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On Oct 28, at Haun's Mill, Shoal creek, a group of Mormons collected together to hold a council about the best course of action for them to pursue in defense against the mobs. The result of the meeting was that they should defend themselves against a mob. Thomas McBride was one of those at Haun's Mill. Tuesday October 30 1838, a mob went to Haun's Mill, on Shoal creek. "Three-fourths of the day had passed in tranquility, as smiling as the preceding one." Children were playing, fathers guarded the mills, and others gathered crops for winter. Around four o'clock, the mob arrived. They formed themselves "into a three square position, forming a vanguard in front." The mobs leader, Mr. Nehemiah Comstock ignored the call for peace by David Evans and fired (along withone-hundred other rifles) into a blacksmith's shop where some had fled for safety. The next day Joseph Smith commented, "When we arrived at the house of Mr. Haun, we found Mr. Merrick's body lying in the rear of the house, Mr. McBride's in front, literally mangled from head to foot. We were informed by Miss Rebecca Judd, who was an eye witness, that he was shot with his own gun, after he had given it up, and then cut to pieces with a corn cutter by Mr. Rodgers of Daviess county, who keeps a ferry on Grand river, and who has since repeatedly boasted of this act of savage barbarity." Thomas White McBride was among eighteen or nineteen who died there at Haun's Mill. All the dying were stripped and brutally killed because they would not renounce their religion. Nathan K. Knight, a survivor, "saw a Missourian cut down Father McBride with a corn-cutter, and also saw them stripping the dying." McBride's killer latter threatened to kill Knight like he had done McBride. (Source: History of the Church v.3: 182-187.) Father Thomas McBride, as they called him, was "an old man" who after the massacre was partially over, threw himself into their hands and begged for quarter, when he was instantly shot down; that not killing him, they took an old corn cutter and literally mangled him to pieces." This man and the injustice done to him was far from forgotten after the incident occured. "This babarous deed is vividly describe by President John Taylor in his controversy with Mr. Schuyler, Vice-President of the United State, 1870." He said, "My mind wanders back upwards of thirty years ago, when, in the state of Missouri, Mr. McBride, an old, grey-haired, venerable veteran of the Revolution, with feeble frame and tottering step, cried to a Missouri patriot: 'Spare my life, I am a Revolutionary soldier, I fought for liberty. Would you murder me? What is my offense, I believe in God and revelation?' This frenzied discled of misplaced faith said: 'Take that, you _____ ______ Mormon,' and with the butt of his gun he dashed his brains out, and he lay quivering there,-his white locks clotted with his own brains and gore, on that soil that he has heretofore shed his blood to redeem- a sacrifice at the shrine of liberty! Shades of Franklin, Jefferson and Washington, were you there? Did you gaze on this deed of blood? Did you see your companion in arms thus massacred?" (History of the Church v.3 p.220-221.)

The following is a story about the butchery at Haun's Mill told from another prospective:

A Miracle at Haun's Mill

We sold our beautiful home in Kirtland and traveled all summer to reach Missouri... We arrived in Caldwell County, near Haun's Mill. Two days before this we were taken prisoners by an armed mob that demanded every bit of ammunition and every weapon we had. We surrendered all. They knew it, for they searched our wagons. A few more miles brought us to Haun's Mill, where an awful scene of murder was about to be enacted. My husband, Warren Smith, pitched our tent by the blacksmith's shop.

Brother David Evans made a treaty with the mob that they would not molest us. He came just before the massacre and called the company together and we all knelt in prayer.

I then sat in my tent. Looking up, I suddenly saw the mob coming -- the same mob that had taken our weapons. They came like so many demons... Before I could get to the blacksmith's shop to alarm the brethren, the bullets were whistling amongst us. I seized my two little girls and escaped across the millpond on a slab-walk. Another sister fled with me. Though we were women with tender children in flight for our lives, the demons poured volley after volley to kill us. A number of bullets entered my clothes, but I was not wounded.

When the firing had ceased I went back to the scene of the massacre, for there were my husband and three sons, of whose fate I as yet knew nothing. As I returned, I found the sister in a pool of blood where she had fainted, having been shot through the hand. Further on was laying dead Brother McBride, an aged white-haired revolutionary soldier. His murderer had literally cut him to pieces with an old corn cutter...

