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FORWARD 

 

 While it may not be apparent to us while we live, our lives are shaped and 

changed by the times in which we exist.  The events we experience may seem average, or 

even uninteresting to us, but are compelling when read and understood by succeeding 

generations.  This history of Jonathan Clegg and his wife Ellen Walmsley, touching on 

their ancestors and family, will try to incorporate events in the world and the Church that 

affected them and molded the lives they were to lead.  It was an extraordinary time, when 

the Church of Jesus Christ was restored, miraculous inventions came about, and 

communications and transportation made unprecedented advances.  Their embracing of a 

new faith changed their lives in the England of the Industrial Revolution, encouraged 

them to cross the ocean and endure a legendary trek across the plains, and enabled them 

to live the second half of their lives settling an area that was still very much the wild west 

of Indians and log cabins.  And yet, with all these experiences, they felt their lives were 

humble and ordinary.  In 1897, at the time of the Jubilee Celebration of the pioneers 

entering the Salt Lake Valley, Jonathan wrote the following letter: 

  May 18, 1897 
  Report from Jonathan Clegg, Heeber City, Provo Valley, Wasatch County,         
  Utah State, America 
   
  I, Jonathan Clegg, came from Lancashire England, Preston.  I was born   

february 16, 1816.  I was baptized Sep1837.  I came to Utah in 1856.  I came in 
Elder Edward Martin’s Hand cart company.  We, my wife and son and daughter 
William and Alice, drew one.  I daunt [don’t] know weither you will consider us 
pioneers or not.  I came in the last companey that crossed the plains that season.  
We suffered verrey much.  I daunt know weither you will consider us as pioneers 
or not.  It is thought by manny people that we were worthy of the name.  The 
circumstance of us is verrey low.  We are in our 82 years and not able to dou 
much work.  I ham the oldest member from England at present.  I whould like to 
come down to salt Lake but I daunt know how to come.  I remain yours,   J. Clegg 
 
 Please rite and give me instructions how to proceed if you deem me 
worthy.  My sircumstances is verrey low as we are verrey old and unable to work 
but verrey little.  Please write back and let us know.  J. + E. Clegg 
 I have sent this becaus I have been requested by the people, so many of 
them, to do so. 
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 While today the descendants of Jonathan and Ellen look back on their courage 

and endurance with wonder and gratitude, during their lifetimes they still questioned if 

they were worthy of the term “pioneers.”   In their eyes, they seem simply to have lived 

their lives one day, one step at a time, following their faith, and seizing the next 

opportunity as it presented itself.  We can be grateful for lives that to us are exemplary 

and heroic, and endeavor to follow their example—living in a manner that one day our 

great-grandchildren may wish to honor and follow us in turn.  

 

 I am not a descendant of Jonathan and Ellen Walmsley Clegg; I am married to 

one of their many great great grandsons.  My husband, Terry R. Clegg, is the son of 

James R. Clegg, who was the son of Oscar Clegg, who was the son of Henry Clegg, who 

was the youngest son of Jonathan and Ellen Clegg.  We had the extraordinary opportunity 

and blessing of living in the area of Northwest England where Jonathan and Ellen were 

born and lived the first half of their lives, as Terry served as the England Manchester 

Mission president from 1991 to 1994.  And while I am not a descendant, my children and 

my grandchildren are descended from these worthy people, and I am privileged to have 

come to know and love them as my own, through walking some of the paths they trod so 

many years ago.  They did not leave a personal written history, although a few members 

of their family have recorded remembrances of their lives.  I have tried to consult all 

available sources to reconstruct their movements and circumstances, but any errors, in 

fact or supposition, are my own. 

 

 

       Melodee Larsen Clegg 

                                    Farmington, Utah                                      

   July 2001 
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I 

 

ENGLAND 

1816-1855 

 

 The world of Lancashire in the northwest of England in the first part of the 

nineteenth century was very different from anything we know today.  On the world scene, 

the American Revolution and the loss of those colonies, along with the subsequent War 

of 1812, was in the recent past.  The French Revolution had led to the dominance of 

Napoleon Bonaparte, which ended with the Battle of Waterloo in 1815.  George III, 

reigning king at the time of the Declaration of Independence, was still the monarch, but 

his madness, deafness and blindness had led the Parliament to declare his son George the 

Prince Regent.  Most important to Lancashire, the Industrial Revolution had begun, 

drawing people out of villages and off farms to work on the new massive steam driven 

machinery in large textile factories, often under appalling conditions. 

 

 
James R. Clegg, Terry R. Clegg, and James G. Clegg at St. Leonard’s Parish Church, Walton-le-Dale, 1993 
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 It was into this world that Jonathan Clegg and Ellen Walmsley were born, in rural 

areas outside Preston in the beautiful Lancashire countryside.  Rolling green hills were 

divided by dry stone walls into meadows where sheep grazed.  Cobblestone roads wound 

through numerous small villages, with the parish church being the prominent landmark of 

each.   

 

  

 For generations, the families of Henry Clegg and Ellen Cardwell had lived in the 

areas surrounding Preston, in Lancashire.  Henry and Ellen married when they were both 

twenty-one years old, in Walton-le-Dale, Lancashire, England, on 2 October 1809.  

Walton-le-Dale stands on the River Ribble, two miles southeast of Preston.  By 1868 

Walton was described as having five cotton mills, a print-work, an iron foundry, and a 

corn mill, and also “considerable market gardening” in the town.   The local church 

(Church of England) with its surrounding cemetery was called St. Leonard’s.  In 1810 the 

first of Henry and Ellen’s children, Thomas, was born and named for his grandfather 

Clegg.  There followed at two year intervals James, named for his father’s brother, in 

1812; Margaret, named for her mother’s next oldest sister, in 1814 (she died at 16 years 

in 1830); Jonathan in 1816; Betsy in 1818, perhaps named after her grandmother 

Elizabeth Smith Clegg; and Alice in 1820, given the same name as Ellen’s oldest sister.  

All these children were born in Walton, and lived to maturity.  The next child was Henry 

C., who was born in 1822 and died in 1823.  Henry and Ellen’s youngest child was also 

named Henry, born in 1825 in the nearby village of Bamberbridge. 

 

 Jonathan Clegg, the fourth child of Henry and Ellen Cardwell Clegg, was born 25 

February 1816, the year after the British victory over Napoleon at Waterloo in Belgium. 

He was named for his father’s brother Jonathan.  Henry was a boot and clog maker in 

Walton, and likely taught his sons this family trade.  In fact, the name Clegg is derived 

from the word “clog”.  Clogs are wooden soled shoes with leather uppers, which were 

attached with small metal tacks.   There was often a horseshoe-shaped metal piece 

attached to the bottom of the wooden sole, which made the shoe last longer; it also had 

the effect of creating sparks as the wearer scuffed along the cobblestone streets. 
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 Ellen Walmsley was the tenth of the eleven children of Elizabeth Hyam (also 

given as Hickman or Highman) and Isaac Walmsley, born in the town of Samlesbury, 

Lancashire, England, just seven weeks before Jonathan’s birth on 5 January 1816.  

Samlesbury was in the same parish (Blackburn) as Walton, and also on the River Ribble, 

but two miles east of Preston and about four miles northeast of Walton-le-Dale.  There 

was a quarry there, and notable buildings were Samlesbury Old Hall, Roach Hall, and an 

ancient church.  Ellen’s siblings were John, born in 1796; Ellen, born 1798 and died in 

1815 (our Ellen, born the following year, was likely named for this 17-year-old girl); 

William, born 1799; James, born 1801; Anne, born 1802; another James, born 1804; 

Isaac, born 1806; Henry, born 1810; Richard, born 1813; and Elizabeth, born 1818.  

 

 While the beginnings of Britain’s industrial supremacy can be traced to the 

1700’s, the most impressive developments occurred after 1815, when the invention of the 
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steam engine made sweeping changes in the economy, especially in the cotton industry.  

Textile businesses were predominant in Lancashire.  Preston particularly had amazing  

 

 
 

 

growth in factories and the numbers of people attracted to work in them.  There was 

widespread poverty in England following the Napoleonic wars, and income tax was 

replaced by high taxes on such commodities as candles, soap, paper, sugar, beer, and 

tobacco.  These taxes hit the lower and rural classes particularly hard.  The emerging 

textile industries in Lancashire provided new income for these families, but at a great 

social cost as children and women were among the most frequently hired laborers, 

usually at a very low wage.  Mothers were thus taken out of the homes, and children 

deprived of years of education and healthy outdoor activities.  It was not until 1833 that 

child labor laws were passed limiting the number of hours children could work in the 

factories; ironically, this was also the year slavery was abolished in Britain.  We have no 

records that Jonathan or Ellen, or members of their families, worked in the mills as 

children, but their nearness to so much of the industry in Preston makes it highly likely 
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that they did.  Conditions in Preston generally and in the mills in particular have been 

described thus: 

 

“While there were a number of charming parks and walks for the benefit 
of the public, over 24 elegant churches and chapels, several handsome public 
buildings, and new housing developments south of town, there was a great deal of 
poverty and squalor amongst the working classes with a low standard of living 
and housing conditions.  There were many fine houses among the better-off, but 
the workers lived in damp, cramped courtyards and poor quality terraced cottages, 
often built back to back without drains or sewerage.  Many houses consisted of 
only two rooms.  The barely superior two bedroomed houses had an average of 
six occupants, but between seven and ten was not uncommon and records reveal 
some housed as many as twelve and fourteen.  Stories of six or more sharing a 
bed are quite credible. 

“Only in 1832 had fresh water begun to be piped to homes, most families 
relying on rainwater barrels.  Even as late as 1852, the ‘fresh’ water from the 
reservoirs, being unfiltered, was found to be contaminated with organic matter.  In 
the center of this proud town open channels carried stinking streams of urine and 
sewage across the pavements and down the dirty streets.  Little wonder that 1830 
saw a cholera scare in Preston. 

“An 1844 report described conditions:  ‘defective ventilation, cleansing 
and draining of streets; the same evils with regard to dwellings; the over-crowding 
of rooms and of beds; filthiness of apartments, persons, clothing and bedding; 
prevalence of damp, yet want of water; absence of proper and decent 
accommodation as to privies; keeping of pigs in, or too near, dwellings; and, 
pervading all, sickening smells.’ 

“The foul odors of contagion emanated not only from open sewage pits.  
Shallow churchyard graves, dirty slaughterhouses, and the noxious output from 
factory chimneys all contributed to countless unnecessary deaths in an age when 
average life expectancy in Lancashire was no more than 47 years. 

“Life was hard, particularly for children, over half of whom would die 
under the age of five.  The death of one or two of their children would be an 
experience common to many parents.  Before the social reforms of 1833 were 
implemented, children from the age of seven could find themselves employed six 
days a week in a cotton mill, starting work before six o’clock in the morning and 
going on until nearly eight o’clock at night, all for a wage of two shillings and a 
penny a week.” (Pickup, The Pick and Flower of England, pp. 18-20) 

 
 The mill working conditions of small children, adolescents, and adults were both 

unpleasant and unhealthful: 

“In July 1840, missionaries Joseph Fielding and Theodore Turley were 
conducted through a factory.  ‘I was much affected to see the slavery that is there 
endured,’ wrote Fielding, ‘the dust, the bad smell of oil, etc., the deafening noise, 
and the confinement.  With a constant aim of the masters to sink their wages or 
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fine them for any and every trifling defect, one would think it enough to make 
even a wise man mad.  We felt a great desire to see them delivered out of such 
captivity and bondage.’”  (Pickup, pp. 21-22) 

 
                                        

 
              Foreman and Worker at Preston Cotton Mill 
 
 
“One young boy recounted his employment history as ‘being placed, when 

seven years of age, upon a stool to spread cotton upon a breaker preparatory to 
spinning, an elder brother turning the wheel to put the machine in motion.’  Next 
came the winding of the bobbins:  and, when ten or eleven, spinning or—if the 
legs were long enough to reach the treadles—a turn in the loom. 

“The older adolescents were not much better off.  A young woman who 
worked in a cotton mill in 1841 would be awakened at 4:30 a.m…when the clock 
is striking five, the girl becomes conscious of the necessity for haste; and having 
slipped on her clothes, and (if she thinks there is time) washed herself, she takes a 
drink of cold coffee, a mouthful of bread (if she can eat it), and hastens to the 
factory.  The clock strikes half-past five, the engine starts, and her day’s work 
commences.  At half-past seven, the engine slacks its pace (seldom stopping) for a 
short time till the hands have cleaned the machinery and swallowed a little food.  
It then goes on again, and continues at full speed till twelve o’clock, when it stops 
for dinner.  The machinery must be cleaned again before she can leave to eat… 
soon she is on her way to her work again, where she remains, without one 
minute’s relaxation, till seven o’clock.  She then comes home, and throws herself 
into a chair, exhausted.  This is repeated six days a week.  She is pale and 
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delicate, appears to be approaching a decline, and in growth and development 
looks more to be fifteen years of age than the nineteen she actually is. 

“The women of Preston were not much better off than the youth.  Those 
employed in the mills worked from early morning until late evening.  Pregnant 
mothers often worked until very near the time of their giving birth.  After the 
children were born, many mothers returned to the factories before their health 
actually allowed, for fear of losing their jobs.  Upon returning to work, women 
took their newborns with them so they could nurse them during their meal breaks.  
Consequently, the needs of the family and home went largely unmet.”   (Smart, 
pp. 43-45) 

 
  
 

 Jonathan Clegg and Ellen Walmsley were married in St. John’s Church, on 

Church Street in Preston, on 29April 1836, when they were both twenty years of age.  

