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were moved in their ‘bowels, with | which suggrested another transfor-

vompassion, for the

disconsolate | mation that must have oecurred be-

“boomer’” and helped him eut of | tween now and the leng agzo, when

his dilemma.
the river and his difficulty, so
anxjous was he to secure a good
spot im Boda on which te squat that,

After getting over | Mr. McBride passed that way on his

westwi:ud  journey. When  he
argued before a congressional ¢com-
mittee against the fact that the

in his haste to become wealthy in| “Mormon?®’ penple had done a great
laud, he whipped up his horses and | work in redeeming the desert hy
passed the good Samaritans whose | the construction of ¢anals, making

prairie schoouners were pulled by
slow-going oxen. He got there fimst,
stayed one wnight, surveyed the
outwardly desolate prospect with
his eagle eye, hitched up
his team and started on his return
to the chief ¢ity of the Baints, where
he still lives, moves, aud has a be-

1Nng.
godaS rings has a ruin. It looks
ancient, jI;ut it is mob. Itisa ruin in
a double sense, being a landmark
of a wrecked financial scheme, as
well as a dilapidated structure. It
Is located a short distance east of the
town, and consists of the remnins of
a round-house. A certain promi-
nent railroad magnate conceived
the idea that the district would be-
come one-of the most popular water-
ing pilaces on the continentand that
a great city would suon be built
there, He took steps to secure a,
personal right to large tracts of land.
To fulfil his fanciful anticipations
he proceeded to estabiish railroad
shops, a cattle stockade, ete., for the
benefit of the company? of course.
The eompany dropped on to the in-
wardness of the matter, and broke
it up. Hence the ruin, which re-
maing to illustrate Burps® phrasc
about “The best laid schemes of
miee and men.””

The late Hon. W. H. Hooper had
great faith in Soda becoming fa-
mous and populous. He aud the
late General Eldredge were among
the foremost to recognize its merits
as 8 health resort. In this idea they
are succeeded by the bright aud ca-
pable Captain John Codman, who
is the owuer of a cosy villa on the
border of the towu. He hag paid a
lengthy visit to Boda each year for
a considerable period, and is ex-
pected to arrive frum the east this
season about the beginning of SBep-
tember. accompanied by his hand-
some and estinmable wife.

The facilities of the Soda region

as a watbering plage are uot
excelled by those «¢f any
locality within my knowledge.
The climate in summer is

surpassingly delightiul, the nights,
even iu the heated term, being re-
freshingiy cool. That country will
have a boom one of these times that
will send it up to the position it
should occupy as ome of the best
places te which tired and sickly peo-
ple can resort to recuperate and re-
gain lost health.

[TIIRD PAPEE]

In company with other visitors I
left Boda BSprings ot the morning of
Friday, Aug. 16th, tor the Valley
of the beautiful Bear Lalke, one of
the most attractive sheets of fresh
water in the western region. On
reaching Montpelier the enlarge-
ment and general improvement of
that town during the lust fuw years
were noted. |t had, however, an
eXeeedingly dry and dusty  look,

of roads through mountain fast-
uesses, building towns and cities,
elc., he treated statements in that
regard with derision. He said he
huad visited this quarter ot the con-
tinevt belore the “Mormons’ set
foot upon the soll. In other words,
he got here firgt, He did nol ex-
plain, however, why he didn’t
camp out in the tall grass pending
their arrival. He was, so 1 under-
stand, a little out regarding locality.
[t was along the old immigrant
route, which passes through the up-
per part of Mongpelier, that he rode
upon his eyuse and ran the risk of
caiching cold from getting his moe-
casing wet by trailing them through
the tall and luxuriant dew-soaked
vegetation that existed in this re-
gion before the advent of the “Mor-
mons.’>” Alas! for the mutations of
time. The dew is turned into dust,
and grass is plentifully eonspicuous
by ils absence. '

