Heare countless hemos, and laber's grandest

orown,
Here thousands dwell, here worship hath no
fear.
And when each leader, tirel, shall lay him
down,

God’s generations will their names revere

No noed to call the roll! The illustrious dead,
tince Joseph fell in Carthage, one by one
By him invited, upward have beer led
T0¢ move, in wider range, the work undonea!
And Dow, &a by the coMned dust we stand,
Though thoughts and tear s commingled fael-
ng show,
No porrow stira the heart, no trembling hand,
Would wish it other than we sge and know.
E’en now thore falls upon the'sfirit enr
The song of trinmph, musit’s singing sound,
Such as he heard amid that loftier epliere,
wWhere our departed hath his welcome
found!?

The oyo of faith beholds a mighty throng
Who forward press to greet the ransemed
soul,
Bowme stlent stand, and some with bursling
pong
Bid words of victory *mid the arches rollt
Some claap the hand, and gome with warm et
brace— '
With loving tones—the family gone bofore;
And all the Priesthood bhraves, with earncst
face,
To see an ofd associaie, loved of yore!
Homage from thoss who know 1is highest
praise,
These tasted suffering, trial had, and tears,
-During those changes of the latter days,
Such as beset the best in lengthened years.

Recepiion there; Farewell we whisper here,
Qur patriot-statésman casl in  Heaven's
mould;
A more than brother—friend, for cver dear,
Beyond compare with treasnred hoards of
gold!
Great! Yet he stooped to bless the humblest
one,
Aud de¢med him equal, If he needed aid;
A sympathetie soul, a hand which won
That heartfelt faith which nover was be-
trayed.
Amid his family, hke an uncrowned king,
Affection's ruloe his sceptre and his Lhrone;
Wives and posterity today can bring
That love most generous where he best wis
Enown.

- . L * * [ * *
Honorod in tume, thrice honored “mid the Gods,
Sha'l not bur aouls awake to mnsic’s swell?

In rapt thankegiving kiss a thousand rods,
And peaceful say: ‘‘Phe Father doeth weil /'

Resolutions of Respect.

The following were passed by the
co-workers and associates of Brother
Wells in the Manti Temple:

ManTtI TEMPLE, March 24, 1891,

‘Whereas, In the Providence of Almigh-
ty God, we are again called to mourn, in
Lﬂm Ho hath seen fitin His infinite wis-
dom, 1o ¢call from us our estcemeod Preai-
dent and brother, Daniei Hanmer Wells,
who died March 24th, 1881,

Therefore, In considera'ion of our love
and respect for him who has presided
over the Manti Temple since its dedica-
tion, May 21, 1888, and who was a father,
brother and friend to us all, and an ever
zealous lahorer for the cause of truth; who
has spent so many years of hi« life for
God's canss on earth; who a-sisted in ¢as-
tablishing and organizing civil govern-
ment in Utab; and took an ever active
part in her welfare; who was, for tweunty

ears, Second Coun-elor to President

righam Young in the First Presidency
of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-
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day Saints; who bas ever stood firm and
faithful as an Elder, a Seventy, High
Priest acd Apostle.

Be it Resolved: That we, as a body of
workers in the Mantl Temple, do recog-
nize his valne as a soldier cltizen, and
membher of the Church and Kingdom of
God, with his many virtnes and honors,
and his worth to the Eeol,)la of Utah and
do sincerely mourn the loss of our Presi-
dent,and that we econdole with his family
and relatives, and pray God the Eternal
Father to give them comfort and consola-
tion, in this their great trial and bereave-
rnent; to bind up the broken hearts and
be a father and friend to the widows and
the fathericss. And weegray that we all
may be able to acknowledge the hapd ot
God 1o ihis, knowing He orders all
things for the good of His children,
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A WHITE FUNERAL.
=l

Editor Deseret News:;

I ean remember, as if it were but
yesterday, the first funeral T ever at-
tended, fcan recall Lut little else, for
I could not have been more than four’
or flve years of age.

