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Who wants to discern the s_igns of the
timesf Who is charged with anidea
on this important topic? Can the present
condition be changed? Will that change
come by increasing our obligation to the
world at large? ~ Can any plan be de.
vised, is there a section of the_peop]e
being' repared, as was the case in Eng-
land” {or the preaching of President
Woodruff? .

Time will tell, experiments may have
10 he multitudinous, but it prophesy is
to he {ulfilled, that is nearer now than at
any period of our history, and while it
Was said that '‘tbe riches ot the Gen:
tites should be converted to the Saints,”
there is much truth in the oft-used say-
ing, that ‘'the Lord helps those who try
10 help themselves!”

What the next year may develop of

eavenly purpose and lar-reaching
Change, we may oot know,but surely the
Lord will do nothing but He will reveal
it ynto His servanls the prophets.
"Would to God that all Israel were

fophets,’* said a mighty man of oldl
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LONDON BY GASLIGHT.

LonpoN, December 3rd, 18g6.

To the unsophisticated American, {(the
modern clifi dweller whose habit is
amopg anything from ten to twenty
story buildings) l.ondon from a cursory
Superficial introduction seéems so_mewhat
ot g dire and dismal dissapointment,
espegially at this time of the year, when
king fog holds undisputed sway for
Dinety days, and old Sol is as much of
an gecular curiosity as undiluted lacteal

uid, or absolutely fresh hen Irnit, The
Tolling boulevards and stately buildings
of pur fondest imagioations resolve
themselves into tortuous, comparatively
Darrow, crowded streeis;while the build-
ings seldom attain a hight above six
Storjes; and although they are solid,sub.
Stantial structures, built to last, they
lack the architectural detail so prevalent

the modern American edifices. Every-
thing is begrimed by soot,smoke,smoke,
everywhere; it throws its pall over
everything, leaving a deposit behind,
that jn the course of eighteen months
Compels a self respectlng brand new
eestone building or slalue, to assune
the same disreputable aspect as that
Worn by its older neighbors. However,
ondon was London, belore America
was thought of, and consequently from a
Modern improvement standpoint, labors
Somewhat under the disadvantage of
aving been laid out for eightor mne
Centuries on lines that positively pro-
ibit such sacrilegious innovations as the
Eay and festlve reckless trolley car, the
sky scraping buildings, the mammoth
Palatial stores of the Siegel-Cooper
order together with other up to date
merican institutions.

But London grows on one, and after
4 week’s acquaintance ofie gets impress-
ed with its wealth, solidity, vastness, an
tlt;uity and wickedness, The time to
take 1o London, so to speak, at this sea-
S50n of the year is between Iile hours ot
4 p. m., and the last bus. Under the
gaslight it is truly a stirring sight. The
Yoar of the ever restless traffic, the

urrylpg pedestrians, besiped and top
batted, all bhurrying for home or on
Eleasure bent, the cries of the streel

awkers, bus conductors, cabbies and
touts, together with the resplendent
shop windows, colured illuminated re-
volving pictorial advertising sigps, and

general] pandemonium, all have a ten-

dency under the artificial glateof thed Mansion House the o

gas and electric light to make the unso-
phisticated Utahnian pinch himself to see
whether he is awake or not.

The Mormon E!der’s first natural de-
sire on arriving in London is to get out
and see somewhat of hissurroundings
and do London i, e., if London does not
do him ere he gets throngh. So he
leaves historic 36" with its 2sthetic and
cultured surroundings and hies himself
to “the Angel” which is not such a de-:
vout proceeding as appears on the face
of it, as the aforesaid angel of Islington
is nothing more or less than what is
vulgarly termed a '‘pub’’ {saloon} from
whose bibuluous precents depart the
husses for the city and elsewhere. Ii
the Elder should be brand new heis
verv much conscious of wearing a brand
pew silk hat and imagines all the world
has its eye on him, which tancy is in-
tensified by a street arab audibly inform-
ing his bosom triend that there goes
Baron Rothschilds (as latest style silk
hats on Penton street are somewhat
conspicious;} whereupon he prowptly
takes the wrong side of the sidewalk
and concientuously collides with all
pedestrians with cbarming .impartiality
meanwhile protusely apoligizing. The
latter proceeding is absolutely unnec-
cesary, however, as none thinks of
apoligizing over a trifle like that in Lon-
don. On arriving au the Angel, busses
ot every color of the rainbow greet his
vision and his ears are saluted with,
“Ere ye are, Sir Bank, Oxtord Street,
Piccadilly Circus, King?’s Cross, elc,
penny all the way.”

