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THE DESERET NEWS.

Corvespondence.

ST. GEORGE, August 5.
DiAR DESEREYT NEWS:

Although invited, it seems a task to
me to address the public through the
press; yet, wishing to make myself use-
ful I will pen a few lines from our far
sunny south—St. George and its sur-
roundings.

A little over five years ago ground
was first broken where St, George now
stands, and notwithstanding appear-
ances were forbidding, and circumstan-
ces trying, yet to-day thiscity will com-

are favorably with Great Salt Lake

ity when it was 12 years old, especially
in fruit. Almost every man has fruit,

articularly grapes, in abundance for

is family, while some have more than
they can well take care of. In two

ears more our ‘‘Dixie’ will be able to
oad trains with excellent wine, splen-
did dried grapes and other fruit dried
or canned, or both, as the market may
demand.

While upon this subject I will call
the attention of the Latter-day Saints
to the fact that, from our first arrival in
these mountains, the Priesthood urged
upon us the importance of cultivating
fruit trees and vines, also shade and or-
namental trees; yet I see, as I travel
about the settlements, here -and there a
man, even in Great Salt Lake City, who
has neglected this great and pleasing
duty; and passers remark,there isaslow
man, he makes but a poor mark in the
world; there are neither trees mor flow-
ers about his place, and his children, if
he has any, will be tempted to steal
neighbo#’s fruit; and if they should, he
is in a great measure accountable for
this sin. Very few, if any, of this class
are to be found in our ‘Dixie,”” while
many are still enlarging and spreading
out vineyards that will soon call for

many laborers.
- Much attention is now being paid to
propagating the best varieties of grapes,

as this is proved to be a natural grape
-country. Those in the north, who want
a warmer and better climate, and who
take pleasure in cultivating the vineand
other southern productions, are invited
to come down and help us raise vine-
{l.rds, build beautiful arbors, and make

hemselves beautiful homes. Any num-
ber of rooted vines can now be had at a
small expense, while cuttings are as
plenty as to be almost without wvalue.
As to room, we have twice the amount
of land we need already surrounded
with water ditches; and to the north

and west are comparatively large and

fine valleys, capable of supporting many
thousands of people.

During a late missionary tour, in
company with Pres, E. Snow and some
30 persons, I visited Pine Valley, Moun-
tain Meadows, Shoal Creek, Pannaca,
Meadow Valley, and Eagle and Spring
Valleys, the last named about 130 miles
from St. George. All of these places,
now sparsely inhabited, have facilities
for large and flourishing settlements. I
speak particularly of the chain of val-
leys ranging north from St. Thomas
about 150 miles, the largest of which is
Meadow Valley with a *'Dixie’ climate,
but not so warm as St. George. Eagle
and Spring Valleys and others still far-
ther north are colder, but any of them
are better in regard to climate, than
Great Salt Lake Valley, and for a stock
country they cannot be excelled in thesg
mountains. The people are enterpris-
ing, and their crops are excellent. They
have not been disturbed by indians du-
ring the past year, nor by others, except
now and then a ‘‘regenerator’” from the
western mines, who would rid the
‘Mormons” of their surplus stock.

Two of this class; Vail and Harring-
ton, visited Meadow Valley on the 17t
of May, and stale 11 head of horses.
After ten days search and inquiry, the
trail was struck, and four men, Capt.
Henry, John N. Lee, William Atchin-
son and John Mayfield, started in pur-
suit. The trail led in a northwest course
to the head of Pahranagat Valley,thence
due north 200 miles, thence west to
Austin 110 miles. There the City Mar-
shal and the Deputy Sherifl’ were em-
ployed; these two officers pursued the
thieves and overtook them 35 miles out,
on their way to Virginia City. The
ruffians were allowed to escape with one
horse, the best one, of course. Many
suppose their escape to have been
brought about through bribery. The
officers charged $200, in coin, for one
day and one night's service, although
the law allowed them but $50. Our men
being strangersand nearlyout of money.

his |

the officers took the next best Lorse for
pay, leaving nine head, with which
our men made safe their retreat. I men-
tion this that the good people of Austin
may know how their administrators of
Justice take in and entertain strangers.

The two thieves, Vail and Harring-
ton, having lost their booty, returned
for another haul. Vail fetched up at
Pahranagat and was hung, as has been
announced, by the citizens there, for
murder. Harrington passed through
the settlements not long since, on his
way to G. 8. L. City, taking good care
not to be seen in Meadow Valley, fear-
ing, no doubt, that there might be some
men there who would attend to his
case,

On our return from Eagle Valley, by
way of Desert Springs, thence through
Mountain Meadows to St. George, we
conversed freely on the feasibility of a

d coach road from the Colorado, or
rom St. Thomas, through Meadow-
Eagle, Spring and other valleys, thence
through an open country, generally
called the Desert, to Filfmore, or to
Great Salt ke Cityon nearlya straight
line, avoiding all, or nearly all, the
large streams, and thus making a short-
er and better road to Great Sait Lake
City than the one now traveled; and
from St. George we could intersect by
the way of the Meadows and the open
level country named above.

