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‘tials. The new birth is a reality, not a

hantom. Webecome “new creatures’’
in Christ Jesus. Mormonism is a vital
system; it embraces a perfect code of
laws. It teaches the restraint of appe-
tite, the dominion over passion. Step
by step we advance though the heights
remain in the distance.

In the line of eternal progress no side
of man’s nature is neglected. All true
science is embraced within it; it is the
curriculum of knowledge; it reaches the
past and unerringly untolds the future.
Would you ponder the starry heavens
and include in your scrutiny those vast
‘distances which lie between the orbs of
:space and guage the orbits of vastly dis-
tant revolving worlds and systems and
know their set times,laws and occupants?
The infallible guide to this treasure=
house of truth is the Gospel.

I know it is stated by many scientists
‘that Gospel influence hampers the mind
in its researches after truth, but this is a
mistake—the opposite of this is true.
.Abrabam, the “tither of the faithful”
was further advanced in this sublime
science than the entire Egyptian nation.
{He taught astronomy in the King’s
He bhad a telescope
‘which far exceeded those of the Ross
and Lick otservatories, an infallible in-
strument, known as tne Urim and
Thummim; by it he read the round of
ithe starry worlds, through distances far
‘beyond the scope of the telescope, up-
ward to that imponderable orb known

-as Kolob in the Book of Abraham, in

the vicinity of the residence of the
eternal God. No media intercepted his
view of those mighty orbs, or produced
by the laws of refraction, the slightest
exception of the visual organs. Dis-
tance was practically annihilated so far
as the sense of seeing was concerned.
The minutest speck was as visible at
‘vast distances, as though it were near,
The Lord says, “‘All things are present
before mine eyes.” Moses saw the
particles composing the earth; ‘‘there
was not a particle that he could not
descry by the Spirit of God.” What
are the microscopic invesligations of
mineteenth century universities com-
pared to this? With all the attainments
-of our age, with its improvements in
astronomical instruments, no telescope
has been adequate to showing us
whether there is a man on any of our
nearest planets, to say nothing of the
more distant ones. It is our privelege
as a Church to anticipate the fulfilment
ot those wonderful promises set forth
‘by the Prophet Joseph in these words:
“God shall give unto you (the Saints,)
knowledge by his' Holy Spirit, yea,
by the unspeakable gift of “the
Holy Ghost, that has not been
revealed since the world was until
now; which our forefathers have
waited with anxious expectation to be
revealed in the last times, which their
minds were pointed to by the angels, as
held in reserve for the fulness of their
glorly, a time to come in which nothing
shall be withheld, etc.” (Doc. and
Cov., Sec. 121.) The forefathers were
deprived of this great knowledge as
well as we. It has for wise reasons
been reserved to crown the apex of the
dispensation of the fulness of times.
CHARLEs D. EVaANs.

The winter is here, and it js unusually
«cold, K. Johanson-Forsberg, Forsheda,

“was found frozen to death near Jonkep-

ing the other day,

SECLUDED SHETLAND:

It is just possible to get beyond the
reach of the telegraphic wire, and the
desire of doing so may, perhaps, lend
an additional attraction to the most in-
teresting excursion to be made in Shet-
land, writes H. D. Traill in the London
Telegraph, A mile or so out at sea, be-
yond the most northerly promontory of
this most northerly island of the arch-
ipelago, a “stack’ of rock as precipi-
tous as the cone of the Matterhorn lifts
its frowning head above the waters of
the North sea. Viewing it from a few
miles’ distance, you would say that it
scarce supplied toothold for a seagull;
but, looking at it more intently, you will
see a thin white streak—as thin and
white as a peeled willow wand—planted
on its summit. It is the lighthouse of
the Muckle Flugga—the furthest out-
post of that great army of beacons
which wage their silent warfare night by
night with the seas that besiege our
coasts. Nowhere have we carried the
war so far into the enemy’s country or
affronted him with more daring chal-
lenge. Here on this jagged fang of
rock, and rising sixty feet above the
apex of the sheer precipice on which it
has been so miraculously erected, the
Unst light keeps watch and ward amid
a world of the stormiest waters that rage
anywhere around our tempest-beaten
isles. It was a comparativeiy calm day
when we put out from the lighthouse
station at the head of Burra Frith to
visit the Muckle Flugga, but positive as-
surance of a landing on. the rock was
not, nor isitever, to be had. In what
to a landsman would seem ‘“halcyon
weather,” and on a day when the caves
and clifis of the mainland are being
washed by only “such a tide as, moving,
seems asleep, too iull for sound or
foam,” itismany a time found impos-
sible for would-be visitors to land. That
softly-lapping sea, whose waves have
hardly strength to curland break upon
the shingle, may be surging in a heavy-
moundec swell over the dripping boul-
ders of the rock, and breaking in surf
against its iron walls. Still there was
good hope for us today, so far as all ex-
pert forecasts went; and better hope
still in that we had the medical officer
of the island with usin the boat. The
time was near at hand for one of his
periodical visits of inspection to the
lighthouse, and he had seized the oppor-
tunity of joining our expedition and tak-
ing advantage of the favorable weather
which had tempted us to embark upon
it. It takes a pretty bad day, of course,
to keep the ordinary relief parties ashore.
They habitually come and go in states
of the sea inwhich hired boatmen would
decline the responsibility of attempting
to land the casual tourist. But the doc-
tor, who had doubtless discharged his
inspecting duty on many a day of dirty
weather, would assuredly be “‘delivered”
on the rock this afternoon, if delivery
were at all practicab'e, and there seemed
a fair crance that a point might be
strained in our favor as his companions.
So that we started on our enterprise
with exceptionally fair promise of bring-
ing it to a successful issue.