Just over a year later, their first son, James, was born 28 May 1837 in Preston.  James 

appears to have been a family name for both Jonathan and Ellen, as they each had a 

brother with that name.  Few generations since have not included a “James Clegg.”  This 

year of 1837 would prove to be a momentous one for the Clegg family.   

 

 
 

 Just seven years earlier, in April of 1830, the prophet Joseph Smith and a few 

followers had organized The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in America.  
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Now the growing Church was headquartered in Kirtland, Ohio, and on 4 June 1837 in the 

temple there, Joseph Smith had approached one of the apostles, Heber C. Kimball. 

The Prophet Joseph came to me while I was seated in front of the stand, 
above the sacrament table, on the Melchizedek side of the Temple, in Kirtland, 
and whispering to me, said, “Brother Heber, the Spirit of the Lord has whispered 
to me; Let my servant Heber go to England and proclaim my Gospel, and open 
the door of salvation to that nation.” (Whitney, p. 116) 

 

Brother Kimball was overwhelmed at the call, feeling himself to be too uneducated and 

unfit to “preach in that land, which is so famed throughout Christendom for learning, 

knowledge, and piety.”  However, having been set apart for this mission, he determined 

to go and do the will of the Lord.  On 1 July 1837, he and six other missionaries departed 

on a swift-sailing ship for England.  Accompanying him were Joseph Fielding, an 

English-born convert baptized in Canada in May of 1836; Orson Hyde, Willard Richards, 

John Goodson, Isaac Russell, and John Snider.  They arrived at the Liverpool docks on 

19 July 1837, and three days later took the coach to Preston.  Joseph Fielding’s brother, 

James, was a minister there with a newly built church, the Vauxhall Chapel, and he had 

invited the Americans to come and preach. 
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The missionaries arrived at a time of great political activity.  The eighteen-year-

old Princess Victoria had just been named Queen following the death of her uncle, 

William IV, and campaigns for the parliamentary elections were in full swing.  “The Life 

History of Israel Eastham Clegg,” nephew of Jonathan, written by his daughter Ida Clegg 

Bird, says that Jonathan and his father, Henry Clegg, Sr., were in the market place in 

Preston town center when the coach arrived with the missionaries from America, and that 

they heard Heber C. Kimball say, “Amen!” when he saw the political banner stretched 

across the street inscribed, “Truth Will Prevail”.  The elders spoke at the Vauxhall chapel 

that first Sunday, and by a week later held the first baptismal service in England on 30 

July 1837, baptizing nine new members in the River Ribble.  Family legend for years has 

said that Jonathan’s father, Henry Clegg, Sr., was the second man to be baptized into the 

church in England.  However, his baptism does not appear on any church records 

(although early Preston records are acknowledged to be incomplete), nor is it mentioned 

in the journals of the missionaries who listed those baptized that day.   A “Henry Clegg” 

is listed along with ten others as being ordained to the office of priest in the Preston 

Branch in December of 1837; but Jonathan was proxy for temple ordinances performed 

in his father’s behalf, including baptism, in the Logan Temple in 1890.  The most 

compelling evidence in the matter may be Henry’s own words, in an 1856 letter written 

to his youngest son, Henry, Jr.  He wrote, in part: 
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“Henry, thou wishes me to join your church and be Baptised (emphasis 
added).  Thou knows that I rely wholly on the mercy of God in Christ Jesus.  I 
know that a sinner cannot find mercy with a god of Justice no other way but 
through righteousness and scarifices was offered up for remission of sins where in 
was the sheding of Blood.  I can bear Testamony that when I came to God this 
way I saw justice satisfied and I received the remission of my sins and as a 
command to fulfil righteous I was then baptize.  I have not the lest dout but I shall 
Die the death of the righteous and be among the Blood washed throng Praising 
God for his redeeming love for ever and ever.”  (Clegg, 1856)  

 
 

In any case, Jonathan was baptized by Joseph Fielding in the River Ribble in 

Preston on 26 September 1837, two short months after the missionaries had arrived.  He 

was confirmed a member of the church on 30 September 1837, also by Joseph Fielding.  

He may have been a member of James Fielding’s congregation, as most of the first ninety 

Preston members came from that source.   
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James G. Clegg, Terry R. Clegg, and James R. Clegg, in Avenham Park by the River Ribble, October 1993. 

 

 

The next spring Joseph Fielding also baptized Ellen, on 25 March 1838.  She was 

confirmed by John Holsall on 30 March 1838.  The following week, the first General 

Conference of the Church in England was held at the “Cockpit,” a hall in Preston often 

rented by the church for meetings.  Jonathan and Ellen were almost certain to have been 

there among the 700 members representing 26 branches and 2000 members of the church 

now established in England, just eight months after the missionaries’ arrival.  Heber C. 

Kimball and most of the other missionaries were returning to America, leaving Joseph 

Fielding as Mission President with Willard Richards and 23-year-old William Clayton 

(later author of “Come, Come Ye Saints”) as his counselors.  One hundred children were 

given blessings at this conference, and we could assume that 11-month-old James Clegg 

was one of these.  The missionaries who were to leave then gave emotional farewell 

addresses to a final, packed session that evening. 
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 While missionary work continued and the church kept growing, converts to the 

Gospel had to have great faith in order to embrace the truth and to continue their course 

in the Church.  Baptism often meant social ostracism, possible loss of employment, and 

public ridicule.  Just a week before Ellen’s baptism, the Preston Chronicle published an 

article titled “Religious Fanaticism” containing the following: 

The American “Saints” who profess to have discovered in the New World, 
a “new” revelation, and who have made this town the principal scene of their 
labours, have, singular to say, succeeded in making a great number of converts in 
the town and neighbourhood. Their disciples, however, comprise only very 
ignorant persons, as the glaring absurdity of the “new revelation” on which their 
faith is founded, has caused it to be repudiated by those who are capable of 
judging for themselves.”  (Preston Chronicle, 17 March 1838) 

 
The young Clegg family would see many challenges in the coming years. 

 

 A second son was born to Jonathan and Ellen on 1 or 2 April 1840, when the 

parents were both 24 years old and their son James was nearly three.  He was named 

William, perhaps in honor of Ellen’s older brother.  At the time the family was living in 

Preston at 6 Floyer Street, a few streets away from James Fielding’s Vauxhall Chapel.  

Floyer Street, behind Queen Street, still exists, but the weavers’ terraced homes have 

been replaced with more modern housing. 

 

 The same week that William was born, a number of apostles arrived in England.  

On 8 April 1840 Brigham Young, Heber C. Kimball, Orson Pratt, and George A. Smith 

arrived in Preston, while Parley P. Pratt and John Taylor remained in Liverpool to work.   

A conference of the Church was held, with the Preston Branch reporting “about three 

hundred members, seven elders, eight priests, six teachers, and two deacons.”  At this 

conference, which Jonathan probably attended, the decision was made to publish The 

Millennial Star; several changes in leadership were made; and a patriarch, Peter Melling, 

was ordained. 
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 At a special meeting in August, Jonathan and Ellen received their patriarchal 

blessings.  Jonathan’s blessing was as follows: 

A Patriarchel [sic] blessing from under the hands of Peter Melling, 
Patriarch of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in England, conferred 
upon the head of Johnathan [sic] Clegg, born in Walton le dale, Lancashire, 
England, on the 25th February, 1816, at a meeting held in Preston on the 4th day of 
August 1840.  Johnathan, I lay my hands upon thy head in the name of Jesus 
Christ and by the Authority of the holy priesthood I bless thee in his name.  Yea, I 
say unto thee as thou has humbled thyself and become one of God’s covenant 
people, thou shall know the truth and the truth shall make thee free.  Let thine 
heart look unto the Lord.  Let thy confidence be steadfastly placed in him and 
thou shall know his will for thou shall be blest with strength and grace sufficient 
for thy day.  And inasmuch as thou shalt be humble and obedient to keep the 
commandments of thy God thou shall be blest with many good things.  Thou shall 
have visions and dreams and by them thou shall be instructed and warned.  Thou 
shalt also be preserved in time of danger, for the Lord shall give his Angels 
charge over thee and they shall keep thee inasmuch as thy ways are pleasing to 
God.  Thou shall have the blessings of the new and everlasting Covenant and the 
blessings of Heaven above and the blessings of the Earth beneath.  Thine heart 
also shall joy in the lord and rejoice in the holy one of Isreal [sic].  Thou shall be 
brought to that goodly Land and there pertake [sic] of the Blessings of the Earth.  
Thou shall see glorious things, even the temple of the Lord that shall be raised up 
unto him.  Thou shall also see his glory for to rest upon it for a covering, even a 
pillar of a cloud by day and a light of a fire by night.  Thy posterity shall be blest 
and thou shall be comforted after all thy afflictions and troubles.  Be faithful, 
Brother.  These blessings I seal upon thy head in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen 
and Amen.  (ID No. 357072-PBI, Vol. 8, p. 60) 

 
 

Ellen was also given her patriarchal blessing the same day: 
 
A Patriarchel [sic] Blessing from under the hand of Peter Melling, 

Patriarch of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in England, conferred 
upon the head of Ellen Clegg, born in Salmsbury, Lancashire, England on the 4 
day of February [sic] 1816, received her blessing at a meeting held for that 
purpose in Preston on the 4th day of August 1840.  Ellen, I lay my hands upon thy 
head in the name of Jesus Christ and by the Authority of the holy Priesthood 
given unto me I pronounce upon thy head the blessings of the new and 
Everlasting Covenant and I bless thee in his name, and say unto thee inasmuch as 
it is the desire of thy heart to walk humbly before the Lord and to keep his 
commandments the desire of thy heart shall be granted thee.  Thou shall receive 
wisdom from above and thine understanding shall be enlarged, and thou shall 
know and experience the goodwill of him that dwelt in the bush.  Thou has seen 
in thy youth toil and labour and experienced difficulties, but the time cometh if 
thou be faithful and obedient when thou shall pass over thine afflictions and they 
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shall become unto thee as a dream.  And thou shall enjoy great prosperity, for the 
good things of the Earth shall be thine.  Thou shall be brought to the goodly Land 
and shall there sit under thy vine and thy fig trees, and enjoy peace and perfect 
safety.  Be faithful and thou shall be lifted upon high and thy rest shall be 
glorious.  I seal these blessings upon thy head and also I seal thee up unto Eternal 
life in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen and Amen.  (ID No. 356970-PBI, Vol. 8,  
p. 60) 

 

 In 1841, at the time of the national census, the Jonathan Clegg family was still 

living at the Floyer Street address in Preston.  The census records (at microfilm number 

HO107 498 04423) show: 

Jonathan Clegg 25 (age) Cotton Weaving (occupation)  Y (?) 

Ellen    do (ditto) 25       Y 

James    do    4       Y 

William    do    1       Y 

Since Jonathan’s occupation was listed as a cotton weaver, we can assume he wove cloth 

in one of the Preston factories.  His weekly wage would have been about 14 shillings, 

barely sufficient to provide for his young family. 

 

 By the beginning of 1842, baby William had died.  On 22 February 1842, a third 

son, also named William, was born.   On 22 February 1844, a fourth son, Joseph Clegg, 

was born.  Since there were no “Josephs” in the immediate Clegg or Walmsley families, 

we might conclude that this child was named in honor either of the Prophet, Joseph 

Smith, or of Jonathan and Ellen’s missionary and church leader, Joseph Fielding.  On 11 

September 1845 a fifth son, Henry, named for Jonathan’s father and youngest brother, 

was born.  He died that same year.  Joseph also died as a child, in 1846.  We don’t know 

the cause of death of these three little boys, but certainly the heartache and despair of 

losing three of their five sons would have been some of the “difficulties and afflictions” 

alluded to in Ellen’s blessing.   

 

 In June of 1844, the Prophet Joseph Smith was murdered in Carthage, Illinois.   

Enemies of the Church fully expected that without his leadership the Church would 

fracture and fall apart.  However, strengthened in part by the “gathering” of Saints to 
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Nauvoo from Canada, the Eastern United States, and Europe, the Church united and 

progressed.  If anything, the desire to go to Zion was increased among far-flung 

members.  In 1847 the new President of the Church, Brigham Young, led the first 

company of Mormon pioneers west, and established a new city and headquarters for the 

Church in the Rocky Mountains.  Salt Lake City became the Zion to which European 

Saints wished to gather. 

 

 By 1847, the Jonathan Clegg family had moved out of Preston, and were living in 

Farington in the parish of Penwortham, three and a half miles south of Preston.  It was 

there that their first daughter, Alice, was born 23 October 1846.  She was given the name 

of Jonathan’s younger sister.  Jonathan and Ellen, already having lived through so much, 

were still only thirty years old.  They continued in their activity in the Church, however, 

as evidenced by Jonathan baptizing his oldest son, James, on 17 October 1847, in 

Preston.  James was confirmed on the following day by James Hodson.  Jonathan also 

baptized Margaret Relf (Relph) on 17 December 1847 in Preston.  Drucilla Jones Powell, 

in her 1931 biography of Jonathan’s brother Henry Clegg, states that Henry was baptized 

in Liverpool by his brother Jonathan, and then confirmed 5 March 1848 by Elder John 

Holsall (Family History Microfilm No. 0928168, item 8, page 4).  Jonathan was ordained 

an Elder while still in Preston.  (Cox, p. 2) 

 

 The national census of 1851 showed the family to be living once again in Preston, 

at 314 Ribbleton Lane, which was on the south side of that road.  This house no longer 

stands.  It was immediately adjacent to Cook Street, before Ribbleton Lane continued at 

number 324.  The census record (Microfilm H 107 2265 126) lists the household as 

follows: 

Jonathan Clegg 34 Weaver Born Walton 

Ellen (wife)  34 Winder Born Salmsbury 

James  (son)  13 Tenter  Born Preston 

William  (son)   9 Scholar Born Preston 

Alice  (dau)      4   Born Farington 

Joseph Parker (npw) 20 Laborer 
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Nothing further is known about the nephew living with them.  It appears from this 

document that by 1851 Ellen and James were also working in the factories.  Ellen’s job as 

a “winder” or “reeler” would have been to wind the cotton yarn after it had been spun 

from the combed cotton.  Her wages would have been about 11 shillings per week.  

