


































































































































































































































































































































































































126 SUMMER IN A MORMON VILLAGE.

petitioned for his pardonm, stipulating that
he should take his oath to abide by the
law. Whereupon being duly sworn, he
returned to his six wives, no further ques-
tions being asked. One of the village
government officials had two wives, but
although the Salt Lake Tribune reported
the case, nothing was done about it.

Indeed, disregard of the law was a mat-
ter of such common knowledge that when
the present marshal was jinstalled, a bishop
went to ask him if he meant to enforce the
law ; and when told that he did, remarked
quietly that it would be pretty hard on his
people, but he would let them know.

In talking with the villagers we were
much interested in their arguments for
‘polygamy. Like most of the doctrines of
the Latter-Day Saints, it was shown to be
merely a natural and righteous return to
the customs sanctioned by the Old Testa-
ment. Moreover, they urged that it was
advocated by the New Testament, some
even going so far as to state that Christ
himself was a polygamist, Mary and Mar-
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tha being his wives! Some of the women
seem to have accepted it merely on these
grounds.

One of those I talked with, however, had
never thought the matter out, but she was
a monogamist. When I asked her the
theory of polygamy, she said, —

«It will give greater glory.”

“Why?” I urged. “ What is the idea
of the church?”

“] don’t know, I have never read up on
that ; but it is a doctrine of the church,
the main doctrine of the church,” pushed,
perhaps, by my insistence to an acknow-
ledgment of what many deny.

“Then you believe in it because it is a
doctrine of the church, not from any idea
of your own about it ?”

“Yes, it is a doctrine of the church.
That is to say,” she added, as if realizing
that she had committed herself by acknow-
ledging it to be the chief’ doctrine of the
Mormons, — ¢ that is, it says in the Book
of —the revelation of Joseph Smith, that
polygamy is right as long as it is not
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against the law of the land. 1 have read
that in the Book of —myself; " and she
completed her withdrawal by saying con-
clusively, “Of course, now that it is
against the law of the land, they don’t do
it!”

One old woman, better acquainted with
the theories of the Mormon leaders, practi-
cally acknowledged that polygamy was in-
stituted for the more rapid increase of the
sect.

Some of the better class of women tried
to bring its warrant from abstract ethical
principles. They held that it was not
only sanctioned by nature, but made so-
ciety purer, and was right “as a means of
grace,” because it developed the Christian
character. One of the most intelligent
and cultured Salt Lake Mormon women
told an acquaintance of mine that as love
developed with married life, it expanded
the nature so that the husband could love
more than one wife, and the wife could love
the other wives and their children in a
truly Christian way; and that a polyga-
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mous family developed the characters of all,
as a large family of children develop more
unselfishly than an only child. She said
to my friend, “ On that spot where your
chair is, my husband has stood to take
four wives!” And she insisted earnestly
that it had been at her desire.

‘When discussing polygamy with grand-
ma, she said, “ When it is done right, it is
a beautiful thing, and them that have done
it right shall have great glory.” Her
daughter, who was in the room at the
time, exclaimed fervidly, —

“Yes, I have seen some families in
which it was just beautiful. The wives
lived like sisters, and the children just
the same. It was ¢Auntie this,” and
¢Auntie that;’ and if any of the chil-
dren was sick — oh, it was just beautiful.”

“Do you think the majority of the men
take their wives from a sense of duty?”
I asked innocently.

“Yes, it is often very hard for them —
they hate to do it.”

“They do it for righteousness’ sake,”
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dear old grandma broke in, with her usual
idealizing spirit.

“Then you think a man had just as
soon marry an ugly old woman as a pretty
young girl,” I said, pressing the matter.

“Yes, as long as a woman is good and
respectable, that is all,” the daughter de-
clared ; adding warmly, as if to prove to
her own conscience the statement the heat
of the discussion had forced from her,—

“] knew a man in , as pretty a man
as I ever see, married the ugliest old wo-
men! Yes, I know it is so.” I thought
of the men who go to Canada with their
favorite young wives, leaving the old ones
in Utah ; but I went on calmly.