The service was for the burial of a
man who had died very suddeniy. He
was a4 very large, strong, active man
in middle life. IFor several days he
had been suflfering from fr m a severe

cold. Iu a spasm of coughing an
artery hroke and he suffocated
from hemorrhage. He left a
large  family. He was widely

kpnown. There was an immengse gather-
ing at the funeral. The service wns
conduci«d by a Precbyferisnora Baptt t
minpister, I am not certaln which, but
think, from the nature of a hymn, some
lines of which &till linger in my
memory, that it must bave been a
Presbyterian.

How the blackness of the assembly
fixed iteelf upon my brain! Men,
women and children were black from
head to foot. 'Lhe only relief was the
pale faces of the mourners seen oeca-

sionally, as they raised their black
veila to wipe away the tears
that streamed from their eyes.
The dead moan, though born

and reared in the church, had never
formslly become & member, and this
fact made the occasion more sombre.
I can remember that man. He wasa
man whose heart was even larger, if
possible, than his great body, He was
known for his kimipess to the poor.
His hearthetone had always n weicome
and a warm corner for the needy and
none ever went hungry from his doors.

But the fact that he had died with-
out joining a churcb; the fact that he
had gone in his prime with no time to
make religious profession of faith,
made hia fuoeral so sad that iy
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has remained indelible in my memory.
I can recail the preacher, as black as
the people, portraying the forments of
the damned that must certainly be the
lot of all who died without the church.
I can hear thesobs of the wife and the
children of that dead man, 'They could
not but believe that had gone to hell,
even while they remembered, in their
agony, bhow good a father and husband
he had been. I remember the hymn
that closed the services. Ltbegan:

In the cold grave to which we haata

There are no acts of pardon passed;

But fixed the doom of all remains,

And everlasting stlence rolgns.
* I remember my father leading me by
the hand as he went to the coffin to look
farewell upon the face of the dead,and
¢an recall my childish wonuer that my
father’s eyes sbould ill with tears over
the man who was notof his family. I was
too young to feel the straln upon the
valves of sympathy. But it wasa horri-
ble experience. I do not wonderthat in
later Jife I came to doubt ali theology
that portrayed God as a being who
could condemn to eternal torments
men aud women who had lived good,
useful and clean lives outside of the
churches and exalt to eternal bliss those
who had been hypocrites inside of
them. I have spoken over the dead
many & time since that day in my
childhood and I think that experience
has always come up in my memory to
help me speak w0r§s of comfort to those
who mourned.

The whnle of the black misery of
that day rose hefore me as 1 sat in the
Tabernacle on Bunday and listened to
the services over the remains of
“*Brother’* Wella. What a contrast]
How pleasing the change! What a
progress 1 saw ip my lifetime in the
conducting of a funeral. Here there
was nowhere to be seen the black em-
blems of woe. It was A WHITE FUN-
ERAL! The decorations were white,
the casket was white, the music was
white with the sweetness of ten-
der consolation and the addresses
were white with love, esteem and
assurance for the dead — love
and esteem for his worth as a man and
assurance of his well- being and well-
doing whither he had gone., It wasall
very beautiful, The whole occasion
was one that kept my eyes hrimming
with tears, not of sorrow, not of dread,
but of that deep satisfaction that ruse
at sight of a vast assembly taldng leave
of its friend in so quiet, loving, ration-
al and sensible 8 munner.

Of course, I cannot “‘testify*? that the
faith of *‘the Mormons’ iz a new
revelation of the word and will of
God ipn these days, but 1 ean
testify that, no matter what its
origin, Mormoniam has, in this
one thing, the manner of condncting
funerals and laying thelr dead away,
brought a mensureless blessing to the
world of man, and 1 believe the time
is coming when the hateful, heart-
breaking black will be banished from
all association with death and the
grave,

Permit me, in cloping 1ny communi-
cation, a word as to the dead whose
funeral has been the occasion of this
letter.

[a speaking of Mr. Wella* death, an
anti-Mormon morning paper said:
**wife as he looked back upon it along
its three-score and sixteen years, must
have seemed to him mostly a rorry il-
lusion and death not an wunwelcome