I am, as ever, your Beother and fellow
laborer in the cause of justice and

tiuth
: J. W. CrosEY.

[We here take the occasion to remark
to br. Crosby and all others, that all
communications tending to interest, in-
struct, or in any way promote human
welfare, are ‘‘adapted’ to the columns of
the NEwWS, and we are ever pleased to
receive and publish them.—Ep, NEwSs.

ROCKVILLE, Kane Co., July 29.
EDITOR DESERET NEWS!:

DEAR BROTHER:—A few words from
the u%per valley of the Rio Virgen, will
probably be interesting to the very nu-

{ merous readers of the NEws.

The weather has been hot and dry
thus far through the summer. The
 wheat crop is light; there was but little

cotton planted, and that is late; corn
and cane are excellent; fruit is average.

Health is generally good, though this
climate is a little severe on children.

Education is progressing, though
feebly as yet. v

Improvements are advancing steadi-
ly. igion is reviving. Our morals
are not tainted with ‘“‘regenerators.””

'!L‘lha Indians are quiet, and peace pre-
vails.

The 20th anniversary of the entrance
of the Pioneers into Great Salt Lake
Valley was celebrated in the usual man-
ner, with a right good wiil, evincing
that the people here duly appreciate
the labors of that noble and honored
band of veterans,

Finally, *‘‘Mormonism'” in these
craggy regions is in the ascendancy.

~ Yours, most respectfully,
G. SPILSBURY.

iscellancons,

“FOR FATHER’S HONOR.”

So much gone! I might have known
how it would be! said Mr, Sterling,
looking up from the morning paper,
with a most unpleasant expression on
his face.

What is gone? asked his wife.

My money is gone, answered Mr.
Sterling, fretfully.

What money? |

That money I was foolish enough to
lend Mr. Granger.

Why do you say that?

: He's dead, replied Mr. Sterling, cold-
}f

Dead! The wife’s voice was full of
Eurgrise and pain. Sorrow overshadow-
ed her face,

Yes, gone,and my money with him.—
Here’s a notice of his death. I was
sure when I saw him go away that he’d
never come back, except in his coffin.
Why will doctors send their patients
from home to die!

Poor Mrs. Granger! Poor little or-
phans? sighed Mrs. Sterling. * What
will they do?

As well without him as with him,
was the unfeeling answer of her hus-
band, who was only thinking of the
three hundred dollars he had been over-
persuaded to loan the sick clergyman,

in order that be might go South during

| honor she has!’

the winter. He's been more of a bur-

ben. than a support to them these 1wo |

years,

Oh, Harry! how can 'you speak sc?
remonstirated Mrs, Sterling. A kinder
man in his family was pever seen.
Poor Mrs. Granger! She will be heart-
broken.

Kindness iz cheap and easily dispens-
ed, coldly replied Mr. Sterling. He
would have been of more use to his
family if he had fed and clothed them
better. I reckon they can do without
him. IfI had my three hundred dol-
lars T wouldn't

But he checked for shame, not for |

any better feeling, the almost brutal
words his heart sent up to his tongue.

Not many yards away from Mr. Ster-
ling’s handsome residence stood a small
plain cottage, with a garden in front
neatly laid out in box-bordered walks,
and filled with shrubbery. A honey-
suckle, twined with a running rose-
bush, covered the latticed portion, and
looked in at the+ chamber windows,
giving beauty and sweetness. The hand
of taste was seen everywhere, not lav-
ish but discriminating taste. Two years
before there was not a happier home
than this in all the pleasant town of
C——. Now the hand of death was up-
on it.

Poor Mrs. Granger? poor little or-
phans! Well might Mrs. Sterling pity
them. When her mercenary husband
was sighing over the loss of three hun-
dred dollars, the young widow lay
senseless, with her two little ones weep-
ing over her childish terror. The news
of his death found her unprepared.—
Only a week before she had received a
letter from Mr. Granger, in which he
talked hngefull y of his recovery. Iam
stronger, he said; my appetite is better;
I have gained five pounds in flesh since
I left home.—Three days after writing
this letter there came a sudden change
in the temperature; he took cold which
was followed by congestion of the lungs,
and no medical skill was sufficient for
the case. His body was not sent home
for interment. When the husband and
father went away, two or three months
before, his beloved ones looked upon
his face for the last time in this world.

Loveandhonor made the heartstrong.
—Mrs. Granger was a gentle, retiring
woman. She had leaned upon her hus-
band very heavily; she had clung fto
him as a vine. Those who knew her
best felt most anxious about her. She
has no mental stamina, they said, she
cannot stand alone.

But they were mistaken. As we have
just said, love and honor made her
heart strong. Only a week after Mr.
Sterling read the news ofthe young
minister’s death, he received a note
from the widow,

My husband, said she, was able to go
South, in the hope of regaining his
health, through your kindness. Ifhe
had lived, the money you loaned him
would have been faithfully returned,
for he was a man of honor. Dying, he
left that honor in my keeging. and I
will see that the debt is paid. But you
will have to be a little patient with me.