“ How should you like to see your hus-
band make love to another woman ?”

“Oh, but they don’t,” she declared.
“They love the first wife dearly. They
can’t love two women alike. They marry
for religion.”

“Then they love only one wife?” I
demanded. “Isn’t that pretty hard on
the others? How terrible it would be to
marry a man who did not love you!”
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«“QOh, they bear it for the sake of reli-
gion!” she concluded, quite borne to the
wall by the argument.

“Then you think polygamy makes suf-
fering,” I pursued relentlessly. ¢ It isn’t
done without suffering ? ”

“ Oh, no,” she conceded, *“but they will
have great glory.”

Grandma, at another time, made the
same acknowledgment. Indeed, I did not
talk with any one who ‘denied that it
caused suffering. Grandma said, “It is
a great trial for the women,” but added
with a touch of her droll humor, ¢“ And
for the men too.” I thought of the po-
lygamist whose domestic tragedies I had
stumbled on in looking for a saddle, and
smiled intelligently.

One old white-haired woman told a pa-
thetic story. She began by saying that
when she was married, she did not know
anything about polygamy. Then, correct-
ing herself, she asked, “ What did I say
that for? Of course 1 knew about it,
but,” pathetically, “I didn’t suppose it
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would ever have to come to me.” Then
she went on to tell how her husband took
two other wives “ and brought them home
to me. He took them in the right spirit,”
she declared loyally, —the church often
ordered men to take more wives when
they would not do it voluntarily, — but
afterwards one of them, with whom he was
now living in Canada, had alienated his
affections from her, and when the old
wife’s children were dying — she lost seven
of her ten —he was acting the part of
lover to this young wife. «“1I felt it so
hard when I was losing my children,” the
poor old woman cried.

Nevertheless, she said she knew the or-
dinance was right, and so had tried to put
the bitter thoughts out of her heart.
When asked why it was right she said,
“ Because Joseph Smith had a revelation
that it was.” ¢You don’t believe that
Joseph Smith was a Prophet,” she said,
“but I know he was.” Then she went
on, saying that “when they did it in the
right spirit and the right way, it was right ;
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but it was because they did n’t, that it be-
came almost a curse to us, and so a law
was made against it.”

Another woman made the same acknow-
ledgment. She said, referring it back in
true Mormon fashion, ¢ The Prophets over-
done it as we have.” But when I asked
her if she meant that they took too many
wives, she was startled at her own admis-
sion. She conceded, however, that when
a man can support only one wife and
takes more, it is bad. As a matter of faect,
I was told that the additional wives usu-
ally supported themselves, enabling their
husband to take his ease on the street
corners.

Whatever may have been the results to
character ¢ when it was done right,” the
obvious ordinary results were very far
from being a “means of grace.” The
saintly instincts of some women were
doubtless developed by it; but in the
average undisciplined woman, it could
arouse only *hatred, malice, and all un-
charitableness.” In -the vaunted case of
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the two wives who dressed alike, and were
said to be “like sisters,” I was told that
“ one had the look of a broken heart,” and
the other “had spells of being possessed
by the evil spirit.”

Another woman, a Mormon who had lived
among the Mormons for years, but who no
longer believed * the married part” of the
religion, told me of a number of cases
where Christian graces were not déveloped
by polygamy. She had known one old
woman who became so much attached to a
young girl she thought she would like to
bhave her husband marry her, and” he did
so. When the two came back from their
wedding, my informant told me in her
graphic way, the old wife had the table set
for their supper, but when she met them
at the door, she turned white, and cried out,
“You go, I can never see you again,” and
talked as if going wild; and many of them
do “go wild,” poor heart-broken creatures
that they are.

