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Archibald McPhail
"In the Midst of Thee" - volumes 1 & 2 contain 200 favorite Glenn Rawson Stories - at www.historyofthesaints.org and at participating bookstores.


October 23rd, 1856:  The Willy Handcart Company was camped at the base of Rocky Ridge, Wyoming.  They had just passed a cold and miserable night in the snow.  If they had slept at all, it would have been because of sheer exhaustion.  Starving, weak, and chilled, they now faced what would be their greatest triumph yet.  They would have 15 miles to cover that day to get over that exposed summit to shelter at Rock Creek Hollow.


Slogging through knee-deep snow and into the face of a howling northwest wind that dropped windchill below zero and pieced them through, it would take some of the company more than 20 hours to reach Rock Creek, and some would not make it at all, their bodies lying stiff and frozen along the road.


Though the rescuers had found them, there were only 6 wagons that accompanied them.  Only the sickest could ride.  At one point Rocky Ridge climbs 700 feet in 2 miles.  It is a steep hike under the best of conditions, and they had to keep hiking on die.


Archibald McPhail was given charge of the people in his tent.  He made it over Rocky Ridge to Rock Creek, and took inventory of his charges.  As was the case with so many in their weakened state, one woman had lagged behind and was unaccounted for.  Rather than stay in the relative security of the sheltered camp, Archibald felt it was his duty to go back and find her.  Notwithstanding his own weakness and exhaustion, he cheerfully set out to find her.


Four miles back along the trail on the far side of Strawberry Creek he found her. He pleaded with her to come, but she refused to cross that icy stream; she would stay there and die.  Archibald crossed the frozen stream and picked the woman up, but as he crossed the stream he fell through the ice and was soaked to the waist.  By the time he reached camp, his clothes were frozen to him and he was deeply chilled.  There was no fire for him; the men in camp too weak and exhausted to go in search of firewood.


With no warm food or drink, Archibald was put to bed under a handcart.  The wind blew strong through the night and overturned the handcart three times.  By morning, he was burning with fever.  As they broke camp and moved on, Archibald was loaded in the sick wagon.  He would not walk again.


Finally, just outside of present-day Evanston, Wyoming, Jane McPhail sat by her husband’s side in the wagon as he quietly slipped away.  A small tallow candle burned and Jane prayed the candle last until Archibald’s mortal sufferings ended.  Finally, the candle flickered out at the same moment her husband breathed his last.  He was 39 years of age.


If by the grace of God we are given stewardship over someone else, I hope this story serves as a reminder - don’t forget them.
Glenn Rawson - July 2019
Music:  “Life and Death” (edited) – Ephraim’s Rescue - Paul Cardall

Song:  “Arrival in the Valley” - Envoy
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