
Tribute to Mary Penfold Goble 

 The William and Mary Goble family joined the Church in November 1855 and immediately began 

preparing to emigrate.  Six months later, they sailed for Zion on the Horizon and joined the Hunt wagon 

company, which traveled near the Martin Company for most of the journey.  They had six children 

ranging in age from 2-years to 13-years.  The oldest daughter, 13-year-old Mary, kept a journal of the 

family’s experiences.  The youngest child, 2-yr-old Fanny, caught the measles on the ship; she died at 

Iowa City and was buried there.  Another daughter, Edith, was born and died as the family traveled across 

Nebraska. 

 Mary said, “We traveled till we got to the Platte River.  That was the last walk I ever had with my 

mother.  We caught up with the handcart company that day.  We watched them cross the river.  It was 

bitter cold.  The next morning there were fourteen dead in camp through the cold.  We went back to camp 

and went to prayers.  We sang the song ‘Come, Come, Ye Saints, No Toil Nor Labor Fear.”  Mary’s 

mother had become so ill that she could no longer walk and had to ride in their wagon. 

 At six weeks old, newborn Edith died for want of nourishment.  Mary said, “I felt like I couldn’t 

leave her, for I had seen so many graves opened by wolves.  The rest of the company had got quite a ways 

when my father came back for me.  I told him I could not leave her to be eaten by wolves.  It seemed too 

terrible; but he talked to me and we hurried on.”  Later that week, Mary wrote, “When we arrived at 

Devil’s Gate, it was bitter cold.  While there an ox fell on the ice and the brethren killed it and the beef 

was given out to the camp.  My brother James ate a hearty supper and was as well as he ever was when he 

went to bed.  In the morning he was dead.”  The wagons left lots of their things at Devil’s Gate in order to 

help carry the sick and incapacitated.  Mary said, “My feet were frozen, also my brother Edwin and my 

sister Caroline had their feet frozen.  It was nothing but snow.  We could not drive the pegs in our tents.  

Father would clean a place for our tents and put snow around to keep it down.  We could not get enough 

flour for bread as we got only a quarter of a pound per head a day, so we would make it like thin gruel.  

We called it skilly.” 

 Soon after leaving Martin’s Cove, the Hodgetts and Hunt wagon companies began to fall behind 

the Martin Company.  As more rescuers arrived, they primarily assisted the handcart Saints.  Placing them 

in wagons pulled by fresh horses and mules, they stretched one to two weeks ahead of the wagon 

companies, which for a time were still pulled by tired oxen.  Mary said, “We arrived in Salt Lake City at 9 

‘o clock at night the 11
th

 of December 1856.  Three out of the four that were living were frozen.  My 

mother was dead in the wagon.  She died between the Little and Big Mountains.  Early next morning, 

Brother Brigham Young and a doctor came.  When Brigham Young saw our condition, our feet frozen 

and our mother dead, tears rolled down his cheeks.  The doctor wanted to cut my feet off at the ankles, but 

President Young said, ‘No, just cut off the toes and I promise you that you will never have to take them 

off any farther.  The doctor amputated my toes using a saw and butcher knife.  The sisters were dressing 

my mother for her grave.  My father walked in the room where mother was, and then back to us.  He 

could not shed a tear.  When my feet were fixed, they packed us in to see our mother for the last time.  

Oh, how did we stand it?  That afternoon she was buried in the Salt Lake Cemetery.” 

 Like many others, William Goble became discouraged during his first months in Zion.  He told his 

children he would take them home to England as soon as he earned enough money.  Those plans changed, 

however, because one day he came home and told his children, “I have seen your mother today, and she 

wants us to stay here.  Everything will be all right.”  William remarried and moved to Nephi, Utah.  His 

descendants remember him as a ‘man with great faith and healing power.’  At the 50
th

 handcart jubilee, 

Mary visited her mother’s grave for the first time and wrote,” No one knows how I felt as we stood there 

by her grave.  I thought of her words, ‘I want to go to Zion while my children are small, so they can be 

raised in the Gospel of Christ.  For I know this is the true Church.’  I think my mother had her wish.” 

*Resource: ‘The Price We Paid,’ by Andrew D. Olsen 


