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[Around] eight-thirty, it was thought proper to have a little season of recreation, accordingly Brother Hanson was invited 

to produce his violin, which he did, and played several lively airs accompanied by Elisha Averett on his flute, among 

others some very good lively dancing tunes. This was too much for the gravity of Brother Joseph Young who indulged in 

dancing a hornpipe, and was soon joined by several others, and before the dance was over several French fours were 

indulged in. The first was opened by myself [Brigham Young] with Sister Whitney and Elder Heber C. Kimball and 

partner. The spirit of dancing increased until the whole floor was covered with dancers, and while we danced before the 

Lord, we shook the dust from off our feet as a testimony against this nation. 

 

After the dancing had continued about an hour, several excellent songs were sung, in which several of the brethren and 

sisters joined. The “Upper California” was sung by Erastus Snow, after which I called upon Sister Whitney who stood up 

and invoking the gift of tongues, sang a beautiful song of Zion in tongues. The interpretation was given by her husband, 

Bishop Whitney, and me, it related to our efforts to build this house to the privilege we now have of meeting in it, our 

departure shortly to the country of the Lamanites, their rejoicing when they hear the gospel and of the ingathering of 

Israel. 

- Contributed by Kurt Kammeyer 

 

The Upper California,  

Oh, that’s the land for me! 

It lies between  the mountains and 

The great Pacific Sea. 

The Saints can be supported there, 

And taste the sweets of liberty, 

In Upper California, 

Oh that’s the land for me! 

 

We’ll go and lift our standard. 

We’ll go there and be free. 

We’ll go to California, 

And have our Jubilee. 

A land that blooms with beauty rare, 

A land of life and liberty. 

With flocks and herds abounding, 

Oh, that’s the land for me! 

 

We’ll burst off all our fetters 

And break the Gentile yoke. 

For long it has beset us, 

But now it shall be broke. 

Nor more shall Jacob bow the neck; 

Henceforth he shall be great and free 

In Upper California, 

O, that’s the land for me! 

 

(Last verse refrain) 

Our tow’rs and temples there shall rise 

Along the great Pacific Sea. 

In Upper California, 

O, that’s the land for me! 



 


