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The speaker related the parable of the
rich man and Lazarus. The parable
fllustrates bow a life of integrity is re-
warded in due time. Lmzarusupon his
death is conveyed by angels to n place
of happiness, whilethe rich man is in
hell agking for n drop of water,

Itis vot the man whom the world
deems puccessful who is so hefore the
bar of God, but the individual who
lives n life of chedience to the com-
mandments of God.

“All things whatsoever ye do, do it
in the pame of Christ.”? If we square
our lives according to this prineciple,
wa shall go forward until we shall
reach eternal exaitation.

The Choir sang the anthem:

Let the Mountains shout for joy.

Benediction by Bishop W. B. Pres-

ton.
_

CRANNIES OF THE MOUNTAINS.

Faltor Deserel Newas

In the afternoon of June 15th, T jeft
the village of Teasdnle, bound for the
Bloe Valley ward, ]'ying eastward.
Qur journey for the first eight miles,
to C']arcn.s creek, was through a rough
mountajioous couutry, yet abounding
with fine scenery, ineluding a sharp
ridged mountain jocaliy known as Fish
crevck peak, standing detached from
the higher mountaine on the south,
near Fish creek, where there area
couple of farms. From Carcas creek
we pass over a divide covered with
ploion pinea and ecedars, after which
we godownoneof the steepest hills that
8 team could possibly ascend 6r descend
with any degree of satety. At the
foot of this extraordinary hill we
found ourselves in what is called
the Bulphur Wash, where the
road (If euch it cap be called)
winds arvund among the hills,
boulders and cedars for a distance of
about five iniles, in some places for
rods together over the face of the bare
rock, where there is hardly a handful
of sotl of any kind. While watching for
the boulders and *dump offs* with
keen eye, 80 as to avoid tipping over,
our, vehicle struck an upseen sand
bapk hid under n bunch of willows,
and thie in an unexpected moment
overturning our cart and sending
Young David Btewart (the driver) and
myself sprawling in the sand; but,
thanks to our athletic abilities and to
our “‘presence of mind.”? we wereon
our feet again just in tlme to prevent
what might easily have terminated in
a disnstrous runaway,

This, however, was-only the begin-
‘oiog of onr adventures, for after reach-
ing Pleasant creek, or Temple creek
a8 ft is named on the map, which at
this poinot rums through a genuine
box canyon, where the wuearly per.
pendicular cliffs ou either alde rise to
a height of about filve hundred
feet, we found ourselves overtaken
by the dnrkness of npight, with
a balky hborse, which absolutely
refused to ocross the creek or go
dowp the steep banks lea liog to the
same. I muat explain that io order to
save ten miles of travel, we had taken
asort of cut-off, and were following a
track that was more like a trail thana
wagon road, and which perbaps bhad
oot been traveled by a dozen veblicles
during the past three montha,

The distance through thia box can-

THE DESERET WEEKLY,

yor, which, by the way, presents some
of the finest natural scepery io the
world, is about five miles, and the road
here crosses the ecreek just twenlty
times, and oh! such crvesings; in
some joetances the approaches to the
creek were g0 ateep thal the horse with
eart and all would actuaily have to Le
dumped ioto the creek, a process that
wag brought asbout by one of us getting
vehind the cart and with 1aio force
pushing the snimal and cart *down, at
the same Lime endeavoring to keep the
vehicle {from tipping over sidewise.
After gotting into the stream our horse
would refupe toclimb the opposite bank,
which maue it necessary for one of us
to jump the creek, and from the oppo-
site bank endeavor to get a bold of the
horee’s bridle and lead him up. Thus
we wended our way slowly in that
loaely canyon, belng guided somew hat
by the giittering moonlight, which
| bere nnd there hud an opportupity to
peep through the opening hetween the
rocky walls abeve us, At leugth
toward midnighlt we reached a smail
opening In the canyon, konown as

ank’s Place, where three Latter-day
Haint families reside in grave solitude
fur away from all other humaun habit.-
tious,and here we met 8 kind reception
in the home of Brother U. V. Btew-
art, witb whom we spent the remaip-
der of the night.

