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No prisonars groan in sojitary cells.
There freadom dwells; no paperstitious

oread
Enslaves the mind of muen; no Qhristian

mohs
To drive him from his home or shedhis
blood.
Al] these, though denrto me, ave worth-
less toys—
Mere baubles, compared Lo that preclome
gem
Which yet remains to beautify my verse,
And awell Lhe maele of my joyous theme.
There dwell my family—my bosom
friends—
The preciona lnmbe of my Redeemer—my
Best of heaven’s gifts L man—my gers of
Lafe and immortality—my hope of heaven—
My prineipnlity on earth begau—
My kingdom in embryo, big Wwith thrones
Of endless powor snd wide dominten,”

The writer of these lines was one
of the expelled, onc of the so-calied
friends whom gitizens of llinois
drove from his home, his lands and
his chureh. Canany man who isa
father, & hrother, or a son read
these {nes and classify their author
with the vile, the wicked and the
licentlons? Csn any womsn who
is a mother, a wife, n sister
or daughter read  these
lines and not give way fto
the heaven-born lostincts which
bupet the clesp of affection, the joy
of mot.lwrhoub, the smile of grati-
tude, and the sob of sympathy? In
all the roll of suny from Homer to
Tennyson there are not to bhe found
words of such  profound pathos, of
such intouse fondness, of such earn-
et paternnd solicitude. Home afiect-
ing passages will be found in Homer
of n family nature. Andromache
meeta her  hustand Hector, and
pleads with him, holding her boy
in her arma, that he { Hector) migzht
not go into the battle field. She
says the result will beof the impend-
Ing battle:

A widow I, n helpless orphan he,
But Hector In repiy says:
NO hoatile hiund can antedate my doom
Till tuto condemns me to the sitent tomb.

But Apostle Pratt "says after all
that he and family have sufferced at
the vile hands of niurderous mobs,
at the conniving chicanery of rascal-
ly offieialy, and at the inconpetency
and disloyalty of governments. He
sRYys:

One onty sacrifice remained for us

To make, to furtlier tert onr depth of love

For God and truth—'twas all that heaven
could ask,

Wil you, my -lambg, be left alone to

apend
Another winter 1n Lhia dreary wald,
While hkim yon love shall wander far awny
Beyond the sea, for truth and Zion's sake?
Your palse beat quieks your bosom heav'd

{

a sigh;

Your hoart swelled with cmotlon; a big
Laar

Gushed forth, nnd atole in silence down
your ebeelk;

While your apivit anid: If T must, I will.

Is there in literature a finer
illustration of fortitude, devotion
and faith, hlended with thesubline,
the divine, the infinite than this?
Compare the mother and wife of
modern lsrael with the mother and
wife of the Homerie Hector, or with
those of ancient Judea, of Bparta,

Iof Athens, of Lacredemon, and nsk

which stands out most prominently
most heroically, most sacredly. nn(i
the nnswer is obvious. Lt is siw of
Council Blgffs.

The word palnting given by Mr.
Pratt of these Nnauvoo troubles is
well worthy of reproduction. It
80.y8 —

‘“‘When slander, rage,
failed,

Then came the deadly atrifet The fAire ¢on-
Bumed ; .

The sword devoured; widows and orphaus
mouracd ;

Helbs artlilery bellowed ; martyrs b'ed ;

The world exulted; devils hugely grineed,;

Heuven wopt; Snints prayed; Justice stood
aghust;

Merey retiring dropped a tear of blood;

Angels, atarting, hulf drew their glittering
swords;

And the gods, in solemn council, deareed

A lust vongeange!

This poet, patriot, and A postle
still further deseribes the situntion,
vividly painting in becoming colors
how his people braved the winter
atorm, the scorching Bun, the
parched plaln and the trackless for-
est. How they pushed forward in
the teeth of poverty, ngninst the
claws of savagery, and in face of
the talons of the human vul-
tures which  surrounded them.
Theirs  was  not  the vitality
of despair, the abandonmnent of
the forlorn, but it was faith
in their God, it wns the eneruy, the
irrepressible progressivencss, and ir-
resistible  valor and courage of
man’s majesty, conscious of his
own honor, honesty and rectitude.
'As their poet snys, they:

#2tood, amid the awfol storms, and hailed
the

Tempast welcome, The aolitary wilds

Reverborated with frecdom’s joy(ul songs,

While there you fond |y pressed your infunt

and iics, and plty

to
Your bosum, smliied on your Lord, re-
celved His

8mile in 1ura, and realizod your frecdom.

