trek.  We have had the opportunity to experience a very small part, of some of the things that our rugged pioneer ancestors had to endure.  I believe that some knew they would not complete the journey, with the Martin and Willie Company.  But the price of freedom for their family and progenitors was worth giving up their life for another.  Reflecting back has given us all greater insight of love that these pioneer saints had for all of us.   
Freedom
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Some came by land,
Many crossed the sea.
The Price for freedom,
Is not really free.
 
Sailing to America,
Wanting to flee.
Is what it took,
To gain true liberty.
 
United we stand,
Divided we fall.
Our forefathers sacrificed,
To save us all.
 
Our belief in God,
In whom we trust.
For saving souls,
Giving all, we must.
 
Choose ye this day,
Who ye shall serve.
Making right choices,
Takes plenty of nerve.
 
Setting sail and planning,
Which course to take.
Knowing the worth of one,
For Our Savior’s sake.
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