James, as a “cotton tender” would have earned only 5 shillings a week, for working very 

long hours.  William, at age 9, was still allowed to be in school, for laws had been passed 

prohibiting children under the age of ten from working in the factories.  With the basic 

cost of living for a typical family in Preston at that time being at least 20 shillings per 

week, Jonathan and Ellen and James would have been bringing in about 30 shillings 

altogether; enough for a little extra, perhaps, but probably not enough to compensate for 

the mother of the home being gone twelve hours per day.  It would also have been 

difficult to save enough to pay for the cost of emigration for the growing family. 

 

 On 10 June 1852, Preston Branch records show Jonathan again exercised his 

priesthood in baptizing Mary Ann Peacock.  On 2 October 1852, the sixth son, and fourth 

surviving child was born, and again named Henry (called Harry).  By the time of his 

birth, the family had moved again, a short distance away to 25 Crime Street, off 

Ribbleton Lane, behind the House of Correction (prison).  This house is no longer there, 

but the street remains and the approximate position of the house can be determined from 

city ordinance survey plans. 

 

By the end of 1852, it had been fifteen years since Jonathan had committed his 

life to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  The family was working hard, but 

it was difficult to see how they would be able to gather with the Saints to the American 

West, where the church had fled from the mobs after the murder of Joseph Smith.  Most 

members of the Church who were able to emigrate from Europe came via New Orleans, 

and up the Mississippi and Missouri Rivers.  Here the emigrants purchased ox-teams, 

wagons, and provisions to take them across the plains to the valley.  For a family as large 

as Jonathan and Ellen’s, with income that barely allowed them to scrape by, acquiring 

enough money to finance such a venture would seem impossible.  In late 1849, the 

Presidency of the Church established the Perpetual Emigration Fund (PEF), which used 
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donations from church members to subsidize the travel costs of those poor in Nauvoo to 

come to Utah, and then to help the European Saints who wished to gather to Zion.  Those 

helped by the fund were expected to pay back the money provided for their expenses, and 

thus provide for still more emigrants.  The cost of outfitting wagons and teams, however, 

was still so high that only a small percentage of those desiring to come could be helped.   

 

Jonathan’s youngest brother, Henry, had married Hannah Eastham and was the 

father of three boys.  The oldest, Thomas, died in a fire in 1853.  In April of 1855 Henry 

and Hannah, along with their sons Israel Eastham, age 6, and Henry James, age 3, sailed 

for America on the Juventa, docking May 5 in Philadelphia.  The family traveled to St. 

Louis, and then joined the Richard Ballantyne Company of 402 Saints and 45 wagons in 

Atchison, Kansas.  Here both Hannah and Henry James contracted cholera, and on 28 

May 1855 Hannah died late in the afternoon.  She was buried the following day, and the 

wagon company then moved on.  At six o’clock that day, Henry James also died, and 
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Henry took his little body back five miles to bury him next to his mother.  His journal 

stated that he then “…went forward to the camp, five miles.  Very wet night.  I was very 

tired and ready to die with fatigue.”  During the next week he was also ill, “brought to 

death’s door.”   Henry and Israel arrived in Salt Lake City four months later, where he 

met and married his second wife, Ann Lewis, a nineteen-year-old Welsh convert.  They 

lived in Salt Lake, where Henry and Israel worked in the “shoemaker’s trade.” 

 

The Jonathan Clegg family moved to Blackburn in Lancashire, about 10 miles 

east of Preston, in the winter of 1854; they became members of the Blackburn Branch by 

letter on 31 January 1854.  There were more factories being established in Blackburn, and 

this may have been the motivation for their move.  On 20 November 1855, Jonathan and 

Ellen’s second daughter and last child was born in Blackburn.  She was named Margaret 

Ellen; Margaret, probably for Jonathan’s next oldest sister, who had died at the age of 

sixteen; and Ellen, both for her mother and for her paternal grandmother.  Jonathan and 

Ellen were 39 years old, to turn forty within a couple of months, with a family of five 

surviving children.  Their lives were about to take a momentous turn. 

 

 
English wooden-soled clogs, of the type made by the Clegg family in Lancashire 
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II 

 

THE TREK 

1856 

 

Knowing that hundreds of European emigrants were anxious to gather to Zion, 

but unable to afford the expense of wagons and teams, Brigham Young and his 

counselors sent the following to Apostle Franklin D. Richards, who was at that time 

presiding over the British Mission: 

“In regards to foreign emigrants for another year, have them take the 
northern route through New York and Chicago, and land at Iowa City, the western 
terminus of the Rock Island Railroad.  There they will be provided with handcarts 
on which to haul their provisions and clothing.  We will send experienced men to 
that point with instructions to aid them in every way possible; and let the Saints 
who intend to emigrate to Utah the coming season understand that they are 
expected to walk, and draw their carts across the plains.  Sufficient teams will be 
furnished to haul the aged, infirm, and those who are unable to walk.  A few good 
cows will be sent along to furnish milk, and some beef cattle for the people to kill 
along the road.  Now, have them gird up their loins and come while the way is 
open.”  (Kimball, “Belated Emigrants,” p. 3; emphasis added) 

  

 As soon as this document reached the British shores, it was published in the 

Millennial Star of February 23, 1856, and broadcast among the Latter-day Saints of the 

European mission.  The news spread like wildfire, causing a great stir among those who 

in the past had been unable to pay for the expensive journey to Zion.   They could 

scarcely wait for the day of departure to come.  In less than eight months from the time 

that letter reached President Richards, 750 European members had pulled their carts 

through the streets of Salt Lake City to the tune of “Merrily on the way we go until we 

reach the Valley.”  (Kimball, “Belated Emigrants,” p.5)  However, the number desiring to 

come far exceeded 750, and in May 1856 two more ships, filled with a total of 1620 

Saints, left Liverpool for America.  The Thornton sailed May 3, and on May 25 the 

Horizon departed.  
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  On board the Horizon was the Jonathan Clegg family.  Jonathan and Ellen were 

both 40 years old; William was fourteen, Alice was nine, Henry was three, and the baby 

Margaret Ellen was just 6 months old.  Jonathan has been described at this time of his life 

as being tall, about six feet and two hundred pounds, with a large strong chest, dark hair, 

and “keen gray eyes”.  He had “fairly good teeth,” and exceptionally good hearing.  

William seemed to have been a particular favorite of his grandfather, Henry Clegg, Sr.   

In each of the letters he wrote to his son Henry, Jr., he makes some reference to William.  

In 1856, he said, “I hope that William has landed safe…If I was there with Billy we 

would have Plenty of fun catching fish and those Butiful birds thou speaks of.  Be a good 

lad Billy it may happen be the case some time.”  In 1861 he said, “I often think and talk 

about Billy.  I dar say he is as likely a lad as ever he was.  I should like to see him.”  In 

his last letter, from 1862, he said, “We wish to know how our Jonathan is going on and 

Ellen and all her children and what they are doing for a living, and what is William 

doing?  We would like to see all of you but we never can.”  For all those who left 

England for America, while adventure and union with the Saints lay ahead, their journey 

began with a wrenching and permanent farewell to their families and country. 

 

One curious fact has remained unexplained for many years:  Jonathan and Ellen’s 

oldest son, James, did not accompany them.  No mention has been made of James, or 

what happened to him, in any of the available biographies or family stories.  In the spring 

of 1856 he was nineteen years old; was he a rebellious teenager, or disaffected with the 

Church?  Why was he not with his family?  A clue surfaced on reading a letter written by 

Henry Clegg, Sr., in August 1856, to his son Henry, who had arrived in Utah in 1855.  He 

wrote: 

Our Jonathan and his family sailed out of Liverpool for America on the 5 
of May [sic].  Perhaps he will reach thee before thou gets this letter.  I doubt he 
will have a very troublesome journey with all his family except James.  We have 
had a letter from James.  He has come from Gibraltar and he is at Plymouth.  He 
did not say in his letter about his father and mother.  He thinks he will soon get 
his discharge.  (Henry Clegg, Sr., Letter, 4 Aug. 1856) 
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In the autobiography of Margaret Ann Griffiths Clegg (Jonathan’s sister-in-law, his 

brother Henry’s third wife, and also a member of the Martin Company) she mentions, “In 

1853 the war broke out in Sebastopol, and they were pressing young men into the 

service.”  By 1856 England was concluding the Crimean War with Russia, fought in 

Turkey.  It would appear that James had been in the military service somewhere in the 

Mediterranean at the time his family felt they must seize the opportunity to emigrate, and 

with communications as slow as they were at that time, perhaps it was not possible to 

coordinate his coming with them.   

 

The captain of the company of Saints traveling on the Horizon was Edward 

Martin, who was born in 1818 in Preston, and who had joined the Church in the early 

days there.  He had moved to Nauvoo in 1841, served as a member of the Mormon 

Battalion, and had proved himself to be a trustworthy and loyal leader.   He was 

completing his service as a British missionary in the spring of 1856.  It must have been 

comforting for Jonathan and Ellen to place their future in the hands of someone they had 

known and respected, who had already gone on the paths before them. 

 

There are a number of accounts of the voyage of the Horizon.  Two of the most 

colorful are from Heber Robert McBride, who was thirteen years old at the time (close in 

age to William Clegg—it is not unlikely that they were friends); and John William 

Southwell, a young man in his twenties.  Their experiences were at least in common with 

those of the Clegg family, and give us a good idea of the experience of the company.  

Southwell records: 

“On [May] 22nd the Horizon was scheduled to sail, consequently the 
Saints must be in Liverpool the day previous.  To accommodate all, rooms had to 
be engaged with bed and board.  On the night of the 21st the Saints held a farewell 
meeting.  This meeting was hugely enjoyed by all present.  The program consisted 
of recitations, songs, and speeches by elders of Zion who had gathered to speak 
especially on this occasion.  It was a late hour when the loving and brilliant 
assemblage dispersed to their homes.  As the train that was to transport us and 
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luggage to Liverpool was due at the railway station at eleven o’clock, the saints 
and a multitude of others were up early and the station was filled to overflowing.  
Time was given to sing a few lines of the hymn.  It ran like this: 

Farewell all earthly honors, we bid you all adieu.   

Farewell all sinful pleasures, we want no more of you. 

We want our union grounded on the eternal soil, 

Beyond the powers of Satan, 

Where sin can ne’er beguile. 

“At the end of this a tremendous cheer went up and a long blast of the 
engine whistle and we were on our way to the town of Liverpool, at that time the 
greatest shipping center in the world. 

“The 22nd, the last morning we were to see our native shores dawned upon 
us in all its grandeur.  It was fair and fine, not a breeze to interrupt our successful 
boarding the grand old ship as she lay all ready underway out in the open waters, 
ready to receive her precious cargo.  I will give you an idea by the few lines that 
Elder Silas [Cyrus] Wheelock had hastily composed for the departing Saints to 
sing on leaving our land: 

Our gallant ship is underway to bear me out to sea, 

And yonder floats the steamer gay that says she waits for me. 

 The seamen dip their ready oars as ebbing waves oft tell, 

 To bear me swiftly from the shore, my native land, farewell. 

 “The transfer from the steamer to the sailing vessel was done in wonderful 
short time.  Captain Reed, President Edward Martin, [T. B.] Broderick and [John] 
Toone, conducted the business.  Captain Reed had a good manly lot of sailors to 
render assistance who were experts in that line of handling freight.  It will be 
necessary to explain some here so the manner in which the business was handled 
will be better understood.  In the first place the vessel had three decks which the 
[856] Saints would occupy.  The officers mentioned had met on the vessel and 
made all those divisions.  It was necessary for young men to have one division 
alone for the night and access to the wards of their families where they could take 
their meals together and be near the cooking galley where all the meals were 
issued by a head cook who had sole charge of that apartment.  There was eight 
wards and a president over each ward.  The food consisted of salt beef, salt pork, 
and vegetables with sea biscuits by way of bread.  The cook would generally have 
some kind of pudding as a side dish.  There were many of the passengers who had 
a goodly supply of their own which they had provided themselves and which was 
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more palatable than the sea fare…After all were on board, the captain ordered to 
weigh anchor.  All hands were alert and the order obeyed.  Soon the rattling of the 
huge anchor chains were heard and the beautiful Horizon floated away from its 
mooring place.  The Saints were mostly on deck and above the voices of the 
sailors the familiar sound of, ‘My Native Land Farewell’ was heard.  Many a 
silent prayer went up to heaven asking our Heavenly Father to protect us while on 
the raging sea. 

