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Synopsis: God Is Our Constant Companion
on the Oregon Trail -- The Thrasher family were one family who had
partook in the Oregon Wagon Trail, and who in this story, suffered
many tragedies throughout their journey. Leaving St. Joseph, MO and
headed to Scio, Oregon--the pains and the triumphs are recorded
here, including journals written by Captain John Seiger and his
accompanying brother, Charles B. Seiger.

 


 



Prologue

 


 Following the murder of Captain Seiger and his brother,
Charles young Benjamin Thrasher, who was brother of Howard
Thrasher, took over the well-kept journals of Captain Seiger and
brings to us a compelling account of their traumatic moments as
well as their undying faith in God, as they journeyed along the
Southern Route, heading towards Oregon.

 From
tragic moments of the loss of loved ones in nearly every family, to
the horrendous acts of heroism, the accounts of all are logged in
one special journal which was kept, shared and passed on to be
admired and treasured for generations to pass.

I’m the son of the late Sarah Elizabeth
Kinnington and Howard Eugene Thrasher, long passed, but never
forgotten and I will be sharing our adventures of blind faith along
the Old Oregon Wagon Trail.

Without any doubt, the faith it took in
making such an adventure and the amazing God we have cannot be
ignored in order to better understand this story. I have published
this book and several others in order to keep my parents' memory
alive and to pass on the sweet advantages of keeping your faith in
God amongst the good and the bad times in a life.

May this story shed light at the end of
many dark tunnels for many to come, and may your faith in God stand
strong in your times of trial set ahead of you.

I would like to show due respect and
thankfulness to all involved in the journey we encountered out on
the plains and may each one never be forgotten.


Chapter One


 


“Winter is about over Sarah,
and life will be a little easier; don’t let yourself worry so much
about what you cannot get done. Our main concern is the children
and the animals right now. Let’s just concentrate on that honey,
alright?” my papa told mama, in hopes that he could settle some of
her nerves.

It had been a long hard winter for us
Thrashers, as mama and papa have lost two children to stifling
diseases. Their youngest child was only two and a half years old
when he became prey to ague after a bout with a small pox
outbreak.

The poor thing managed to get through
and over the pox and the whole family was so thrilled to see him
doing so well, when one night after the candles had been blown out,
died away in silence in his sleep.

We don’t believe mama ever fully
recovered from losing little Mattie. He was her baby and such a
bundle of laughs to be around. It was right before sun up and mama
had just gotten up early, like she always does; to go in and start
cooking that breakfast we all knew so well. We always said that “it
would be mama’s good old country cookin’ that would keep us home or
bring us all back home”.

It wouldn’t matter how far we travel;
we would find a way home back to mama’s sweet fried bacon cookin’
in that pan, and the gravy left over from that bacon grease just
left you wanting more with a hurtin’ belly if you dared.

In hearing the blood curdling scream
that early morning, it has been branded in my brain for the rest of
my life. Poor mama was all alone when she went in and discovered
that Mattie was gone.

I still to this day wish someone else
would have found him and maybe mama would not have lost so much of
herself afterwards. Papa was up before I could get two feet out
from the covers and it was when I heard my papa wailing, that I
knew exactly what was wrong.

We had went to bed that night thinkin’
that Mattie was gonna be just fine, but I guess he took a quick
turn for the worst and just never knew it.

Mama found him all cuddled up on his
side, just as if he was lying beside old Hank, our family dog. If
you couldn’t find Mattie, you couldn’t find old Hank either. They
were one and the same and they always wore themselves out so much,
they would just conk out wherever they were.

Once I found old Hank and Mattie all
curled up together in a stack of old stinkin’ hay out in the barn.
They had been chasing rabbits and I guess the rabbits won. But now
I won’t be seein’ that no more and those screams will live on
forever in my mind.

It took papa about ten minutes before
he could even console mama. I wasn’t sure what would happen next,
as I watched in horror and cried by myself. I knew I wasn’t only
crying because I had just lost my little brother, Mattie, but
because I knew right then that my mama and papa would be changed
forever and I was right--they were never the same.

Well, after we found Mattie and after
mama was able to slightly function, papa was able to pry Mattie
from her arms and present him with a decent burial. Lord knows we
had been good at that. We had helped our papa bury my Grandma
Thrasher and Gramps Thrasher along with another sister that had
died in birth. We have helped many of our neighbors along the way
bury their own as well.

It is not something you enjoy, but you
just do it because someone has to.