The next moroing I was introduced
to Ephralm K. Haoks, a Church vet-
eran, whose 1ife’s history, if it was
written, would indeed be *stranger
thap flgtion.”” T found him, true to his
characteristies a8 8 minute man of long
stapding, ready with his team to take
me thirty-six mller further on my
journey, and back again; he proved to
be a most plessant companion, belng
very sociable and pever tiring of relat-
ing his wonderful experience ns a
frontler man,

By 9 o*¢lock, with Brother Hanks as
tenmister and pllet, I was ngain on my
way. and golog through the ‘“lower
edition?? of Pleasant Creek canyon.
We had to crose the eame stream
twenty-five times which the night
previous I had cressed twenty times—
making forty-five cossings altogether.
In going through this wonderful can-

yon we agauin bad an oppor-
tunity of admiring the gragfeur
of uatnre. The massive and per-

pendicular rock walls, huge domen
and steeples carved out by the hand
of pature from the huge mountains;
and the numerous caverns, gorges,side
ecanyons, ete, of endless variety, which
meet the eye of the traveler ns he
passes through, ealls forth the most
sublime thoughte and fille him with
awe and reapect for the great Oreator
of all.

Emergiog from this eanyon of nn-
tural wonders we reach ap opening
along the creek where, about six miles
below Hank?’s Place, n few families of
our people reslde. There was once a
' Uvely little branch o the Chureh here,
| but owing to reverses and other causes
some of them have moved away, and
meetings are pow held only oceasion-
ally. Further down the creek, at the
point where Pleasant creek empties
into the Fremont river,there is another
half a dozen familles, who have quite
recently Leen orgapnized loto a branch
of the Cburch.

From this place we continued our
journey eastward over a mountain

ridge, thence down s wash through a
most dreary and forbidding country
until a point on the Fremont River is
reached. Then the road turns to the
right winling up and up between the
hilis until & summit i gajued, from
whioh we go down the famous **Blue
dug way,”® and agaip strike the river,
which we pow follow in a south-
easterly direction until we croes Tanta-
lus Creek, or Bundy, one of the tribu-
iaries putting joto the Fremont River
from the south; then Wwe turo to the
portheast aod ﬂ’nally cross tolhe north-
west gide of the river, where the
village of Cninesville is situated in a
pleasant Jittle valley about 3 mile wide,
bordered on the east by the
peculiar formatiun known w»8 the
Biue Ridge aud oo the west hy
another similar ridge, though of
another color. . The little settlement of

Jajneaville, named for the Hon, John
T. Caine, consistes of about a dozen
families which are organized |uto s
branch of the Church presided over by
Geo. P. Pectol.

About three miles enst of Calnesville,
on our road to Blue Valley we come
to another little clusterof houses locally
called Elephant, thus named after a
hugh cliff somewhat resembling an
elephant in shape, which stands im-
mediately north of the village. Al
this place and at Cainesville there 18
room for quite a number more settlers,
and the patural facilities here are good,
the climate being warm and pleazant
and the Innd rieh and productive with
plenty of water in the Fremont river
to irrigate it.

Boon after leaving Elephanl, where
Orson N. Dalton presides over the
little branch recenlly organized
there, we reach what may
properly be termed the mouth of a
canyon or the point where the Fre-
mont River or Dirty Devil, nalitis
here cnlled, emerges from tbe Blue
Ridge,into n more open sandy country,
the surince of which is only about one
hupdred feet above the river bed.
Leaving the river ln order to avoid a
parrow ganyono below, the road leads
us up on to n beneh north of the river,
and here we bhave a fipe view of the
Henry Mountalns far to the southeast,
and also over the Lract of country jying
oorthward toward Caatle Valley,

On our left a curiously shaped moun-
tain, locally called the “*Provo Fae-
tory?* atlracte our attention, us it
stande out in bold relief from the other
mountaios lyiog adjacent. It is a
portion of the Blue Rillge, whinh was
apparently left standing when the sur-
rounding couniry in ages past was
washed down to its present
level by the terrible storms and
floods which are supposed to have
taken place. To reach Blue valley we
pass from the bench above down a very
steep bili to the river bottom below,
which brings us to the upper end ef
Blue valley. This valley is about eight
miles long and from one to four miles
wide. Oaly about twenty families res
pide here, althongh there are ample
facilities for one hundred apd Rty
famlilies, provided the present settiers
will divide np with new-comers and
not retain more land for their ow n- nse
than what they cap coltivate to advan-
tage.

In traveling from Blue wvalley to
Graves -valley, ten miles below, we
cross from the north to thesouth side of



