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and then foamlng faces looked like
moving snow drifts down the mountaln
alde. As we lounged about, now In
our reclining chairs with the evening
breeze fanning our brows, and now out
on the open deck looklng alternately
at the strange slght below and the old
tamiliar sKy above, the time speed
quickly by and scon the darkness was
upon the face of the deep. Oh, how
lovely! Who wouldn't have a2 home on
the Bea? No wonder a sallor boy sings
all the day. But walt. This swing-
ing of the ship affects the braln. I
am really getting dizzy. Stomachle
troubles seem to follow; and suddenly
from the door of the kitchen there
rolls out in volumes of floatlng frag-
rance the mingled perfumes of & hun-
dred hot pots? ? ? Stronger than
ever comes the desire to bend over the
railing and look down upon the waves
aa they rise In gentle majesty to re-
seive your humble tribute. From fore
¢to aft, and from port to star of the gal-
lant ship <the winds are bearing the
same message Of congenlal emotion.
There is an artifical language belng
taught today, and I think it advocates
are working hard to make
it unlversal. They call it the volapuk.
I suggest to them the addition of one
more word to their vocabulary and be-
lieve that Its unlversallly will be sutfi-
clent recommendation. It is the “word
of the sea,” and used on every shlp that
plows the deep. It i3 hard to spell and
even more painful to pronounce but it
expresses the game Idea throoghout
the whole world. It is spelled a-w-h-w-|
h-a-w and pronounced with a gurgilng
accent on the second ayllable. The
volapuk 1s the only language that can
consistently adopt It

Well, as we passed on, the sea slck-
neas passed off. Our “fun,” however,
wan turned to real sadness on the even-
ing of our first day on the water. Abant

10 o’clock the awful cry of "man Jver-
board” rang out on the deck of the
steamer and many were the hearts that
beat in anxiety and fear lest a loved
one or a dear friend was he who had
been so unfortunate.

We had on board with us the crews'
of two other vessels whose shlps had
been left In America and they were on
thelr way home to the British Isles. It
wad one of these men who had fallen
from the raliing while erelessly sitting
there, talklng with one of his ship-
mates. The night was very dark and
{t was several minutes before the
Waesland was brought to a stand-still
and the Iife boat lowered.

The brave sallors rowed thls littie’
Iife boat far back Into the night and
ware tossed about on the .nad blllows,
but they nelther heard a cry of distress
por found the man In silent sieep. He
had gone to hls rest in that dark green
undug sepulcher of the sea, and we
went to our rest in gloomy sleep to
dream of that Great Beyond,

The next day was Sunday. A Revy,
Mr. Eveland was on board and held di-
wine services. He invited our crowd to
Joln him and assist In the singing. The
next evenilng we were lnvited to hold a
meeting and explain the prinelples of
our religlon to the cabln passengers.
There were present a number of prom-
Ilment doetors and lawyers, and jn fact
the whole assembly was made up of a
wealthy and educated class of people,
Elders Jos, W. 8mith of Arizona, Hen-
ry Catmull of Idaho, Jeppa Monson, F.
G. Ralph, John Jones, Joseph Boyce,
Clarence M. Cannon, Joseph M. Reades,
Geo. C. Wood, J. F. Merrill, Prof. and
Mrs. J. A. Wldtsoe, Mliss Lulu Gater
D. N. White and my3self were the num-
ber of ogur company,

It was decided that Brother Widtsoe
should preside and make such remnarks
as he thought most fitting for the occa-
alon and Elder Smith was to explain or
rather glve an account of the founding
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from a scriptural standpoint should
follow by myself. The splrit of the
Lord was wlith us and It made an {m-
pression on the people for good. Many
of them have been to us durlng our
voyage to Inquire further into our be-
lief. One lady Just came to me while
writing this letter and gave me her ad-
dress and a dollar bill to send her some
of our llterature.

With slizht exception our party has
been In good health and spirits almost
from the day we left gur homes in Zion.

Qur trip across the continent, I sup-
pose was much the same as that of
other groups of misslonaries we so of-
ten read of, but to us it was very dif-
ferent from the ideas we had gained
from reading. We were strongly im-
pressed in Ieaving our loved ones and
home and frlends that “parting is such
sweet sorrow.” The short distance
from the dcor of the depot was harder
to travel than a thousand miles on the
Atlantic, or across the plains. But I
must not weary you with that which
Interested us alone. Qur tears were
soon dried by the sunshine of song and
we wheeled away like the chariots of
morning. In less than 36 hours we had
covered the disance which occupied the
time of the Ploneers for more than a
hundred days. Our fight was so swift
that had we wept our worst the live
long day and nlght it still  would
scarcely count one single tear for every
grave they gather round to weep.

‘Withln an hour's walk of the very spot:

where the Salnts camped on the west
bank of the Missocuri river now stands
the finest monument to human art the
world has ever seen., The name—The
Trans-Misslsslppl Expositlon—is all 1
need to say.