So, pa and I went outback and laid
sweet Mattie on top of a pure white cloth that mama had hand picked
out for him to lay on. I stood there as I watched my papa cry and
it hurt me even more to see my papa cry so hard. After papa and I
paid our respects to Mattie, we both knew that the hardest part was
before us and we both slowly walked back to the house to collect
mama so that she too, could come out and say goodbye to her baby
boy.

The day ended with tears rolling down
our faces and cries being let out, held in and then, let out again.
At times it felt like I was going to choke from the constant state
of tears in my throat. Papa carried and then put mama onto the bed
and after that I heard the back door quietly close.

I knew too well to not follow papa,
‘cause after all he had been through, he would need to have some
alone time with God, giving thanks for the strength to get through
such a thing.

My papa was a very spiritual man,
always praying and always thanking. He always said that “first you
thank God son, then you pray”. I always thought that sounded a bit
backwards to me, but after growing into the Lord some more, I came
very close to understanding what papa meant.

“We show reverence to God by
thanking Him, thanking for everything we got, everything we don’t
got”, pa would say. After we’ve thanked Him and shown our respect
of Him, then we sit down to pray about things we might need, or
think we need.

Papa was a good man, worked hard and
loved the Lord and that’s about all you could ask for in a father
here on earth. If you got that in a papa, everything will fall into
place.

Mama was a calm and intelligent and
knowing woman. She always tried to act like she was tougher than
most mamas. She never did threaten us kids with papa, like most
mama’s do. She just threatened us with her.

I never did see mama have to swat any
one of us, but the fact she could was enough for us, I guess. A
beautiful woman she was, with long, soft auburn hair. Papa always
said if it wasn’t so beautiful, he would say it looked like
fire.

Mama didn’t like fire much, so he never
mentioned it to her. Her parents and baby sister had died in a barn
fire. Mama was only about fourteen when it happened and her sister
was only three years old, and the spittin’ image of mama. Mama
didn’t know her sister had wandered out into the barn after her
parents, who were fighting desperately to put it out.

They had screamed out to mama to watch
her sister and Sally Maye had already headed out the back door of
the house, picked up some cans and was on the far south side of the
bran, thinkin’ she could help. Mama’s mama and daddy was on the
other side of the barn, had no idea that Sally Maye was out there,
and just as the barn collapsed, it fell towards the south side and
no one knew that Sally Maye had been buried in the pit of fire and
smoke.

Mama was going crazy in the house
looking all over for her sister, thinkin’ maybe she had gotten
scared and was hiding under beds. So, mama was spendin’ her time
searching under everything Sally Maye would fit under.

Eventually, she knew that her sister
must have gone outside in the midst of all the chaos. Mama slowly
took that dreadful walk out to her mama and papa who were just
about ready to give up on the fire and let it burn, and by the look
upon mama’s face they too, knew what was wrong.

Mama only told us the story one time so
we would know what happened to her family, but it was as if it had
just happened when she told us. Her mama took off for the barn as
soon as she saw my mama’s face and mama’s papa took off after her.
Mama said she just stood there feeling so full of guilt that she
was frozen in time.

She finally came to her senses when she
looked out and her mama and papa both had dived back into the
burning fire to find Sally Maye and that neither one of them
survived. To this day, mama believes that her daddy just gave up
and gave up himself too, because he had lost a daughter and was
losing his wife as well.

So, my mama was left alone in a house,
along with some cows, some steers, a few horses that were not in
the barn at the time of the fire, some fields to plow and food in
storage that mama had stored the previous winter. So, you see--my
mama has had enough of pain and sadness, so with her losing Mattie,
I’m sure mama is headed further into a saddened heart.

Mama recovered somewhat from losing
baby Mattie but her appearance somehow has changed. She’s still
beautiful and has that long, auburn hair, but something has
changed. It’s like all the shine has left her hair, her face and
that sweet smile that used to sparkle like the sun.

Who could blame her for the pain she
has had. No mama in the world wants to bury their child--much less
two. Her first heartache was burying Elizabeth, who would have been
called Lizzy by me, if she had lived.

She was born one Saturday morning, a
bright and shining Sabbath day, while the birds were chirping all
around us.

If it hadn’t been such a tragic event
and loss, the sounds would have been heavenly. Mama had passed out
during birth, so she has no recollection of the entire birth. All
she knew, was she woke up to a missin’ born babe in her
arms.

The way in which mama handled the
horrible news kept us on guard for several days. She just put on a
show like she was gonna be alright. Of course, we all knew she was
just in shock and sure enough the shock wore off one day about four
months down the road.

Papa had to go
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