A ride on the top of a bus into the
city proper is very interesting. Oune
gets up a stepway at the back and takes
aseavin one of the eight double seats
on top, huttons an oilskin lap robe
around him and prepares to take in the
sights. The lap robe (save the mark) is
a very useful institution, serving as it
does the double duty of keeping out the
wet and cold and {urther if perchance a
wheel should come off saving one from
Injuring the London pavement with
one’s cranium. The conductor appears
upon the scene and ferociously presents
what appears to be a nicksl-plated re-
volver at your head. You are going to
throw up your handg, when it dawns on
you that the alleged firearm .is simply a
ticket punch with a bell attachment.
Very sheepishly you hand over one of
those massives pennies and receive a
ticket in exchange.

QOpe of the tfirst points of inoterest
passed en route is the old Sadler's Wells
Theater, and already the crowd is form-
ing oulside to storm the pit and gallery,
trom where a Eory drama may he seen
for the munificent sum of twopence’
{four cents.) What a change from the
days when Mrs. Siddons, McCready,
Booth and other old-timers, nightly held
its boards!

The bus drivers are great characters
and splendid Jehu's. The way they
thread their heavy vehicles through the
traffic is only surpassed by the volumin
ous amount of artistic slang with which
they salute any luckless truckman or
cabby who bars further immediate pro-
gress.

At the bank of England you clamber
down and proceed to go it on fool, and
certainly it is a good point to start trom,
as it is the biggest and most dangerous
crossing in London. Here all the main
arteriag of the city converge at one com-

mon centre. Right opposite you is the
cial residence of
the Lord Mayor; to the left the Royal
 Exchange; behind you the bank ot
England; to the right Cheapside, Queen
Victoria Street, opposite which are King
William street, Cornhill and Lombard
street, all contributing their quota of
traffic and pedestrians to swell the con-
fusion and blockade, that would be, but
for a dozen poligemen who regulate the
traffic.

Down Cheapside you go with the
surging throng, through Saint Paul's
Cathederal Churchyard, with its pigeons
and dry goods—I apologize, Draper’s:
shops—down Hudgate Hill with its sta-
tioners and clothing shops, into Feet
street, accompanied by the endless, rest-
less procession of ’busses, rubber tyred
hansom cabs by the hundreds, and
street peddiers who sell everything un-
der the sun, and yell in stentorian tones
*““Ere ye are a gold watch and chaln
only one peony,’’ “Real ivory collar
studs, penny alf dozen,” “Extra” “*Win-
ner.,’”> Oh those newspaper hawkers—
they are a tribe in themselves and their
name is legion “‘Extra bloody Editors
murder” and other uninteiligable cries
they utter the livelong day and might.

Fleet street is newspaper town.
There are published all those magazines,
papers serio comic and daily, that are
household words thie worid over. Alter
Printers’ Square, New York, with its
fitteen story. World, Journal, Sun, and
all, offices, the less said the better,
Punch’s alleged jokes | can forgive aiter
seeing how heavily it is handicapped.
A man who would perpetrate a pun in
his ancestral sepulcher would stand
aghast at the prospect of saciilegious
jocundity in the scantimonious precincts
of Punch’s dismal corner abode. Daily
News, Graphic lllustrated News, Review
of Reviews, all are there—old friends
that one would tmagine occupied palatial
abodes. But then that is one little
peculiarity of England. There are less
frills and gilt paint over here than Uncle
Sam indulges in. The bon

tons,
upper len, or whatever they
may call them, when they want

a bonnet or a suit of clothes do not go
to the big West End plate glass estab-
lishments, so [ am informed, but ju t go
to a seemingly obscure little establish-
ment in some by street around Bond
street, Picadilly. ete.,and there get what
they want and pay a big price too, and
wonder of wonders, these tailors, milli-
ners, bootmokers, etc., never advertise
and don’t cater to the common herd—in
fact it almost appears that they bave a
prohibited tax on their goods,so that
there is not much chance ot Tommy the
clerk patronizing the samie tailor as the
Duke of Marlborough, or his grace the
etc.

It is striking seven as you pass the
Law Courts and the site where Temple
Bar stood fifteen years ago and enter.
The strand here is the same endless line
of brilliantly lighted jewelers shops
restaurants, picture and print shops, an
the same crowded sidewalks. After
you have passed a double file ot well-
dressed people standmi molionless up-
on the sidewalk and keptin line by a
couple of policemen for one hundred

ards or more You wonder why thus?
)l’hn you soon get used to this. It is the
people waiting fn turn for the theater
doors to open, and you can come any
night except Sunday, of course, and it is
always the, same. : Charley's .Aunt has
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