Thanks to those In charge of the Utah
exhiblt for their courtesy Iin our be-
half.

The stop over In Chleago was but
short but the scenery along the shore
of Lake Michlgan was,to say the least,
beautiful. Some of the party went via
Niagara Falls and the rest of us
through Washington where we
one day. It would take as many cdl-
umns as I am writing llnes to tell you
all we saw and heard that day.

S0 much has heen said of the rights
would be

useless to reprint the words. OQne or
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two features ,however, mlght be men-|

tioned here. We went Into a building—
the treasury — where {3 deposited
enough gold and sllver to load a string
of wagons that would reach (151) fif-
teen and a half miles and each wagon
carrylng four thousand pounds. We
looked from the Washington monument
666 feet hlgh, etc, ‘We rode from
Washington to Philadelphia over the

Baltimore & Ohlo railroad, one of the,

fastest tralns In the world.

The conductor permitted me to ride’

through the great tunnel under the
city of Baltlmore op the rear end of
the car s0 I could see the structure as
we passed through. There I3 no
smoke as the trains are pulled through
the tunne! with electric motors. It is
one and one-elghth miles long and Is
one of the remarkable pleces of en-
glnegr!ng of this century. We were
told by the conductor to "time" It
while glong down one of those slopes
into Philadelphia. We did, It was
wonderful. I "tlmed” it by "holding
my breath”™ and to my astonishment
we passed just two and four-sevenths
least resplration.

We were Joined by the rest of our
party at the Green hotel in Philadel-
phfa where we visited a few of the old
historie spots and then started for this
sea-faring life of which we are just
now nearing he elose

England is in sight on the one hand
With write
ing and talking and sight-seeing and
eating, it has now grown dark. We
will be in Tiverpool in a tew hours.
August 24th—We came into Liverpool
at 1 a. m. Too much noise to sleep.
Took breakfast on board and were met
by Elder George E. Carpenter. who
conducted us to the old mission house
on 42 Istington. Farewell to the “Waes-
land.”” Just another word about her,
On Monday evening last the Elders
were allowed the privilege of going
through the ship and belng conducted
Ly an officer he tock us through the
machinery halls. That was a revelp-
tien, It told what had pushed us
agalnst the wind and the wave at the
rate of 300 miles per day. As near as
we could learn thev consumed about
60 or 70 tons of conl every twenty-four
hours. There are twelve furnaces.
The shaft which turns the propeller, Is
solld steel 44 Ioches in eircumference
and running half the length of the
ship which ls 432 feet long. This Im-
mense bar weighs about 200 tons, and
vet the sailors consider it a ‘“small
affalr” when c¢umpered with some of
the great ocean steamers of ° more
modern type. Our ship salled along
with about 25 feet under, and 20 above
the surface ni the water. It would re-
quire more than 8,000 tons to sink her
to the deck.

YWell, this Is enough. We are here
and all well. Among the great things
whileh have already come under our ob-
servation was the broad smiles on the
faces of Elder McMurrin and the breth-
ren of the office. They were really
American in dimenslons—yes both the
men and the smiles.

I. W. BOCTH.

HOW AMERICANE DIE.
Scribner’s Magazine: HKdward Mar-
shall, the correspondent who was
wounded at Guaslna, has written his

"Recollectlons™ for the Se
Seribner, from which the tolowpltneéngir
tracts are made:

“1 saw many men shot. Every one
went down In a lump, without erles,
without jumpling up in the air, without
throwing up hands. They just went
done lllke clods In the grass, Tt seemed
to me that the terrible thud with which
they struck the earth was more pene-
irating than the sound of guns. Some
were only wounded; some were dead.

“There |s much that is awe-inspiring
about the death of saldlers on the bat-
tiefilde. Almost all of us have seen
men and women die, but they have dled
In their carefully arranged beds with
doctors daintlly hoarding the flickering
spark; with loved ones clustered about.
But death from dlsease is lesz awful
t'a*n death from bullets. On the battle-
feld there are no delicate sclentifie
problems of strange mierobes to be
solved. There |8 no petting, no cod-
dling—nothing, nothing, nothing, but
death. The man llves, he is strong, he
1s vital, every muscle In him is at its
futlest tension when, suddenly ‘'chug!
he {3 dead. That ‘chug’ of the bullets
striking flesh Is nearly always plainly
audible. But butlets which are billeted,
30 far as I know, do not s8ing on their
way. They go silently, grimly to thelr
mark, and the man 1s lacerated and
torn or dead. I did not hear the bul-
lets shriek that killed Hamilton Fish:
I did not hear the bullets shriek which
struck the many others who were
wounded while I was near them; I did
not hear the bullet shriek which
struck me.

“There is one Incldent of the day
whieh shines out In my memory above
all others now as I lle In a New York
hospltal writing. It occurred at the
field hospltal. About a dozem of us
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