 “It was a beautiful day, not a cloud to be seen.  When we reached deep 
water, the first deep water tribe made their appearance.  The Captain said they 
were a large school of dolphins, their backs of gold showing above the surface of 
the sea green water.  This is by way of the first sunset on the sea.  I cannot find 
language to explain its beauties, it was magnificent after sunset.”  (Southwell) 

 

Thirteen-year-old Heber Robert McBride, who was likely having the same 

experience as William Clegg, described the ocean crossing in these words: 

 “I was delighted at the idea of being on the water in such a big ship.  It 
was all fun and pleasure for me, but I was in and out and everywhere where I had 
not ought to be, and kept my parents in hot water all the time till we got ready to 
sail.  We was five weeks on the sea and some of the time it was very rough.  We 
had headwinds nearly all the way.  Our provisions was sea biscuits, salt pork, and 
beef with peas, rice, tea, sugar, and some dried fruit sometimes.  The water we 
had to drink would stink so that we could hardly use it for 2 or 3 days, then it 
would be good again.  There was seasickness plenty.  Some of the people being 
sick all the way, though I was in my element all the time, and the harder the wind 
did blow the better I enjoyed myself.  When the big waves made the ship toss 
about, I was not seasick any of the time, and when land was sighted, I almost felt 
sorry.” (McBride) 

 

John William Southwell portrayed a number of events during the voyage that all 

passengers would have witnessed: 

“The second day out we encountered a gale that came nearly capsizing our 
ship.  Precautions had been taken to avoid such a disaster as this, but it happened 
nevertheless.  We had lashed our loose belongings and supposed we were safe but 
the storm was a hard one.  It came near being fatal in some instances as not only 
goods turned topsy-turvy but some of our old and feeble people were felled to the 
deck with such violence that they were rendered helpless for a few days, and this 
proved to be our first taste of a much talked of seasickness which also proved 
very injurious to the greater number on board.  There was scarcely a person on the 
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ship but was so helpless he could not render any service to those afflicted, and 
what made the case more pitiable, a horrible dysentery attacked the majority of 
the passengers.  Medicines were plenty, but they seemed to have no effect.  This 
state of things made it hard on a few who were not afflicted to such an extent.  
This state of affairs lasted for about eight days, when it grew less severe.  But it 
stayed with a few until our arrival in the Port of Boston. 

“Fresh sights in the water and fresh happenings on the ship made it very 
interesting.  The first of any note was a large man-eating shark.  Expecting to see 
some of those monsters, the mate brought his Sharpe rifle.  The shark was away in 
a minute.  The swift movement caused a huge wave, which brought the monster to 
the surface.  The shot was fired and he turned on his side and floated away.  
Standing close to the side of the ship was an old sailor with a harpoon attached to 
a rope and then made fast to the ship.  In a twinkling of an eye, the harpoon was 
launched into the body, and after a few terrific lunges he was made a prisoner.  A 
block and tackle was made fast to the harpoon and he was hoisted onto the deck.  
While he laid on the deck, a line was laid across his carcass and he proved to 
measure thirty feet long.  Proof was not taken of his weight, but the old whaler 
judged him to weigh 2500 pounds.  The carcass was cut up and deposited in a 
large barrel in the hold of the ship with some chemicals to extract the oil. 

“A large drove of porpoises were next seen.  They resembled a band of 
horses on the run.  This attitude gave them the name of the seahorse.  It was a 
wonderful sight.  It seemed to fill a space of half a mile square.  The only sound 
that would draw our attention from this beautiful scene was the gong of the cook 
calling us to dinner, which, as we ate an early breakfast, we readily obeyed.”  
(Southwell) 

 

Reading these vivid accounts, it is easy to imagine Jonathan and William leaning 

on the deck railing of the Horizon, watching in wonderment a sight that would have been 

hard to imagine back in industrial Preston.  Southwell further described the voyage: 

“I would not do justice to my narrative without relating a sad story of a 
fatal incident.  As a rule there are some ropes hanging loose…a line running from 
one bulkhead to another was swinging in the breeze, flapping back and forth.  A 
boy seven years of age, belonging to a lady friend of mine, saw a chance for some 
fun.  I supposed he grabbed the rope and it swung him over the bulwark of the 
ship.  The act was seen immediately, and a boat lowered, manned by two expert 
swimmers.  But it was too late and the poor boy was swallowed by the heavy, 
rolling waves.  The men in the boat lingered near the spot thinking, perhaps a 
returning wave might bring him to the surface.  But their efforts were in vain, for 
the body was seen no more.  The accident was a scene that can scarcely be 
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described.  The mother raged and tore her hair in her great agony of grief.  And, 
had it not been for the close watch of the sailors, she would have jumped 
overboard after her little son.  Every mother on board shared her grief.  Captain 
Reed sorely distressed.  Wept bitterly.  The case was a sad one and caused sorrow 
on board for many days. 

“[Our] gallant vessel made good time and all hands were in fond hopes of 
soon reaching land.  Nothing transpired to mar our peace.  The sea was calm, not 
a wave to stir the surface.  We seemed to be floating along on a sea of glass.  
During this pleasant time many specimens of the briny water were presented to 
our view which was quite a revelation, thus proving the handiwork of the 
Almighty and giving us weak mortals an ocular demonstration of his marvelous 
power.  As we neared the Bay of Boston we were surprised in morning about ten 
o’clock.  The lookout gave us a call that was thrilling in the extreme:  ‘Land 
ahoy!’  Was it land?  The captain assured us of the fact, and in a short time the 
pilot was on board the ship directing her movements.  The old pilot informed us 
that we go ashore the following day when the health officers would come on deck 
to examine our health and our baggage.  The vessel also was thoroughly 
inspected, the condition of which brought down for Captain Reed a round of 
applause.  Being asked how he managed to bring his ship in such fine condition it 
was entirely on account of 800 of the cleanest people that had ever boarded his 
vessel.  He went on to explain every morning on the voyage the ship was 
scrubbed from top to stern and from bottom to top.  The bedding aired and 
disinfected as well as the ship.  In this brief explanation the captain remarked, 
‘The girls declare they will marry none but Mormons; I will declare that my ship 
shall carry none but Mormons!’  He made his word good in an interview with the 
authorities a few years after.  He said that the people comprising that company 
were the most honest and cleanest and respectful that had ever been his lot to 
mingle and associate with in all his seafaring career.  He said, ‘May the blessings 
of God ever rest upon them and with my best wishes for their future welfare I 
commend you to God who gave us our being upon the earth.  Your true friend, 
Captain George Reed of the ship Horizon.’  (Southwell) 

 

 What an adventure this had been for Jonathan, Ellen, and their family!  Even with 

the seasickness, stale food, and close quarters, they had, for the most part, a pleasant 

voyage, all came through in good health, and they were well on their way to Zion and a 

new life.  They arrived in Boston on 30 June 1856. 

 Now in America, fellow voyagers John William Southwell and Heber Robert 

McBride told of the next steps in their journey: 
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“I think we stayed out in the bay about three days, while we had to go 
through the same treatment as we did on the start, the doctors and customs house 
officers coming on board and examining everything.  The doctors found no 
sickness, only seasickness, and the officers did not find any smuggled goods, so 
we was allowed to land.  During that three days there was a great many small 
boats loaded with people came out to see the Mormon emigrants as we was the 
first Mormons landed in Boston.  But they was not allowed to come on board as 
there was a good many sharps among them, and the ship officers did not want us 
swindled by them.  All the emigrants landed at New York before that time, so 
when we landed it seems like everybody was crazy to get on the land and have a 
walk through the city.  So the next day we had the privilege of going where we 
was a mind to.  Then the ship began unloading and everything we kept in very 
good order.  It took several days to get all things to the depot, so all the little boys 
had a good time running all over the town getting into all kinds of mischief, and I 
know our parents was very glad to leave the city and get us on the cars where they 
could watch us a little better.”  (McBride) 

 

“The vessel was finally run alongside the pier and that night our luggage 
was housed and guarded by the government, not so far from the famed Bunker 
Hill.  The next day a train of cars were run along by the pier and booked for Iowa 
City.  Thus ended our sea voyage and set us on the way for one more hazardous 
trip.  At this pier nothing but cattle cars could be obtained and into these we were 
loaded, bag and baggage.  In those we rode to Albany, state of New York.  Here 
we laid over two days and two nights.  Here we were permitted to change to a 
third class accommodation.  The seats were two-inch plank with no back.  In this 
miserable way we were conveyed to Cleveland, Ohio, at a very slow pace.  [Just 
imagine Ellen traveling with a squirmy seven-month old infant and an active 
three-year-old in this fashion!]  The country along the track was studded with 
fine orchards, bearing fine apples and all kinds of fruit.  The fruit was so tempting 
that at the rate of travel, the young men [William?] would jump from the train, fill 
their pockets, and overtake the slow moving institution.  However slow, it brought 
us into Cleveland on the morning of the greatest day in America.  Not realizing 
the meaning of all this parading and firing of firecrackers and artillery, an elder of 
the Church explained it all to our satisfaction.  Since that day, however, the 4th of 
July is as precious to a Latter-day Saint as to any American-born citizen who lives 
under the flag flying stars and stripes, the red, white, and blue. 

“While waiting in that city for a change of cars a great rainstorm 
continued two days.  We and our luggage were exposed to the weather, the 
company having no sheds to protect.  A large barn was secured and all were 
transferred to it until the storm abated…Like Missouri and other places the people 
of the town despised the Mormons and after the Saints had retired for the night, a 
mob of bullies including some females gathered around and kept up for hours 
such a howling and bombarding with stones and bats it equaled any Indian 
powwow I have ever listened to on the frontiers.  Finally the presidency of the 
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company found a person who it seemed had some authority, who persuaded the 
mob to desist and go to their homes.  However, it left our people in a state of 
terrible excitement.  Not a person closed an eye that night in sleep.  In the early 
hours of the morning our train arrived and in short order we with all our effects 
were on our way to Des Moines, Iowa, where we had once again to be subjected 
to mobocratic insults.  But we were better protected as the city had some good 
sensible men to govern their affairs.  After a short time we boarded the train again 
and started for Iowa City.”  (Southwell) 

             

            Young Heber McBride picks up the story from that point: 

 

“We took the train for Iowa City.  When we got there and our baggage 
was unloaded, it was getting late in the day, and our camping ground was three 
miles from the city, as there was no place at the depot large enough to 
accommodate so many people.  So a great many of the people started from camp 
on foot just about dark, and I was one of them.  But we had not gone very far 
when it began to rain, and was so dark that you could not see anything.  To make 
things worse, I got lost from the rest of the company, but made out to keep the 
road by the help of the lightning, for Iowa can beat the world for thunder and 
lightning.  After ascending a steep hill I could see a fire at the camp.  They was 
keeping a big fire burning for to let the people know where the camp was, for 
there was a great many people waiting there to get their teams and wagons ready 
to start across the plains.   

“When I saw the fire, I started in a straight line for it, or so I thought.  I 
was wet through, there not being a dry thread.  After wading through numerous 
pools of water from ankle deep to knee deep, and wallowing through grass as high 
as my head, I managed to reach camp pretty near give out.  But after all my bad 
luck, I was there before quite a number of the Company.  An old friend of 
Father’s took us to his tent to stay all night.  After supper I soon fell asleep.  This 
was my first night in a tent. 

“When I awoke in the morning, the sun was shining and I could hardly 
realize where I was, but boy, like it did not take me long to dress and get out.  
Then I saw a beautiful country, grass and farms as far as the eye could see on one 
side, and on the other side of camp was a strip of timber, not very wide but long.  
There was a stream of water running through it.  I soon got acquainted with the 
country, and swimming was the order of the day with all the small boys in the 
camp.  We had to stay six weeks in the camp before all things was ready to start 
across the plains, and it was a great sight to see about six or eight hundred people 
starting for Utah with handcarts.”  (McBride) 
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 The six weeks spent in Iowa City at the handcart camp were a second, crucial—

and, as it turned out, fateful—delay for the Martin Company.  Final arrangements for the 

PEF to assist emigrants had taken so long that the May departure from England was far 

later in the year than was prudent, both because of the “unexampled clamor for passage to 

Zion,” and the difficulty of procuring the ships needed.  Then the LDS immigration agent 

in St. Louis, Orson Spencer, died and his replacement, Erastus Snow, was unable to make 

the early immigration arrangements necessary.  

 “Church agents at Iowa City, who had worked hard and 
successfully to equip and send off the first three handcart companies, now 
had to struggle frantically to provide for an unexpectedly large body of 
late arrivals.  Most of these 1620 emigrants were poor Saints who had 
elected to travel in handcarts, and all had to be equipped and supplied. 

“For the Perpetual Emigration Fund travelers, more than 250 
handcarts and dozens of tents were required.  Whether the failure to have 
the carts ready for the Saints upon their arrival was due to lack of timely 
advice from England concerning the number needed (mail service then 
being very slow); to inability to get the required help or materials for 
construction; or to belief that the Saints could better afford to help make 
the carts than to pay for their being made, can hardly be determined.  In 
any event, few foresaw the fatal consequences of the situation…Every 
available man was put to work on construction of the vehicles; the women 
made the tents.” (Hafen, pp. 91-92) 

“Out of heavy cotton cloth called drill or drilling, women made 
cart covers and tents large enough to sleep twenty.  Some of the 
handcarters, particularly those in the Willie and Martin companies, had to 
build their own handcarts, often from unseasoned wood without the iron 
supports to strengthen them for the heavy use ahead.  The shafts, about 
five or six feet long, were connected at the front by a heavy cross bar on 
which to lean or push the handcart.  For most of the European emigrants, 
the stay in Iowa City was their first experience living outdoors, cooking 
over open fires, washing in streams, and sleeping on the ground with only 
a tent for protection or privacy.  They had much to learn. 

“Following the policy of organizing each wagon company, the 
handcart Saints organized into companies, a captain of hundred 
supervising five tent groups.  Four or five people were assigned to each 
cart, and twenty people to a tent.  Each person was allowed seventeen 



 37

pounds of luggage, carried on the carts along with bedding, utensils, and 
some food.  Two or three large supply wagons accompanied each group 
carrying the main store of provisions, tents, tools, and other gear.  Milk 
and beef cattle completed the caravan.”  (Madsen, p. 590-591) 

 

            

 

Jonathan and Ellen pushed and pulled the handcart along with fourteen-year-old 

William and nine-year-old Alice, while almost four-year-old Henry walked or rode, and 

Margaret Ellen, by this time eight months old, rode in the cart.  The American West was 

a physical environment completely different from the one they had known in England. 