Yes, they were joyous, cheerful,
confldent. When they looked be-
hind It was not to sigh for the fleah-
pots of Egypt, but to take one laat
farewell of their towering temple
and its beauteous spire, to cast, as
Goldsinith’s pilgrim did—

One longing, lingering look behind.

We have the evidence of Mr.
Thomas L. Kane. brother of the
great Arctic explorer, that they
were cheerful, He
them. This is what he says:

“There wassomethingﬁloyous for
me in my rambles about that vast
body of pilgrims. 1 could rungethe
wild country wherever T listed,
under pafeguard of their moving
host. Wherever [ was compeiled to
tarry T was eortain to find shelter
and hospitality, seant, indeed, but
pever stinted, and alwnys honest
and kind, Aftera recent unavold-
able association with the border in-
babitants of western Missouri and
[own, the vile scum which our own
soclety, to apply the words of an
admirable gentleman and eminent
divipe {the Rev. Dr. Morton) “like
the great ocean, washes upon ifs
frontier shores,”” I can searecly de

was among |

THE DESERET WELZKLY.

seribe  the gratification I felt
in associating again with persons
who were almost all of Linstern

American origin— persons of ré-
fined and cleanly habits and decent
language, nnd observing their inter-
esting and peeuliar mode of life;
while every day seemed to bring
with it its own specinl incident
fruitful in the illustration of habits
and eharncter.*?

Yes, my dear pilgrim, trend softly
on these mounds, spenk respectfully.
. Beneath you lies mouldering, per-
haps:

»
“Some villnge Hampden who with daunl-
less breast
The little tyrant of e Helds withstood;
Some mute, inglotious Milion here may
rest;
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s
blood.

Well, we must cease connnuning
with the shades of departed worth
and fidelity. The sonorous tones #
n U. P. brakeman is singing out
“All aboard for the Overland Flyer,
'to the Pacific, to Oregon, Salt Lake
an Denver.”? And aboard we gety
and are scon gliding over the Mis-
qouri—the muddy, sandy, shifting
turbulent Missouri, What myateries
are hidden in its sands! The bones
of pilgrims, the wagons of other ex-
iles, nmdl the hopes, yearnings and
(anticipations of many n feve
{zold-sevker and land grabber.

" Adieu to the Bluffsand to Kauves-
ville for the present. We are awny
to the boundless west, the home of
the Lison, the lair of the buftalo and
the playground of the antelope.
JUNIUB.
CouNncIL BLUFFS, Mny 14, 1889.
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BEAR LAKE VALLEY.

A lew days ago, in travel
ing from and to ny home to attend
Bear Lake Stake Conference, hell
at Parie. I nolleed that the guot:lﬂ
are fairly progpering ia the BStake
At Paris the 'lLuberuacle is the chiel
object of interest. Considering that,
during the time of the construction
.imes have been a little hard, from 8
woney standpoint, the Saints in the
dtake have dove very well in asaist-
ing to get it so near completion ns it
is.” The ceiling is finished and 18
very pretty and durable. The plast-
ering of the walls is now in progress
and there remaing, I think, about
310,000 of funds to be collected 10
inish the work, the total costo
vhich will be about $30,000, or u
wards. At the conference the peo-
ple were kindly u rged to try to have
it completed and paid for Lefore the
August conference, so that we may
have some of our highly esteem
[friends from hendquarters come and
visit and dedicate it to the worship
of God. .

Paris nlso posecsses n very nl-‘l:E
little church “round the coruel:
where the Rev. Mr. Boyd, in hi8
Preshyterinn way, dispenses
spiritual Lill of farc to all who hung:
ar and thirst therefor.

The county courthouse is nlso &

goud, commodious, credltable publi®
building. Quite n large number @
well appearing private dwellings
abound, and a spirit of building uP