All very fine, muttered Mr, Sterling
with a slightly curling lip. I’'ve hear
of such things before—they sound well.
People will say of Mrs. Granger, ‘What
a noble woman! What a fine sense of
But I shall never see
the three hundred dollars I was foolish
enough to lend her husband.

Very much to Mr. Sterling’s surprise,
and not a little te his pleasure, he dis-
covered about three months afterwards,

that he was mistaken in his estimate of |

Mrs. Granger. The pale, sad, fragile
little woman brought him the sum of
twenty-five dollars. He did not see the
tears in her eyes as he displayed her
husband’s note, with its dear, familiar
writing, and made thereon with con-
siderable formality, an endorsement of
the sum paid.—She would have given
many drops of her heart’s blood to have
been able to clutch that document from
Mr. Sterling’s hands. His possession
of it seemed like a blot on her dear,
lost one’s memory.

Katie Granger is the queerest little
girl I ever knew, said Fiora Temple to
her mother, on the evening of the very
day on which her first payment was
made. Mr. Sterling heard the remark,
and letting his eyes drop from the news-
paper he was reading, turned his ears
to listen.

I think her a very nice little girl, re-
plied the mother.

So she is nice, returned the child; but
then she is so queer.

What do you mean by queer?

Oh, she isn’t like the rest of us girls. |

| —She said tbe oddest thing to-day—]
almost laughed out, but T'm glad |
didn’t. Three of us, Katie, Lillie Bop.
field aud I, were walking round the
squire at recesstime, when UncleH
came along, and taking out three
ten cents pieces, he said, ‘here’'sadime
for each of you girls, to buy sugg
plums,’ Lillie and I screamed out, anq
- were starting away for the candy g
in an instant; but Katie stood stiﬁ,m
thedime in her hand. Come a e |
cried. She didn’t move, but liggs
strangeand kerious.—Ain’t you golipte
buy candy with it? I asked. Theng
shook her head gravely, and pul
dime im her pocket, saying (I dg
think she meant me,to hear the wy
‘1t's for father's honor;' and leaving
went back tothe school-room. Wi
did she mean by that, mother? §
she is so strange.

Her mother is very poor, you kng
replied Mrs. Sterling, laying up Kat
singular remerk, to be pondered over

She must be, said Flora, for Katie
worn the same frock to school ev
dﬂg’ for almost three months. |

Ir Sterling, who did not let a sin
word of this conversation escape b
was far from feeling as comfortable g
der the pmagecb of getting back |
money he had loaned Mr, Granger,
he had felt an hour before. He und
stood the meaning of Katie's remark
Its for father’s bonor; tha truth flaship
at once through his mind. j

There was another period of thrg
months, and Mrs. Granger called agal
upon Mr. Sterling, and gave
twenty-five dollars more. The pa
thin face made a strong impression |
him. It troubled him to take th
money from her small fingers, in whig
the blue veins shone through the trans
parent skin, as it was counted out. H
wished that she had sent the mone
instead of ealling.—It was on his lips
remark, Do not trouble or pinch youl
self to pay faster than convenient, Mri
Granger, but cupidity whispered ths
she might take advantage of his com
siderate Kindness, and so he Kkep

silent, .
it's for father’s honor; I

No dear
can’t spend it.

Mr. Sterling was passing a fruit shop,
where two children were looking in &t
the window, when this sentence struck
his ears:

An apple won’t cost but a penny,
Katie; and I want one so badly, ans
wered the younger of the two childre
a little girl not.five years of age.

Come away, Maggie, said the oth
drawing her sister back from the TE
| dow.—Dont look at them any mo

don’t think about them. 3

But Ican’t helpthinking aboutt he
sister Katie, pleaded the child. |

It was more than Mr, Sterling coul
stand. Every want of hisown childre
was supplied. He bought fruit by th
barrel. And here - was a little chil
pleading for an apple, whieh cost only#
cént! but the apple was denied, bee:
the penny must ‘be saved to make got
the dead father’s honor. Who hel
that honor in pledge? Who took tk
sum total of these pennies, saved in tk
self-denial of little children, and add
them to his already brimming coffer
A feeling of shame burned the cheel
of Mr. Sterling. .

Here, little ones, he called, as tl
two childrdn went slowly away fr¢
the fruit shop window. He was toue
ed with the sober look on their swe
young faces as they turned at his iny
tation.

Come in, and I'll get you some a
ples, he said. |

Katie held back, but Maggie drew o
her hand, eager to accept the offer,
she was longing for the fruit.

Come, repeated Mr. Sterling, spesl
ing very kindly. j_

The children then followed him in
the shop, and he filled their aprob
with apples and oranges. their th
ful eyes and happy faces were in
memory all day. This was hisirewan
and it was sweet. A

Three months after, and again Mt
Sterling had a visit from the pale younf
widow.—This time she had only twe
dollars. It was all she had been
to save, she said; but she made noex
cuse, and uttered no complaint. Mr
Sterling took the money and coun
it over in a hesitating way. The
thereof was pleasant to his fingers, fof
he loved money. But the vision of"
ber child faces were before his €yes
and the sound of pleading child voics
in his ears. Through over-taxing toil
and the denial of herselfand little ones
the poor widow had gathered this