“The prairie heat and mountain cold, the swift rivers and sandy 
plains, the mountain passes and sudden bursts of wind and storm left [the 
European Saints] struggling to adjust.  Thunder and lightning over the 
broad, treeless western plains alarmed those not used to such celestial 
fireworks.  While walking to reach a destination was not unusual for most 
of them, pushing a loaded handcart thirteen hundred miles was a 
Herculean task…The vast reaches of the American West never failed to 
surprise [them], and the drudgery of primitive travel over such a wide 
expanse set in quickly.  The unrelenting labor of pushing and pulling the 
carts, their need of constant repair, the changeable weather, and 
diminishing food supplies gnawed at the goodwill and the enthusiasm of 
the handcart travelers.  [One handcart traveler] noted that ‘our hats, or 
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what might once have been called hats, assumed the most grotesque 
shapes, seeing that the sun, wind, and rain had the superior force.  The 
ladies’ skirts and men’s trousers hung in irregular trimmings, and the foot 
coverings proportional to the rest, with or without bottoms.  Our faces 
were gray from the dust, which sometimes prevented us from seeing the 
vanguard; our noses with the skin hanging in patches; and almost every 
lower lip covered with a piece of cloth or paper because of its chapped 
condition, which made it difficult to speak and particularly to smile or 
laugh.’  Disease often hovered near; even the hardiest had no defense 
against the devastating sweeps of cholera and dysentery.”  (Madsen, pp. 
591-592) 

On 28 July 1856, the handcarts were finally constructed and the provisions 

assembled for the Martin Company to leave Iowa City.  The company consisted of 576 

souls, with 146 carts, 7 wagons, 30 oxen, and 50 cows and beef cattle.  It took the group a 

little less than four weeks to reach Florence, Nebraska (formerly Winter Quarters), the 

next staging area for the trek.  While the weather was hot, the trails were mostly flat, and 

the month and 277 miles crossing Iowa helped to condition them and accustom them to 

the hardships of pioneer life.  They arrived in Florence 22 August 1856.  “The companies 

stay here longer than they otherwise would in consequence of their carts being unfit for 

their journey across the Plains; some requiring new axles, and the whole of them having 

to have a piece of iron screwed on to prevent the wheel from wearing away the wood.”  

(Millennial Star, XVIII, p. 638)  Here a major decision also awaited them.  According to 

a member of the Willie Company, which was just a week ahead of the Martin Company, 

“The elders seemed to be divided in their judgment as to the practicability of our reaching 

Utah in safety at so late a season of the year, and the idea was entertained for a day or 

two of making our winter quarters at some eligible location in Nebraska; but it did not 

meet with general approval.  A monster meeting was called to consult the people about it.  

The emigrants were entirely ignorant of the country and climate—simple, honest, eager 

to go to ‘Zion’ at once…There were but four men in our company who had been to the 

Valley; those in the most prominent church positions had not.  The emigrants felt they 

should leave the decision to their ecclesiastical leaders.  All, with one exception, favored 

going on.”  (Hafen, p. 96) 

 



 39

That one was Levi Savage, who had been to the Valley.  He declared that they 

“could not cross the mountains with a mixed company of aged people, women, and little 

children, so late in the season without much suffering, sickness, and death.  He advised 

going into winter quarters without delay.”  He was voted down, however, partially 

because there was little opportunity of work in Nebraska, and few of the emigrants had 

enough supplies to see them through another year before completing the journey to Zion; 

and then Brother Savage added, “Brethren and sisters, what I have said I know to be true; 

but seeing you are to go forward, I will go with you, will help you all I can, will work 

with you, will rest with you, will suffer with you, and, if necessary, I will die with you.  

May God in his mercy bless and preserve us.”  His prophetic advice was lost amid the 

confidence and the good spirits of the emigrants, who were sure they would reach the 

mountains in season to escape the severe storms.  “The last handcart company, under the 

presidency of Elder Edward Martin, left here [Florence] on the 25th of August, and the 

last wagon company left this day.”  (Hafen, p. 96-97)  

 

The earliest problems besetting the handcarters, such as broken carts, sudden 

rainstorms, Indian harassment, and swollen feet, were minor compared to what was to 

come.  The loss of their cattle—their main supply of meat and protein—early in the in the 

journey, the sudden sweeps of diarrhea and dysentery, the crossing of rivers in freezing 

temperatures that left them wet and exposed to the cold, and the quickly shrinking food 

supply tested their patience, strength, and spirit.  But the real trial for both the Martin and 

Willie Companies came with an early frost in September, followed by brief periods of 

snow.  They reached Fort Laramie on 8 October, where, provisions having become very 

scant, many sold watches and jewelry for food.  On 19 October there was a heavy, 

continuing, and devastating snowfall, which brought all travel to a halt.  The Martin 

Company was then at Red Bluffs, sixty-five miles east of Devil’s Gate, and to these 

weakened and demoralized people, this storm was brutal.  Their small bundles of clothing 

were no match for such a major Rocky Mountain snowstorm—and many who had 

dropped heavy bedding and clothing along the way to lighten their carts, dearly wished 

for them now.  With their food nearly exhausted, their clothes thin and worn, and tents 
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and handcarts their only shelter, the Martin Company—and the Clegg family—found 

themselves helplessly stranded in the Wyoming mountains.  (Madsen, pp. 623-624) 

 

Mention is made in several accounts of Jonathan and Ellen being of service to 

their fellow handcarters.  Some say that they went among the tents with a lantern at night, 

seeking to aid the sick and dying.  “While crossing the plains, many times they offered 

their help to the weary travelers, putting poultices of stale bread and water on swollen 

feet too inflamed to go on.  Sometimes, when water was not available, they gave a fever 

victim a piece of linen cloth dipped in vinegar to put in his mouth.  They used quinine in 

many ways, this being the most ancient medicine known to man.  It was especially useful 

in cases of scurvy and cholera.”  (Johnson, p. 116) 

 

On 28 October, when despair and freezing cold had almost overwhelmed the 

camp, the advance riders of the rescue team rode into their camp, bringing word that 

assistance, provisions, and clothing were near, and that ten wagons were encamped at an 

old trading fort near Devil’s Gate.  These couriers (Joseph A. Young, Daniel W. Jones, 

and Abel Garr) reported, “We found the Martin Company in a deplorable condition, they 

having lost fifty-six of their number since crossing the North Platte, nine days before.  

Their provisions were nearly gone, and their clothing almost worn out.  Most of their 

bedding had been left behind, as they were unable to haul it, on account of their 

weakened condition.  We advised them to move on, every day just as far as they could, as 

that was the only possible show they had to escape death.”  (Hafen, pp. 114-115) 

 

A few days later, after checking on the wagon train to the rear of the Martin 

Company, Daniel Jones and Abel Garr returned, overtaking the handcart group as it 

slowly ascended a long muddy hill.  Jones wrote, 
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“A condition of distress here met my eyes that I never saw before 
or since.  The train was strung out for three or four miles.  There were old 
men pulling and tugging their carts, sometimes loaded with a sick wife or 
children—women pulling along sick husbands—little children six to eight 
years old struggling through the mud and snow.  As night came on the 
mud would freeze on their clothes and feet.  There were two of us, and 
hundreds needing help.  What could we do?  We gathered on to some of 
the most helpless with our riatas tied to the carts, and helped as many as 
we could into camp on Avenue Hill.  This was a bitter, cold night, and we 
had no fuel except very small sagebrush.  Several died that night.” 

 

On the last day of October, George D. Grant’s rescue party met the Martin 

Company at Greasewood Creek, sixteen miles east of Devil’s Gate, giving every possible 

immediate assistance.  On November 1, with snow falling, camp was made at 

Independence Rock, five miles east of Devil’s Gate.  The effects of the cold and snow 

were taking an increased toll, as not over one-third were able to walk, and a great many 

were “like children and do not help themselves much more, nor realize what is before 

them.”  (Hafen, p. 117)                                                      

On November 3 they reached the Sweetwater River, filled with floating ice.   

Although they were required to cross it, “women shrank back and men wept.”  It was at 

this point that three eighteen-year-old boys, members of the rescue party, stepped 

forward, and to the amazement of all who observed it, carried nearly every member of the 

handcart company across the icy stream.  These heroes were C. Allen Huntington, 

George W. Grant, and David P. Kimball; Brigham Young said of them, “That act alone 

will ensure [them] an everlasting salvation in the Celestial Kingdom of God.” (Hafen, 

p.132-133)  That night, as the temperature dropped to eleven degrees below zero, the 

company sheltered in “Martin’s Cove”.  Most of the handcarts were abandoned at this 

site, and the emigrants rode in the rescue wagons the remaining 325 miles to Zion.  The 

severe cold continued as the wagons moved slowly westward, and fingers, toes, or feet 

were frozen; others died.  Food supplies were still very low.  Family stories recount that 

during the trek Ellen would have to shake the flour from the sacks in order to combine it 

with a little water for a thin gruel; it was also said that they ate boiled wheat, and made 

soup of cow and buffalo hides.  Jonathan and Ellen awoke one morning to find that nine-
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year-old Alice had fallen off her bed, and her long hair had frozen in the ice.  They 

poured heated water on the ice to loosen her hair and release her.  In a short biography, 

Alice remembered, “…the awful suffering they endured because of cold, hunger, and 

scarcity of clothing.  She saw many die along the way.  When the food got scarce, she 

remembered her mother making small hard cakes for the children, telling them to suck 

them so they wouldn’t get so hungry.  Also, that the sleet would wet their clothing and 

the wind was so cold that their dresses would freeze stiff as they trudged along.  Crossing 

the icy streams, where her feet could not reach the bottom she clung to the staves of the 

cart, her brother William pulling it along until she could reach the bottom.  When they 

camped for the night, they pulled their carts in a circle and made their beds inside the 

circle for protection.”  (Mortimer, p. 279) 

 

Rescue of the Martin Handcart Company at the Sweetwater 

 

Josiah Rogerson, who was a member of the Martin Company, said, “The actual 

loss of life was between 135 and 150.  Taking into consideration that we were the last 



 43

company of the season and that we had three veterans of Waterloo between 75 and 80 

years of age, and considering that more than half of our 622 members were from 35 to 55 

years, it is hardly to be wondered at that our loss was so great.”  (Hafen, p. 140) 

 

Despite the hardships they endured, Jonathan and Ellen Clegg were incredibly 

blessed to complete this trek with their family and their long-term health intact.  Both 

parents and all four children survived and lived out long lives in the West.  They arrived 

in Salt Lake City 30 November 1856, 10 days after Margaret Ellen’s first birthday.    
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III 

UTAH 

1856-1901 

 

A member of the Martin Company, John Jaques, wrote, 

The meeting of the emigrants with relatives, acquaintances, and 
friends…was very solemnly impressive.  Some were so affected that they 
could scarcely speak, but would look at each other until the sympathetic 
tears would force their unforbidden way.  In a short time, however, the 
emigrants were taken into the homes of their friends and made as 
comfortable as circumstances would permit them to be while they thawed 
the frost out of their limbs and recruited their health and strength.  The 
newcomers would eat and eat and eat until they were literally and 
perfectly ashamed of themselves, and then retire from the table hungry.  It 
took a long time for an emigrant to fill up and reduce his appetite to its 
normal condition.  It was a serious affliction upon those who had it, as 
well as upon their hospitable friends.  (Arrington, p. 39) 

 

It had soon become obvious that these handcart pioneers could not, in their 

present condition, care for themselves, so they were taken into private homes in the city.  

One observer noted that within an hour, all in the Martin company were assigned to or 

claimed by someone.  When they were finally able walk and work—for some, days; for 

others, weeks, months, or even years—they were transferred to settlements throughout 

the territory.  Bishops had been alerted in advance to send teams and word of how many 

immigrants they could provide for. 

 

Jonathan’s younger brother Henry was by this time living in Salt Lake with his 

son Israel, his wife Ann Lewis Clegg, and their two-week-old son John Henry.   It is 

likely that Henry was on hand to greet the beleaguered company, and that the brothers 

had an emotional reunion.  One history of Margaret Ann Griffiths Clegg states that Henry 
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was there to give the Martin Company a “hearty welcome,” and that he helped Maggie 

and her sister Jane down from the wagon. (An Enduring Legacy, p.161) 

 

Early photo of Main Street, Salt Lake City 

In a Daughters of the Utah Pioneers publication, Pioneer Pathways, the following 

is told of the Cleggs: 

A few days after the Clegg family arrived in the valley, they, along with 
several other families, moved to Provo and spent the winter there.  After their 
arrival in Salt Lake, Jonathan Clegg had been requested by Church authorities to 
go to Iron County and settle, but to this he mildly demurred.  In later years, 
speaking of this incident, he said: 

“I didn’t tell ‘em I’d now’t go, but tow’d ‘em as I thought I’d tramped far 
enough for one season, and they finally said we would stop at Provo.”  (p. 315) 

 

Jonathan and Ellen and their children moved with several other families into the 

old seminary building, which was in “a sorry-looking condition.”   They soon purchased 

an old cabin belonging to James Daniels, in which they spent the winter.  In an 

unpublished history written by their granddaughter, Irene Cutler, it is stated the bishop 
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advised Jonathan to make wooden shoes (clogs), because he had experience as a 

shoemaker.  She says he walked to Salt Lake City to get tools and leather to make the 

shoes, 44 miles each way.  He carried the leather and tools on his back, and “never had 

troubles with the Indians.”  In 1858, with the threat to Salt Lake from Johnson’s army, 

Jonathan’s brother Henry also moved to Utah Valley (Springville) with his two wives, 

Ann Lewis Clegg and Margaret Ann Griffiths (Maggie) Clegg (who had been a member 

of the Martin Handcart Company) and their children. 