The Mormon told me of one case where
the first wife’s bitterness reached such a
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point that she declared she would make her
husband take a third wife, that the second
one might suffer what she had.

My friend knew what it meant herself.
In the old country, she told me, the mis-
sionary said very little about polygamy.
But when he heard them discussing it
among themselves, he explained to them
that ¢ things were so different in America
that when they got there the spirit of the
Lord would come between them and their
husbands and they would feel all right
about it.” He said to my friend, ¢ The
trouble with you is that you have a pretty
man and are a little jealous.” And the
good woman went on to say that when she
got to Utah “there was a woman who
thought a great deal of my husband for a
good while ; but I may say,” she concluded
fervidly, ¢ that the spirit of the Lord never
came to our house.”

At another time, in her dramatic foreign
way, she told me the details of the story.
She said the woman “made up” to her
husband till he really thought of taking her
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for a second wife. I asked him how he’d
like me to take the children and leave him,
and he said he ’d sooner die than that ; and
I said I would if he did n’t quit, — and he
quit. I put it to him, how would he like
to have a young pretty man come in and
sit down by the lamp, and me talk nice to
him and be in love with him ; and he sit and
listen. He said that if it was the way for
women to have more husbands, he supposed
the men would have to stand it ; but I told
him if the women could n’t bear it now, the
men could n’t — and he see how it was.
He believed in it for a great many years,
but he does n’t now.”

I told my friend that it was said the wo-
men liked polygamy. “You talk to them
and you think they believe it,” she ac-
knowledged, “but I am sure they don’t
feel that way; and she told me of more
cases that had come under her own know-
ledge showing the tragedies of polygamy.
A young girl from the old country went to
work for a rich Mormon lady in Salt Lake.
The young girl sang at her work, but the
lady was sad.
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At last the little maid asked her mistress
why she was sad, when she lived in a beau-
tiful house and had all that money can buy.

“I have a broken heart,” the lady an-
swered.-

“ But you have a husband,” the little
maid said.

“You may say I Aave had one,” the
woman cried in anguish.

The other case was a girl of twenty who
formed a ¢ celestial marriage  with a man
over seventy. ‘She did not know what
love was, but thought it would give her
heaven ; she heard so much about it in
preaching.”

In this way polygamy has developed all
the evil in the natures of the weak Mormon
women, while it has made the best women
do outrage to the most sacred instincts of
womanhood, and accept the agony of mar-
tyrs in the blasphemous name of religion.

Originally, the Mormons established
polygamy by a subtle appeal to what is
worst in man and best in woman ; and as
long as the women believe that it is right,
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the laws can never crush it out. The spirit-
that is finest and best in woman — her
power of self-sacrifice before abstract right
— has been used as a tool of torture, and
it will be used successfully until education
teaches her that there is a higher light for
her to follow.

We have not done our duty when we
have passed a law forbidding her to do
what she believes to be right; we will not
have done our duty until we give her the
education that will prove to her that our
law forbids her to do wrong. And what
will that education be? Surely not that
which will enable her to still ignore the
law of cause and effect, that will leave her
with the faith that her diseases will be
healed by the ¢ laying on of hands;” that
life is to be purified by any system that
brutalizes men, destroys the sacredness of
home, and crushes woman’s noblest life
with sacrilegious hands. No, the education
that we owe to her is the highest and
broadest that we have attained. It must
develop her reasoning powers by the most
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careful scientific training, teaching her that
the universe is governed by immutable
laws, not set aside by revelations about
green paint ; enabling her to read the les-
sons of the historical development of the
religious systems of the world with calm
unprejudiced mind; and to recognize the
futility of modeling the civilization of the
future upon the outgrown institutions of
the past ; the danger of turning to the past
for the ethical ideals of the future. For
above all, it must teach her that the hope
of the world lies in the evolution of moral
and spiritual life.



XTII.
THE GREAT SALT LAKE.