By courtesy of President William
Budge we were treated to an ex-
Lilarating drive over a large por-
tion of the meadow lands, which
occupy the greater part it not the
entirety of the central strip of the
valley. They are level, and produc-
tiveof an vxcellent quality of hay.
The stretch of botiom land is nearly
twenty miles lobg and averages
probably four miles wide. It Is as
fine meadow or hay land as can be
found out of doors in any country
under the sun. The farmers, great
and small, cut individually all the
way frony fifty to 400 tons of rich
grass from it annually. This re-
source alope would be pufficient to
enable them to live in comparative
comfort,

Paris has advanced steadily in
progress during the Iast deecade.
The old primitive public and private
buildings have been supplanted by
new and handsome structures.
Comspicuous among the more at-
tractive edifices stauds the new
Stake Tabernncle, an imposing
building of goodly proportions and
excellent design. Ft, as already
heen deﬂcrlh(‘# in the eolumns of
the NEws, and it is therefore un-
necessary to go over the ground
again. There I8 one special feature
about it, however, with which no
person who enters the building
can help being struck at first
sight. It is the stand, being
the most chaste, exquisite and
elegant of auy plece of workman-
ship of the same character in any
edifice—outside the Temples—in
this entire region. Bloomington ex-
hibits similar evidences of develop-
ment lo those seen in and around
Paris, prominent among the marks
of progress being a large two-story
schoothouse in course of crection,
The three towns named were the
only ones visite | during a brief but
pleasant stay in the valley,

On the afternoom, or rather even-

ing, of Sunday, August 18th, that
section was visited by a refreshing
storm. The rolling thunder re
verberated, the lightning fAaghed
out in gleaming sheets from the
murky clonds, which emptied upon
the parched earth a tremiendous
shower of rain. When the tymult
ceased nature almost laughed aloud
at having its burning thirst sg com-
pletely quenched.

Bidding adieu to kind friendsin
Bloomington and Paris, on Monday
morning, August 19th, 1 started out
on the home streteh. The dis-
tance between Paris and Mont-
pelier—ten miles—was made by
team, during the prevalance of &
tlinding rainstorm. Driver and
passenger took refuge in the back
part of the vehicle. The soft, slimy
copndition of the roads caused pro-
gress to bLe slower than it would
have been under more favorable eir-
cumstances. When Montpelier was
gighted thesmoke of the locomotive
could be sven. The driver, David
Budge, aged fourteen, remarked

uietly, *“The poassenger is in.”
'hen, resolutely: ‘““Never min
we’ll get thure.””? Here he showed,
himself to be ‘“the sonm of hig fa-
ther. > His mind was made up.
The object must be accomplished.
On we went,

“Through mud and mire,

Desplsing wind, and rain, and fire**

with the exception of the latter.
We dashed up to the station like
a miniature tornado, covered with
mud and congratulation, at being
on time for the train.

I'n due time Granger was regched
| and infurmation was obtained of the
trein wreck near Devil’s Gate, We-
ber Canyon. It wasintimated that
probably the passengers would be
detained here pending the clearing
of the track at the scene of
the disaster. This caused some
swearing, a pastime in which one
tall, slim gentleman, who said he
was hungry, and certainly had that
appearance, particularly engaged.
In this capacity he appeared to act
a8 proxy for the more undemonstra-
tive travelers who do their awearing
by depnty. Wandering off from the
station to pass away the time pend-
ing the arrival of the mnext west
bound train, 1 was accosted hy
8 young man, who, in dress,
looked the beau ideaiof a cowboy.
There was the broad brimmed som-
Lirero, the Spanish spurs, overalls,
jumper and smiling sunburnt but
handsome face. Close by was a
scrubby looking cayuse, with sloping
baunches, simoutited by a saddle
to which a rifle was swung. Hold-
ing out his hand he said: “You
don’t know me, but I know you
well. I am Joseph A. Young, son
of Brigham Young, Don’t yon
recollect me being in a Preceptor
¢lnss that was taught by John C.
Gray? My brother Howard Q. and I
have been driving a herd of cattle
from the Ban Juan country toward
the Teton Basiu, ldaho. We have
renched this pofnt, buot Howard
is  obliged to return home
|by train. on account eof having
a felon on the index fiuger of his
right hand, so I am going on alone.
Woll, good-bye.”> After a hearty
|Blinke of the hand he sprung