 

Provo, in Utah Valley, had been settled soon after the coming of the first pioneers, 

in 1849.  Its fresh water lake and rivers made it an attractive place to take up land.  

However, by the late 1850s, residents had claimed the best lands, and their children and 

newcomers needed to look elsewhere to make their homes.  Provo citizens who worked 

in sawmills in Big Cottonwood Canyon crossed over the mountains and were impressed 

by the valley they found there, which had been formed by the Provo River.  When they 

announced their findings to friends and families back in Provo, many were excited and 

hoped to move there. 

 

In the summer of 1858 Church authorities approved a road to be built from Provo 

through “Provo Kanyon” to what was then known as Provo Valley—now Heber Valley 

and Wasatch County.  The road and its necessary bridge across the Provo River were 

completed in late 1858.  A government explorer, James Harvey Simpson, described the 

newly completed road in August 1859: 

“A company of citizens…have by dint of great labor, cut through these 
promontories, made deep excavations along the steep, and in many instances 
rocky, side hills, and have built up reverted embankments.”  The result was “an 
excellent mountain road, and one that does them a great deal of credit.”  Still, he 
added, the road was narrow, making it difficult for a six-yoke team of oxen to stay 
on the road and out of the river.  (Embry, p. 22) 
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The first settlers in the valley—eleven men from Provo, and three others who they 

found already there in the spring of 1859—claimed twenty- or forty-acre plots, and 

named the new settlement “London,” in honor of their home country.  They started 

plowing and planting, and also laid out a town site.  Later the land was surveyed again, 

and the plots were divided and distributed according to lottery.  Each man could claim 

twenty acres in the order in which their names were drawn out of a hat.  It was called “a 

regular stampede,” with nearly all the surveyed land going in the first day.  Most of the 

settlers’ homes, however, were built close together in the form of a stockade, to provide 

protection from the Indians.  It was at this time the new town was named “Heber,” after 

the missionary who had converted so many of them in England.  When Elder Kimball, 

now a counselor in the First Presidency, heard of this decision, he reportedly said, “Now 

you people have named your little town after me.  I want you to see to it that you are 

honest, upright citizens, and good Latter-day Saints that I may not have cause to be 

ashamed of you.” 

 

 In the summer of 1859 Jonathan Clegg began making the 26-mile walk up from 

Provo to grub sagebrush and willows off his homestead claim of 160 acres.  Imagine the 

anticipation and thrill of owning that quantity of land in such a beautiful valley—

especially for a former mill worker from England who had never had the opportunity of 

owning any property of his own.  No matter how weary his legs from walking, or how 

tired his back from clearing land, his heart must have been light and grateful!  And what 

prime land it was:  it ran through about one-third of what is present day Heber City, on 

the south side of town, running east and west.  In the spring of 1860 he moved his family 

from Provo to the homestead, living in a dugout on the lot that once held the old Turner 

Opera House, which was later a Sinclair garage.  The family at a later date moved to a 

home on their farm, which is now the southwest corner of the Heber City Park. 

 

Sometime during this period, Ellen was called by Brigham Young to be a midwife 

in Provo (Heber) Valley.  When informed of the calling, she felt that she was not capable 
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of the job; but when President Young told her that she had been called of God in a vision 

to him, she accepted, and performed well with great ability and strength.  There were at 

that time no doctors in the area, and she was said to have delivered over 800 babies.  

(Sessions, p. 2)  Her grandson, Carl Erick Ferris Clegg, stated that her fee for 

confinement cases was $2.50 cash, or the equivalent in meat, flour, or grain.  Several 

accounts tell of her going to the sickbed of a mother on horseback, or on a mule, or in a 

sleigh.  In the winter, she sometimes had to hold onto the horse’s tail as she plowed 

through deep snow and blizzards, many times arriving at the home of the sick with her 

shoes and stockings frozen to her.  Once, when she was very sick, a man came for her to 

care for his wife in her confinement.  She climbed onto the man’s mule, sitting behind 

him, and on the way the mule threw them both off, breaking Ellen’s arm.  Nevertheless, 

she attended to her patient and safely delivered the new baby.  Because of her close 

involvement with so many Heber Valley families, many children were taught to call her 

“Aunt Ellen” or “Grandma Clegg,” and were surprised to find upon growing up that she 

was not really their grandmother. 

 

Shortly after moving to Heber Valley, Jonathan and Ellen’s eldest daughter, 

Alice, was married to Robert Broadhead on January 15, 1861 in Heber City.  She was at 

this time just two months past her fourteenth birthday, but it was not uncommon in those 

pioneer days to marry at an extremely young age.  Robert, who was ten years her senior, 

had been born in Warwickshire, England to a Methodist minister who had converted to 

the Church, and his family had traveled to Utah in 1855.  Robert was one of the first three 

men to plow ground and permanently settle in what was then called Provo Valley, later 

taking up a cabin in “Fort Heber.”  Alice and Robert were sealed in the Endowment 

House in Salt Lake City on 2 August 1862, and eventually had six sons and seven 

daughters, ten of whom lived to adulthood.  (Mortimer, pp. 279-280) 

 

On 4 September 1864, William Clegg, Jonathan and Ellen’s eldest son in Utah, 

married Emma Louisa Gittins in Heber City.  Their first son, William James, was born 
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the next year and blessed by Thomas Hicken.  The Heber Ward records indicate five 

other children born to William and Louisa and blessed there:  Mary Ellen in 1867, 

Hannah Louisa in 1871, Sarah Alice in 1874, Jonathan H. in 1876, and Maria Jane in 

1878.  Louisa and William were sealed in the Endowment House in Salt Lake City on 17 

August 1874.  (Family History Library Microfilm 26025, Items 1-2)   Some time after 

1878 William and Louisa and their family moved to Shelton in Bonneville County, 

Idaho. 

 

In October of 1864, James Watson, a Mormon convert originally from Scotland, 

visited friends in Heber City and decided to stay.  In describing the new settlement he 

said, “There was nothing very attractive or picturesque to admire…I do not remember 

that any of these primitive dwellings had anything better than a mud roof for covering.  

Still the people seemed to enjoy themselves and kept looking for better days to come.”  

Five years later, Brigham Young described improved conditions:  “Heber City and 

neighborhood are admirably adapted for the raising of stock and the manufacture of 

butter and cheese…Fuel and timber are convenient and fine red sandstone is within easy 

distance of the city.”  According to one historian, “In a little over a decade, the people of 

Wasatch County passed through the pioneering stage and changed the frontier into a 

peaceful community environment.”  (Embry, p. 26) 

 

In 1864 Jonathan and Ellen were recommended and invited to come down to Salt 

Lake City to receive their endowment in the Endowment House.  They did so on 18 June 

1864, and were sealed to each other that same day.  They had been married for twenty-

eight years, and were then 48 years old.  Henry Clegg, Sr., died the following year, 9 

February 1865, in Walton-le-Dale, Lancashire, the same village where he had been born.  

He was 76 years old, and had continued to keep in touch with his sons in Utah by letter at 

least until 1862.  Jonathan’s mother, Ellen Cardwell Clegg, lived until 7 October 1874, at 

86 years of age, and also died in Walton-le-Dale.  They are both buried there at the Parish 

Church of St. Leonard. 
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Memorial Stone of Henry Clegg Sr. and Ellen Cardwell Clegg in graveyard of St. Leonard’s 
Church, Walton-le-Dale, placed by Milton, Cal, and Chuck Clegg, descendants of Henry, Jr., in Summer 

2000. 

 

In May of 1864, an act of Congress had forced the Ute Indians of Sanpete and 

Sevier Counties to a reservation in eastern Wasatch County.  These Indians, led by Chief 

Black Hawk, were bitter about the move, and refused to stay on the reservation land.  

They roamed over the state, and by the spring of 1866 were making general raids, 

stealing cattle, and threatening the lives of the white settlers.  Several men were killed in 

Sanpete and Sevier during these raids, and in retaliation some white settlers began killing 

a few Indians.  The war then began in earnest.  Most of the settlers in Wasatch County 

banded together for mutual protection; Jonathan and Ellen, along with Henry and 

Margaret Ellen, moved onto what was called “the Stake House lot.” 
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In May of 1866, all the available men were enrolled in the county militia and 

organized into companies to protect the residents and their animals.  Thomas Todd was 

the Captain of one of the infantry companies, and Jonathan Clegg served as Second 

Lieutenant under him.  On the Muster Roll of 1867, Jonathan was mustered into the 

Second Battalion by General Robert T. Burton “for service against Indians,” and brought 

with him a revolver and a sword.  Jonathan’s rank is given as “Musician” and under 

“Remarks” was written “Captain of the Band;” his service was for 92 days.  On the 

Number 4 Muster Roll, dated 25-26 May 1866, the “Marshal [Martial] Band” was listed 

as follows: 

Johnathan Clegg Captain  

James G. Shanks Fifer 

Joseph Booth  Fifer 

James Duke  Drummer 

J. M. Duke  Drummer 

Joseph Moulton Drummer 

Joseph Taylor  Color Bearer 

In the Muster Roll of November 1867, Jonathan’s son William, who was then twenty-five 

years old, was also listed as a drummer.  The first act of the Wasatch militia was to make 

peace, and while there were some alarms to the citizens of the valley, there were no 

outright conflicts in Heber Valley.  A peace pact was agreed upon in 1868, and from that 

time goodwill existed between the Indians and the white settlers.  (F H L Microfilm 

Number 0485558, Territorial Militia, Wasatch County, 1866-67).   Jonathan was honored 

as a Black Hawk War Veteran, and his name listed on the monument on Memorial Hill in 

Midway, Wasatch County.  
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 This time of military activity is the first mention in any written records of 

Jonathan’s musical interest and ability.  He apparently played in the Martial Band, which 

was the source of much of early Heber City’s music, for many years.  Many accounts 

credit him with being the first bandmaster in Heber City.  His grandson Ferris reported an 

anecdote that seems to reveal a lot about Jonathan’s personality.  “…[Grandpa] also was 

a choir leader.  He was leading the singing at a conference, and [the presiding authority] 

told Grandpa for the closing song to only sing three verses, because they were short on 

time. Grandpa led the congregation in singing all the verses, and [was] reprimanded for 

doing so.  Grandpa’s reply in his English accent was, ‘If they didn’t want them all sung, 

they wouldn’t have them in the book!’” 

 

 Another significant event occurred in Heber for Jonathan and Ellen.  For the 

previous forty years, some members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints 

had practiced polygamy, also known as plural or “celestial” marriage.  Jonathan’s brother 

Henry had two wives for most of his life in Utah, and for the most part it was a successful 

arrangement for that family.  A man was required to be “recommended” or approved by 

Church authorities before entering into plural marriage.  There was a practical side to the 

system as well, however; the society had more women than men in its population, and 

plural marriage allowed more of them to have families and to be cared for.  Mrs. Sarah 

Toomer Young, a widow in Heber City, found herself in this situation. 

 Sarah Toomer was born near Salisbury in Wiltshire, England, in 1817, a year after 

Jonathan and Ellen.  In 1845 she married William Farr in Southampton, England.  A few 

months later William went to sea, and his ship was never heard from again.  Sarah gave 

birth to their young son William and was raising him alone when she met the Mormon 

missionaries and joined the Church.  She made plans to travel to Zion, and with her son 

crossed the Atlantic on the ship Ellen Maria.  The ship left Liverpool harbor on February 

10, 1852, and the PEF Diary for the voyage records that on Thursday, February 12, 

“About 2 o’clock p.m., Jonathan Young and Sarah Farr were married by Elder Lewis 
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Robbins.”  Jonathan was also a widower, from Hampshire, England, who was sixteen 

years older than Sarah.   

 

After arriving in Utah, they were sealed in the Endowment House 24 October 

1855.  They had four children together:  Brigham Jonathan, born 1853; Sarah Ann, born 

1856; David, born 1858; and Fannie Jane, born 1861.  They lived in Salt Lake City and 

Payson, Utah before moving to Heber City in 1864.  Sarah’s husband, Jonathan, died in 

1866 in Heber, and she was left a 49-year-old destitute widow with four children under 

the age of thirteen.  On 30 January 1868 (one source gives the date as 1888, but many 

other dates given in that account are wrong, and this seems very late, given their 

advanced ages), she was married polygamously to Jonathan Clegg.  It was said that 

Jonathan cared for Sarah’s children as though they were his own, and that he was “an 

ideal husband.”  Some accounts say that Jonathan Clegg was sealed to Sarah, but she had 

been previously sealed to Jonathan Young, and the IGI Ordinance Index has no record of 

a temple marriage between her and Jonathan Clegg.   Sarah died in  May 1900 and was 

buried in Heber City.  (Mortimer, p. 311, 508-509; Ancestral File; Mormon Immigration 

Index) 

 

Jonathan supported his family in Utah by farming and raising livestock.  It was 

said of him that he could write fairly well, and could figure exceptionally well, and was 

able to handle his own business matters.  It was a completely different existence from his 

life as a factory worker in England.  Ferris Clegg states that his hobbies were “tinkering 

with watches and clocks, trying to make them run.  He would pay or trade most anything 

for watches or clocks if he liked them.” 

 

On 22 September 1869, the steamship Manhattan sailed from Liverpool, 

England, and arrived at the port of New York on October 7.  There were 242 members of 

the LDS church on board, under the leadership of returning missionary Elder Joseph 
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Lawson.  Among these members were James Clegg, age 32, and his wife Mary Ann, age 

39 years.  The family of Jonathan and Ellen were finally all to be together again in Utah.   

The company boarded trains in New York, and arrived in Ogden on October 16, 1869.  

Steamships and the transcontinental railroad had decreased the time for the journey from 

months to weeks, and the amount of hardship and drudgery was only a small fraction of 

what had been experienced just thirteen years earlier.  Instead of a peril filled journey of 

six months, James and Mary Ann traveled the same distance in just over three weeks.  