It is a tough four-mile row to the
Flugga from the lighthouse station at
the head of the firth, and our three oars
men have to bend their backs to it with
a will.  The shores on either side of us
grow higher.and bolderas the waterway.
widens, and at last, after some forty

minutes steady pulling, we find ourselves
on the open sea. To the right lies the
headland of Saxaford, honeycombed
with booming caves. On the left hand
frowns the tremendous bluff of Herman-
ess—twin heights, which figure in Norse
legend as the respective abodes of two
warring giants, whose missiles, flung at
each other, are supposed to be lying to
this day at the foot of either cliff] in the
form of gigantic sea-washed boulders—
even as the rocks with which Polyphe-
mus pelted Elysses still lie off Aci Reale
on the Sicihan coast. But we are now
clear of land, and the pyramid of the
Flugga, surmounted by its slender spire
of stone, is in full view at last. We
bear to the northwestward, and our
boats begin to dance upon the waves
with a briskness that warns us how delu-
sive is the calm of all those deeply in-
dented friths, that open out upon this
ever unquiet sea. As the water slaps
and buffets our advancing bows, the dis-
couraging thougbt that we may be des-
tined to have our journey for nothing
irresistibly recurs. But it seems that we
are inluck. For many years past, as we
learned afterwara, it had been found
impossible for any visiting parties from
the shore to effect a landing; but when
we reached the northeastern face of the
rock, and had turned into the natural
harbor which it forms with its lesser
sister, the variest landlubber could hayve
seen that all was right. Just for the
moment, however, the mere sight of
this,

EXTRAORDINARY LITTLE HAVEN,

—surely the wildest and strangest ever
constructed from the masonry ol nature
—leaves no room for thought of any-
thing else. On our right, to the altitude
of 200 leet, towers the black precipice
on which the lighthouse stands, its sheer
face terraced from base to summit with
flights of steep stone steps, clamped and
morticed into the solid rock and pro-
tected everywhere with a single iron
hand-rail. Owver against it to our left, at
a distance of some fifty or sixty yvards
from its companion, and about half its
stature, rises the little Flugga; and
about midway between the two projects
a long and jagged blade of rock, to the
side of which is fixed the iron landin
ladder. The deep blue-black water is
heaving in surfless mounds into the
grim, little haven, and “feeling round”
its waveworn walls unbroken; so that it
is an easy scramble up the rungs of the
anding ladder on to the rock jetty,
where two of the three light-keepers re-
ceive us with that broad smile of greet-
ing with which these sea-bound prison-
ers always welcome new faces from the
shore. :

“All well, boys?’ inquires the doctor,

*All well, sir.”’

“That’s right. So are your wives and
bairns.”

A hearty handshake ratifies the ex-
change of good news, and almost before
we have had time to turn around, the
two men have slid down the ladder into
our boat, and are off for an hour’s fishing,
while we explore the lighthouse under
the guidance of their comrade. Itisa
“pumping’’ camp up that two hundred
feet ot rocky stairway—at any rate, for
unaccustomed lungs—but in a few
minutes we reach ihe little stone court-
yard of the lighthouse, and stand on the
most northerly point ot inhabited land
in her majesty’s European dominions.
Small as it is, the courtyard, with the
tower which rises from it, covers the