‘WaEN I stopped at Jumbo’s home in the
meadows, it was usually on my way to the
“galt works” on the lake. With the first
whiff of strong salt air, he and I were both
ready for a gallop; and we loped merrily
down to the lake.

Little was going on there. When the
“ Mollie Gibson ” mine shut down in Col-
orado, the “ salt works” were closed in
Utah ; for the salt was shipped to the mine,
to be used in separating the ore. The
“works ” consisted of a small boiler house
on the lake, whose engine pumped the lake
water into ditches leading to excavated
quadrangular ponds in which the water
evaporated leaving the salt. When the salt
formed three or four inches thick it was
scraped up with shovels, packed into bags,
and loaded into freight cars.
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Jumbo and I used to climb the embank-
ments of the ponds to march back and
forth inhaling the invigorating salt air —
so strong it made me lightheaded to
breathe it rapidly — overlooking the beau-
tiful snow-white ponds set against the exqui-
site blue of the lake.

On the shore near the salt works was a
deserted bathing resort. Since it was built,
the lake had receded, leaving it stranded
high and dry, with a wide stretch of black
mud between it and the lake. By going
out a short distance, however, the bathing
was comparatively clear, and as a German
family were in charge of the resort, my
friend and I used often to ride down on
horseback.

We had always heard of the bathing in
Salt Lake, but found it more peculiar than
we had imagined. The bath-houses pre-
pared us for some of the surprises await-
ing us. Each room had its stationary
bowl and faucet of fresh water, besides a
fresh water shower bath ; the necessity for
which we understood after coming out of
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the lake with faces and hair frosted with
salt, and after learning that our suits
would be speedily rotted if we left any salt
in them.

Each bathroom had a large printed no-
tice warning bathers to beware of getting
the lake water in “eyes, nose, or mouth,”
on account of its large percentage of salt,
—a warning we soon appreciated. For it
is dangerous to be sportive in this water.
People are said to strangle from swallow-
ing it, and we could readily believe it, so
intense was the inflammation set up by a
few tastes of it. We could easily under-
stand the tonic effect we experienced from
the baths.

The buoyant quality of the water is most
astonishing. As you wade out in the shal-
lows, at each step your feet are lifted for
you. You can float in a little over a foot
of water. Reclining on the lake bottom,
you can keep your feet down only by a
strong effort ; while with your feet once
off the bottom your body is gently buoyed
up, and, behold, you are floating out to
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sea! Ihad never succeeded in swimming
before, but found it an easy matter in that
heavy water.

One day when we rode down to the
lake, long rows of gulls were sitting on
the beach; and when we went in bath-
ing, we found a horde of snowy white
spectators assembled on the shore. When
we swam in shore towards them they did
not pay much attention to us. But at last
“two of them rose, and flying over us turned
and looked down at us from all sides like
inspecting sentinels. Then, as I kept on
toward the flock, suddenly, as if in re-
sponse to a signal, the whole band rose
and flew silently out over the lake.

Another day, when there was a haze in
the air and the lake was like a mirror, I
found a flock of gulls scattered over its
smooth surface, sitting motionless as ducks.
Swimming slowly and silently through the
quiet water, I came so close I might have
been numbered, with them — another speck
on the face of the lake. As I rested
lightly on the buoyant water, breathing
the warm dreamy air, my eyes on the level
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of the smooth lake, over whose surface
midsummer insects were idly playing, my
only companions the white birds around
me, a sudden fancy came over me, and I
gave myself up to its airy suggestions. I
was one of their band, and could live with
them on the still white lake. My world
was a world of pearly water. 'Beyond
my white sisters, over the face of the gray
mirror, soft clouds were idly trailing. On
my farthest horizon, hazy mountains rose
dimly over my dreamland. Surely these
were my sisters — they had let me join
their snowy company. Sitting close around
me, pluming their feathers or drowsing in
the sun, they had taken me for one of their
band. The fancy grew and possessed me
till at last, when the white birds rose and
flew away, Ifelt as if I should spread my
wings and fly away after them — as if they
had been cruel to leave me behind.