Passing on, I came to a scene more terrible still to a mother and wife. Emerging from the blacksmith shop was my eldest son, bearing on his shoulders his little brother Alma.

"Oh! My Alma is dead!", I cried in anguish.

"No, Mother, I think Alma is not dead, but father and Sardius (the third son) are killed."

What an answer was this to appall me. My husband and son murdered, and another little son seemingly mortally wounded, and perhaps before the dreadful night should pass the murderers would return and complete their work!

But I could not weep then. The fountain of tears was dry, the heart overburdened with its calamity, and all the mother's sense absorbed in its anxiety for the precious little boy which God alone could save by his miraculous aid. We laid little Alma on a bed in our tent and I examined the wound. It was a ghastly sight. The entire hip joint of my wounded boy had been shot away. Flesh, hip bone, joint and all had been ploughed out from the muzzle of the gun, which the ruffian placed to the child's hip through the logs of the shop and deliberately fired. I knew not what to do. "Oh my Heavenly Father," I cried, "what shall I do? Thou seest my poor wounded little boy and knowest my inexperience. Oh, Heavenly Father, direct me in what to do!"

Then I was directed as by a voice speaking to me. The ashes of our fire was still smoldering. We had been burning the bark of the shag-bark hickory. I was directed to take those ashes and make a lye and put a cloth saturated with it right into the wound. It hurt, but little Alma was too near death to heed it much. Again and again I saturated the cloth and put it into the hole from which the hip joint had been ploughed, and each time mashed flesh and splinters of bone came away with the cloth. The wound soon became as white as chicken's flesh.

Having done as directed, I again prayed to the Lord and was again instructed as distinctly as though a physician had been standing by speaking to me. Nearby was a slippery-elm tree. From this I was told to make a slippery-elm poultice and fill the wound with it. My eldest son was sent to get the slippery-elm. From the roots of the [tree the] poultice was made and the wound, which took fully a quarter of a yard of linen to cover so large was it, was properly dressed. It was then I found vent to my feelings in tears, and resigned myself to the anguish of the hour.

The next day I removed my wounded boy to a house some distance off and dressed his hip, with the Lord directing me as before. I was reminded that in my husband's trunk there was a bottle of balsam. This I poured into the wound, greatly soothing Alma's pain.

"Alma, my child," I said, "do you believe that the Lord made your hip?"

"Yes, Mother", he replied.

"Well, the Lord can make something there in the place of your hip. Don't you believe He can, Alma?"

"Do you think that the Lord can, Mother?" inquired the child in his simplicity.

"Yes, my son," I replied, "He has shown it all to me in a vision."

Then I laid him comfortably on his face, and said, "Now you lay like that, and don't move, and the Lord will make you another hip."

So Alma laid on his face for five weeks, until he was entirely recovered, a flexible gristle having grown in place of the missing joint and socket, which remains to this day a marvel to physicians.

On the day that he walked again, I was out of the house fetching a bucket of water when I heard screams from the children. Running back, I entered and there was Alma dancing around and the other children screaming in astonishment and joy.

It has now been forty years, and Alma has never been the least crippled during his life, and he has traveled quite a long period of time as a missionary of the gospel and a living miracle of the power of God.

The news of the Mormon Miracle spread far and near and after Amanda went to Quincy, Illinois, she was visited by five physicians sent by a board of doctors in St. Louis who had heard of the case and wished to investigate. After watching the action of the hip as Alma walked, they declared it a complete mystery. They could not understand what kind of combination it was that supplied strength and action, for the hip bone was gone. A sort of gristle had partly supplied the place and it was just as strong as the other leg and as active though there was a depression easily detected through his clothing. They asked the name of the surgeon who had performed the wonderful piece of surgery. Amanda replied, "Jesus Christ". They said, "Not the Savior of the world." She replied, "Yes, the same, Sirs; He was the Physician and I was the nurse."

(Source: Amanda's Journal, the personal history of Amanda Barnes Smith,