The next year, they appeared in the 1870 Utah Census, with James working as a laborer, 

living in Heber City.  No children traveled with them, and no children are listed in the 

census.  However, a somewhat startling notation was on the census; James was listed as 

blind.  In Ferris Clegg’s life sketch of his father, Henry (Harry), he mentions that Harry 

worked as a young man with his brothers William and James on Jonathan’s farm. 

 

In 1872, Jonathan’s brother Henry, his two wives, and their growing families 

needed more room than they had at their home in Springville.  Henry, Ann, and Maggie 

had decided to move south to Levan; but then Jonathan came down from Heber City, and 

urged them to move there.  On 16 April 1872, they made that move, which turned out to 

be a positive and prosperous one.  Henry, a shoemaker and a fine musician who played 

the dulcimer, and always an active church member, went on to serve as Stake Clerk of 

Wasatch Stake, superintendent of the Heber Sunday School, and then Bishop of the 

Heber West Ward for many years.  He was a farmer, a schoolteacher, and a merchant, 

and owned a sawmill and shingle mill near Daniels Canyon, in what came to be called 

Clegg Canyon.  (Powell, p. 8) 

 

Margaret Ellen, the youngest of Jonathan and Ellen’s children, was married 28 

December 1872 in Heber City, to William Barnes.  She was seventeen years old, and 

William was twenty.  William was born in England, and came to Utah when he was 

twelve years old.  He went to work carrying the U.S. mail from Provo to Heber City 

during the Black Hawk War, and was in danger from both Indians and mail robbers as he 
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rode through the deep and narrow canyon.  The Heber Ward records (FHL Microfilm 

Number 26025, Items 1-2) mention the birth of their children Robert, 11 September 

1875; Nancy Ellen, 16 November 1877 (“blessed by Elders Jonathan and Henry Clegg 6 

January 1878”); Sarah Alice, 22 November 1879 (“blessed by Elder Jonathan Clegg”).   

Robert died young, when accidentally killed while gathering wood in Salt Creek with his 

father; another son, Jonathan, was drowned a few years later while swimming in a lake 

east of Heber City. 

 

Henry, who was known as Harry, Jonathan and Ellen’s last unmarried child, took 

a wife 3 August 1874, in Salt Lake City in the Endowment House.  He was twenty-one 

years old.  Margaret Ellen and William Barnes were also sealed there that same day.  

Harry’s son Ferris describes his parents’ meeting and courtship: 

Now, the time comes as it does to all teenagers, when they develop into 
manhood, and they start looking for girlfriends and a mate, and as young Harry 
was looking the young maids over, his eyes and wishes fell for a young Swedish 
girl by the name of Christina Bengtson, a daughter of Erick and Ingalena 
Anderson Bengtson.  This young lady was a beauty with long black hair to her 
waist and as delicate and pretty as a rose.  At the age of 12 years she came all 
alone, with a few friends, from Sweden to America and Utah.  She lived for one 
year with her sister, Mary Carlen, working to pay for her emigration bill.  She 
then came to Heber to live with her parents and a courtship followed between her 
and Harry.  She was fourteen years old when she married Harry in the Old 
Endowment house in Salt Lake City. 

 

 Harry and Christina had twelve children, all born in Heber City.  They were 

Robert, born 4 November 1875; Mary Ellen, born 8 Dec 1877; Lena, born 1 January 

1879; Henry X., born 11 November 1881 (he added the “X” to distinguish himself from 

all the other Henry Cleggs); Lena, born16 July 1883; Susannah (Susie), born 7 November 

1885; Frank, born 12 January 1888; Hyrum, born 7 June 1890; Stella, born 25 October 

1892; Oscar, born 11 October 1895; Roda Alice, born 23 April 1898; and the last child, 

Carl Erick Ferris, born 1 December 1901. 
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 Also in the year 1874, Jonathan received his American Citizenship.  The 

Certificate of Citizenship reads: 

 

CERTIFICATE OF CITIZENSHIP 

United States of America     Territory of Utah—ss. 

BE IT REMEMBERED, That on the 28th day of November in the year of our Lord One 
Thousand Eight Hundred and Seventy-four, Jonathan Clegg late of England, in the 
Kingdom of Great Britain at present of Wasatch Co. in the Territory aforesaid, appeared 
in the FIRST JUDICIAL DISTRICT COURT of the United States, in and for Utah 
Territory, and applied to the said Court to be admitted to become a CITIZEN of the 
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, pursuant to the directions and requirements of the 
several Acts of Congress in relation thereto.  And the said Jonathan Clegg, having 
thereupon produced to the Court such evidence, made such declaration and renunciation, 
and taken such oath as are by the said Acts required; thereupon it was ordered by the said 
Court that the said Jonathan Clegg be admitted, and he was accordingly admitted by the 
said Court to be a  

Citizen of the United States of America. 

IN TESTIMONY WHEREOF, The Seal of the said 
Court is hereunto affixed, this 28 day of November, 
in the year One Thousand Eight Hundred and 
Seventy-four, and in the year of our Independence 
the Ninety-ninth. 

[signed] Chas. W. Emerson, Clerk 

 

 

James, Jonathan and Ellen’s oldest son, had a very sad end.  According to the 

Deseret News of the day, James and his wife Mary Ann had been imprisoned in Salt Lake 

City for fraud and begging.  He died there, in jail, on 9 February 1875, at the age of 37 

years, and was buried in the Salt Lake City cemetery.  The cause of his death was 

determined at inquest to be pneumonia, brought on by “exposure and hard drinking.” 
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In How Beautiful Upon the Mountains, the Centennial History of Wasatch 

County, compiled by James Mortimer, there is the following discussion of the 

development of Heber City in 1875: 

The southern part of Heber City was at first homesteaded by Jonathan 
Clegg, and included an area a mile long and a quarter of a mile wide.  In 1875 Mr. 
Clegg sold three 40-acre sections to Wasatch County for only $150, stipulating 
that the land should be subdivided into city lots and sold to raise money to support 
the city schools.  The land was appraised by Thomas H. Giles, Probate Judge, 
Abram Hatch, Bishop of the Church and Thomas Rasband, trustee for the schools.  
These appraisers met several different times to consider the prices to be asked for 
the lots and finally on August 29, 1876 decided that the prices would range from 
$12 to $20 per lot depending on the exact size.  The average lot was 10 by 12 rods 
in size.  (Mortimer, pp. 205-206) 

…Later Mr. Clegg contributed to the Church, requested by President Hatch, who 
was president of theWasatch Stake, about 80 acres of his homestead as a freewill 
offering.  (Mortimer, p. 311) 

 

Carl Erick Ferris Clegg, son of Harry and Christina and grandson of Jonathan, has 

a different angle on this story.  He wrote,  

I read letters that were kept by him [Jonathan] and handed down to my 
father Henry (Harry) Clegg, which threatened to cut Grandfather off the church if 
he, Jonathan Clegg, didn’t comply with Bishop Abram Hatch’s wishes [that he 
sell or donate his land].  Also a letter from President Snow thanking Grandfather 
for complying with Bishop Abram Hatch’s wishes.  It is recorded in the book 
How Beautiful Upon the Mountains that Jonathan Clegg contributed to the 
Church, requested by President Hatch who was president of the Wasatch Stake 
about 80 acres of his homestead as a freewill offering.  It was 120 acres, and not a 
freewill offering, but handed over under a threat. 

 

A penciled note in Jonathan’s handwriting, dated July 18, 1876, reads: 

Bishop Hatch charged me, J. C., with swindling at a Public meeting and 
also said he had kept me from Robing the People of Heber City, which is a second 
time he has done it.  B Hatch charged me with Being a Lier.  He B Hatch also he 
keep me from Robing the Publick. 
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July 27th –Jonathan Clegg whent and told Bishop Hunter wat B A. Hatch 
said to me.  Bishop Hunter sent A. Hatch a letter Back with me to give him.  I 
gave it C. Shelton to give him.  After that Richard Jones whent down to S. L. City 
whent + told Bishop Hunter that Bp Hatch had settled with me, J. C., and had 
given me my 40 acres of L__ and maide it all Right and J. C. was well satisfied.  
And B. Hunter Rote a letter Back Testifying of his gladness and hoped that Br. J. 
C. whould look the hard words Bis. Hatch had used towards me J. C. and they 
whould die away.  The above is not true, they have not settled with me.  (Letter 
fragment, in possession of author.) 

 

 There was apparently a severe disagreement between Jonathan and presiding 

authority over the disposition of the land Jonathan had homesteaded more than fifteen 

years before.  Certainly it was prime land he held, and needed by the city for its growth.  

It can be regarded as a mark of Jonathan’s character that, despite harsh words and threats 

directed toward him, he acceded to the wishes of the Stake President to the benefit of the 

community rather than to his personal enrichment.  He obviously had strong feelings 

about the situation, which led him to set down in writing the circumstances, and 

apparently had extensive conversations with his son Harry concerning it.  Many others 

have fallen away from the Gospel with far less provocation, but Jonathan, true to his 

experiences in the past, remained a stalwart.  An anecdote repeated in several life 

sketches described him as a “…brave and noble man.  At one time a man threatened to 

shoot him, and he pulled back his coat and dared the man to shoot.” He was not hesitant 

to share his opinions, and no one would think of him as reticent or submissive—but he 

worked through this situation and remained faithful.  The Heber Ward records state that 

Jonathan and Ellen were “rebaptized” on 15 August 1880; this was a fairly common 

practice of the time, signifying a strengthened commitment to the Church.  Jonathan was 

a High Priest in the Melchizedek Priesthood, and regularly participated in ordinances of 

the church, frequently blessing new grandchildren. 

Jonathan and Ellen continued in their involvement in Church and family 

activities.  In June of 1890, now at age seventy-four, they traveled with their daughters 

and sons-in-law, Alice and Robert Broadhead and Margaret Ellen and William Barnes, to 

the Logan Temple.  There they had their children sealed to them, with Robert Broadhead 

acting as proxy for their four sons who had died.  They also did temple work for family 
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members in England who had not joined the Church.  At this time, Jonathan did the 

temple work for his father, Henry Clegg, Sr., with the baptism 24 June 1890 and the 

endowment 25 June 1890.  Ellen was proxy for Jonathan’s mother, Ellen Cardwell. (Cox, 

p. 4-5; C. E. F. Clegg, “Great Grandpa—Henry Clegg”) 

 

Alice Clegg Broadhead 

 

The Salt Lake Temple was completed in 1893, and when electricity was first 

made available and installed in and around the Temple, Jonathan and Ellen went to Salt 

Lake City to witness the occasion.  As the lights were turned on the temple for the first 

time, Jonathan turned to Ellen, with tears rolling down his face, and said, “I have seen my 

patriarchal blessing fulfilled.  I have seen the temple of the Lord lit up like a pillar of 

fire.”  (story told by Richard Thomas Barnes, a grandson of Jonathan and Ellen)  Indeed, 

over fifty years before in Preston England Jonathan had been blessed by Peter Melling, 
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“Thou shall be brought to that goodly land, and there partake of the blessings of the 

Earth.  Thou shall see glorious things, even the temple of the Lord that shall be raised up 

unto him.  Thou shall also see his glory for to rest upon it for a covering even a pillar of 

cloud by day and a light of a fire by night.”  Jonathan’s righteous and faithful life had 

entitled him to realize the fulfillment of those words. 

 

On 30 August 1894, Jonathan’s brother Henry died suddenly while working at the 

store he owned in Heber.  He was sixty-nine years old, and had become a very prominent 

member of the community, as well as a beloved father and leader in the Church.  He was 

buried in Heber City.   

 

The next year, more sorrow came to Jonathan and Ellen at the death of their son 

William, who was fifty-three years old.  After living in Heber City for about fifteen years 

of his married life, he and his wife Louisa had moved to Shelton, Bonneville County, 

Idaho.  He died 15 March 1895, and was buried there in Shelton. 

 

After writing the letter to the Pioneer Jubilee committee in May 1897 (transcribed 

in the Forward of this history), Jonathan apparently went to Salt Lake City on the train to 

participate in the celebration.   Whoever was supposed to meet him at the station failed to 

do so.  The following article appeared in the Wasatch Wave July 30, 1897, explaining 

what happened next: 

“One of the old veterans of the hand cart company, Jonathan Clegg of 
Heber, evidently found Salt Lake City somewhat changed since he last visited it.  
On arriving in the city along in the evening, he proceeded to hunt the place where 
he intended to stay during the Jubilee, but in the meantime, the streets were 
lighted up [with electric street lights] and presented such a dazzling appearance 
that old pioneer became bewildered and lost his way.  He walked around until 
about 2 o’clock in the morning when he lay down on the platform of a car to rest.  
He was soon espied by a night watchman and taken from there into the boiler 
rooms and allowed to remain until morning, when he was shown the right road 
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and went on his way rejoicing.  We’ll venture to say that Uncle Jonathan was not 
the only one “lost” during the Jubilee.”  (Reprinted in the Wasatch Wave, “One 
Hundred Years Ago”, July 30 1997) 

  

Ellen Walmsley Clegg died 30 October 1899, at the age of 83 years, 9 months.  

She was survived by her husband Jonathan and her three youngest children, Alice Clegg 

Broadhead, Henry (Harry) Clegg, and Margaret Ellen Clegg Barnes, who all lived in 

Heber.  She was buried 1 November 1899 in the Heber City Cemetery.  The following 

obituaries noted her passing: 

The Central School closed Wednesday afternoon to allow the children to 
attend the funeral of Grandma Clegg.  Grandma Clegg was the wife of Jonathan 
Clegg and daughter of Isaac and Elizabeth Walmsley.  She was born at Walton, 
Lancashire [sic], England, January 7, 1816, and was married to Jonathan Clegg in 
1835 [sic], and three years later became a member of the Mormon Church.  In the 
spring of 1856 she with her husband and family sailed for America and that fall 
came to Utah in Edward Martin’s company of handcarts, arriving at Salt Lake 
City a few days before Christmas.  There were but few people who did not know  
”Grandma Clegg” or “Aunt Ellen” as she was called.  (Clegg, C. E. F., p.6) 

 

IMPRESSIVE FUNERAL SERVICES OF MRS. ELLEN CLEGG— 

Heber City, Wasatch County, Nov. 1.—Today the mortal remains of Sister 
Ellen Clegg were lain away to rest in the City of the Dead.  The service was held 
in the Stake tabernacle.  The largest funeral procession ever seen in Heber City 
formed at the home of the deceased.  By the time the head of the procession 
reached the Stake house the last of the carriages was leaving the residence, 
something like half a mile distant.  The two ward Relief Societies headed the 
procession, followed by the Young Ladies and Primary children.  Then the 
pallbearers with the corpse, followed by some forty vehicles.  At the tabernacle 
some 200 children marched down the aisle and as they passed the coffin deposited 
their tribute of flowers on the coffin lid, which was literally covered two or three 
layers deep; it was grand to see the respect shown to Grandma Clegg. 

Service commenced at 2:40 p.m. with the usual service of song and 
prayer.  Bishop John Watkins of Midway and Albert Jones of Provo were the two 
first speakers.  They both crossed the plains in Edward Martin’s handcart 
company with the deceased.  John R. Murdock and the other two Patriarchs 
followed the above speakers.  President Hatch closing with a few appropriate 
remarks.  All the speakers eulogized the sterling qualities of the deceased.   
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Jonathan and Ellen Clegg had lived together some sixth-three years in 
wedded life, respected and beloved by all.  She leaves behind her a husband and a 
host of children, grandchildren, and some great-grandchildren, and friends 
unnumbered to cherish her memory.  (Deseret Evening News, Friday, November 
3, 1899, p. 7) 

 

HEBER—DEATH OF MRS. ELLEN CLEGG 

Another of our old pioneers passed away to the great beyond today.  Sister 
Ellen Clegg, the wife of Jonathan Clegg.  She was born near Preston, Lancashire, 
England, nearly 85 years ago, and embraced the Gospel in the fall of 1837 [sic].  
She leaves behind her a husband and a large number of relatives and dear friends 
to revere her memory.  The family were pioneers of the valley, moving here in the 
spring of 1860.  Mrs. Clegg assisted her husband in pulling a handcart across the 
State of Iowa, and across the plains in Capt. Edward Martin’s company, in the 
autumn of 1856.  Being caught in the snow on Sweet Water they had to live on a 
quarter of a pound of flour per day until relief came from the valleys.  (Deseret 
Evening News, Friday, November 1, 1899) 

 

Jonathan lived just over a year longer than Ellen, and died in Heber City on 13 

January 1901, at the age of 84 years, 10 months, and 25 days.  He was buried in the  

Heber Cemetery on 16 January 1901, next to Ellen.  As he had been a leader of the 

Martial Band for many years, it played at his funeral.  The Band led his funeral 

procession, dressed in a uniform of scarlet coats, tight fitting with gold and red braid 

down the front, and gold braid decorations on the shoulders, and navy blue trousers.  On 

their heads they wore dome-shaped navy hats with a large red feather plume.  (Mortimer, 

p. 236)  Bishop John Watkins, who had also come from England on the Horizon and was 

a member of the Martin Handcart Company, was an old friend who spoke at Jonathan’s 

funeral, as he had at Ellen’s. 

 

Ferris Clegg said of his grandparents, “Both remained staunch Latter-day Saints 

to the very end, and bore wonderful testimonies to the truth of the Gospel of Jesus Christ, 

and that Joseph Smith was indeed a true prophet of the true and living God.  Both lived 
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lives worthy for any person to follow.  Grandfather and Grandmother spent much time in 

the Logan Temple doing work for their dead.” 

 

Many of their descendants still live in the beautiful Heber Valley, and others are 

scattered throughout the states of Utah and Idaho and many other areas of the United 

States.  Jonathan and Ellen Walmsley Clegg were indeed “worthy of the name” of Saints, 

and of Pioneers.  Their legacy to their descendants is an example of endurance, faith, and 

honor, and with it comes a challenge to also be “worthy of the name” of Clegg. 
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Jonathan Clegg, about 45 years old 

(Original photo at Heber City DUP museum) 
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APPENDIX I 

Letters from Henry Clegg, Sr., to His Sons Henry and Jonathan 

Spelling and Punctuation as in Original 

 

Aug. 4, 1856 

Henry Clegg 

 I take this opportunity in writing you hopeing it will find you all in good health as 
it leves us as preasent we are very glad to hear from you.  We received thy letter on the 
21 of July our Jonathan and his family sailed out of Liverpool For Amarica on the 5 of 
May   perhaps he will reach thee before thou gets this letter 

 I dout he will have avery troublesome journey with all his family eccept James   
we have had a letter From James  he has come from Gibrealter and he is at Plimath   he 
did not say in his letter about his father and Mother   he thinks he will soon get his 
discharge   I have wrote to him 

 We have received all thy letters and we are glad that thou has received ours 

 I hope the crickets will not have again destroyed your crops this year 

 I am now on this month in my age August 4   68 in 1856. 

 I am working my way through life as well as I can, but I am very cant   I can yet 
walk 20 miles in A day but I cannot expect long to be so   thy mother is well considering 
her age   I am living and clogging at Moonsmill   we hav only 10 D apare for clogging 
Womans our Thomas has took ahouse and shop at Belfast in Ireland and he is caring on 
Both there and at Bamerbridge   our Betsy and John are still at Blackburn Factory    work 
here is very brisk here.  I think you will often be in want of many dainties having no trade 
with other nations   I think it would be much better if you had more trading with them for 
one nation is dependent on another.  England is a first rate place for that but it is 
distressed with great Salivise and taxation. 

 We often think and talk about you and Israel   his Granmother is often Speaking 
about him  we should think it agreat Blesing if we ever should be permited to see you  we 
often think of the sufferings you have had in going that tedious journey   I no thou has 
suffered a great deal both in Body and mind in having on the way to leave thy Blesses 
wife and that lovly child but I don’t wish to harvist they Blessed feeling up with too 
much thought of these things   we rejoice that thou has got A Partner which thou Prises so 
Dear   I hope your love one to another will continy 
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 I hope she will be frutful and greatly multiply and be as Olive Branchis round thy 
Table   is it my Prayer that the God of Heaven may rest his Blesings upon you 

 I am glad that her parents is near you   send me word what part of England they 
have come from   Henry thou wishis me to join your church and be Baptized   thou 
knows that I rely wholly on the mercy of God in Christ jesus   I know that a sinner cannot 
find mercy with a god of Justice no other way but thrugh the rightousness and sacrifices 
was offered up for remission of sins where in was the sheding of Blood   I can bear 
Testamony that when I came to God this way I saw justice satisfied and I received the 
remission of my sins and as a command to fulfil righteous I was then Baptise   I have not 
the lest dout but I shall Die the death of the righteous and be among the Blood washed 
throng Praising God for his redeeming love for ever and ever. 

 Henry be thou gets this letter our Jonathan and his family will have arrived with 
thee and I hope all will be well with them   I hope that William has landed safe   I think 
Elin will have had many a hard tug and I am sure our Jonathan will have had many a hard 
day and night   may the lord Bless him and all his family in all there undertakings amen.  
If I was there with Billy we would have Plenty of fun catching fish and those Butiful 
Birds thou speaks of  Be a good lad Billy it may happen be the case some time. 

 I am 68 this day aug 4 1856   henry thou said in thy letter that thy wife she would 
send us aletter but we have not got one yet   we could like one from her 

 Henry all thy Frends and acquences sends there best respects to thee hoping thou 
will do well   in thy next letter send us word what thou pays for leather and wood and 
nails and candles sope meal and flour and coals and potatois   we sent 2 of music wire 6 
is and up 

 As thy wife is such agood Singer I have sent heravirse to sing in remembrence of 
me  

 Henry clogging here is at a very low heb and work is hear at a very low eb  it is 
Both scarce and little for doing it  it is very hard for me to keep myself and thy mother 
but I don’t wish thee to put thyself any out of the way to help us   I don’t Desire it of thee   
or probation here is very short and we shall soon have done 

 Tell Israel his Granmother is often talking of him Preching for her about Dicke 
Birds   that turtle Dove I had at Liverpool our Alice has it yet 

Thou never sent me word whether thou ever made any use of thy Net   we have 
fine weather now and the crops is very good, but through having been at War with Rusha 
it has made flour very Dear 

I was over at Liverpool not long since   I was at Mrs. Hodgson and she told me 
that Mr Mixhan From Manchester had been over and was inquiring after thee and he told 
her if thou ever came to set up Business in England he would give thee credit with goods 
to the value of 3 hundred pounds   Richard Densy was with him and he was made his 
head man 
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William says he thinks of coming to you next summer but one but I hardly think 
he will  

Our Betsy and John sends there kind love to you all   The are living still at 
Blackburn   John says he would like to come to you 

I hope our Jonathan will send all perticurs of his vouage as soon as he arrives with 
you 

Thomas parker whshis to o if his brother Henry Parker be yet alive as he has not 
herd from him this 9 years.  He went from Wittle near Chrly   thou must inquire for him 
and send work in thy letter whether he is yet alive or not 

Henry thou says that Brigham Yong is atrue Prophet   well be it so but thou must 
not forget that Jesus Christ is our great Prophet Preist and King   Henry I am no secterion   
I have the New testament For my rule of life   the Blood of jesus Christ his son clenseth 
us from all Sin   it is that fountain which is open   For sin and uncleaness he became sin 
for us he who new no sin that we might be made the children of God in him   here in 
England we have no arbeterry laws   every man can worship God even as he believes 

William and Alice sends there kind love to thee and they Wife and Isral and 
Robert singleton and Betsy sends there kind love to thee and our Betsy and John and our 
Thomas and his family send there love to thee, and Mrs Salthous and Elin and Billy and 
Mary    I wrote to Mrs hodghen at Liverpool But I have not got answer and I have not see 
thy Uncle Johathan nor any of his family lately   when thou sends they next letter derect ti  

Henry Clegg   Moonsmill in Waltonledle Lancashire England 

I must now bid you ferewell   it may be I shall never hear from you again but I 
hope to meet with you on Zion hill 

 

Henry Clegg 

 

(Above letter furnished by Helen Clegg, entered onto Clegg Family Website 10 
Jan 2000 by Susan Biesele) 
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Letter from Henry Clegg Sr. to his sons Jonathan and Henry Clegg Jr. 

 

 

1861 Aug 

 

Jonathan and Henry, 

I am again sparid to write to you hoping to find you all in good health and happy.  
I have wrote this on my Birthday the 4 of August Sunday. 

Henry I am this Day 70-3 years old   I am got very Feble    some time Back I had 
2 parslatic stroke and the have left me very Bad and thy Mother is much worse than I am   
it is hard work For her to walk it cross the flore.  We are near our journeys end.  I have 
not had a letter from either of you since about the 6 of jennury.  But I have seen these 2 
letters one at our Thomas and one at our Alice’s.  I was glad to hear that you are doing 
very well. 

I am happy to see in your letters that you are all Doing very well 

Henry I am glad to here that thy Wife thinks so well of thee.  I know she has no 
reason to think other wise    I should like to see all your children.  His grandmother wants 
to know if he can yet Preach about Dickey Birds.  Our Jonathan has only sent us one 
letter since he went From us.  I often think and talk about Billy   I dar say he is as [likely] 
A lad as ever he was   I should like to see him 

[This is where the copy of the letter ends.  The rest of the letter is missing.  
Transcribed by Chris Christiansen from a handwritten copy made by Marion Clegg.] 
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1862 Letter from Henry Clegg Sr. to his son Henry Jr. 

(Last letter received from Henry Clegg) 

___ Tenth 1862 

 

Henry, 

Received thy letter on the 8th of ___ was very glad to here from you all.  Things 
here are in a very bad way.  Factories are some of them shut up all together and some are 
running short time 2 days and some 3 days in a week.  Things have been in a very bad 
state.  We are glad to know that you are all doing well.  I have not yet seen that letter thou 
has sent to our Thomas but I will____. 

Thy mother and me are still living on this earth but our time is very short.  Thy 
mother is very ill aflected with rumetisim.  She can hardly walk across the flore.  I am 
very thankful for the mones thou sent.  It has done us good.  Thou wanted to know how 
we went on at the house of correction with those 4 young men.  3 of them had 6 months 
each and one 12 months.  They had other inditements against them.  We got part of our 
money back.  We stand greatly in need of help but we cannot expect that thou can have 
any thing to share    having a wife and 6 children to keep thou has enough to do.  We 
would like to see thy wife, thyself, and thy children.  But we never shall.  Thy wife is like 
a fruitful vine.  They are a great blessing to you.  We wish to know how our Jonathan is 
going on and Ellen and all her children and what they are doing for a living and what is 
William doing?  We would like to see all of you but we never can. 

Our Alice is very poorly and our Betsy is very well in health but is very poor.  
She sends her love to thee and thy wife and all of you.  She has buried her youngest child 
lately.  She has only two children, they are living at Blackburn Fallan.  Cook and Betty 
are living at Manchester.  Thy mother will send her likeness if its possible but she cannot 
go to Preston she is so lame. 

[Contributed to Clegg Family Website by Chris Christiansen.  Original 
handwritten image of letter is included] 
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APPENDIX II 

Pioneer Jubilee Letter from Jonathan Clegg 
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