Our early morning rides to the lake,
and our swim in the refreshing water,
prepared us for the full enjoyment of the
sunbaths we took before remounting our
horses. On the white salt beach, with the
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blue water at my feet, I rested in the warm
sun under the sky, rejoicing when a round"
white cloud came sailing in through the
blue close above me. Twittering swallows
circled low over me, dragon flies came to
inspect me, snowy gulls crossed my -blue
screen — the world with its sin and sorrow
was behind me —1I rested in the stillness
and peace of the beautiful lake.

Sometimes we rode down for our baths
in the late afternoon, my friend carrying
our supper in her botany can. Then we
unsaddled our horses, and the good Ger-
man took down a length of fence to let
them graze in the inclosure surrounding
the band stand ; while we spread our meal
in a vinecovered summer-house, picked
green leaves for a mat for the red apples
on our round table, and feasted merrily,
drinking warm milk fresh from the milk-
ing. Then we remounted our horses, and
leaving the crescent bay rimmed with gold,
were ready for our cool ride home in the
sunset.

One evening as we were watching the
sunset from the pier, before turning home-
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ward, the little German children came out
for a romp in the lake. They took boards
for rafts, and while the boys played near
shore, their little sister drifted out on her
boat. As the mountains were melting into
a rich purple haze, the sun, sinking be-
hind the lake, sent its slanting golden rays
across the dark water, lighting up the lit-
tle fair-haired maiden till she floated on a
raft of gold.

While we watched the insects moving to
and fro above the pier, the great golden
harvest moon rose over the Wasatch. Op-
posite, across the lake, the afterglow was
bright in the sky, and the rigging of an
anchored boat stood out dark against the
band of ruddy orange light. On another
boat a sail was raised and rode slowly out
across the lake. In the cool evening air,
the calm beauty of the night touched our
hearts. The great golden moon that had
just risen over us had long been shining on
our far away KEastern homes, and all
through the still night it would shine over
us and over them — over our living and
over the graves of our dead.



XIV.

CLIMBING THE WASATCH WITH A PRO-
FESSOR.

As our village was really in the desert
belt of Utah, when the spring flowers were
gone, my botanical friend found her mate-
rial disappointing ; and so, when the pio-
neer botanist of Utah invited us to join
him on a collecting trip in the Wasatch,
we hailed the opportunity with enthusiasm.

Although no botanist, I was eager for
the trip. I had not lived under the shadow
of the Wasatch all summer without long-
ing to .get back into the mountains; and it
would have been a sore disappointment to
have left the Territory with only a picture
of their face. As we had just read Agas-
siz’s Life, full of his glacial work, our en-
thusiasm ran high when we found that we
were going among glacier-worn cafions.

The trip had a delightful mountain fla-
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vor from the outset — we were to meet the
Professor in the Rio Grande Western sta-
tion with tickets to Wasatch. We went
to Salt Lake a day beforehand in order to
catch the early morning train, and had
been waiting impatiently at the station for
some time when the preoccupied Professor
came hurrying in, looking for us through
his spectacles. He was hung with field
glass, barometer, botany can and press, and
after a few abstracted remarks to us, went
out to watch over his dryers— a stack of
brown pads that, to my astonished eyes,
suggested a Saratoga trunk. With logic
characteristic of a naturalist, he had con-
sidered his coat too bulky to carry—
though we were bound for the snowy moun-
tain tops. After a personal interview with
the baggage man, the Professor concluded
to let him take charge of the precious
dryers — the baggage being merely parti-
tioned off from the passenger end of our
car.
The plan of our trip was to enter the
Wasatch a few miles southeast of Salt
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Lake City; climb the cafion — Little
Cottonwood — on a tram ; cross the divide
separating it from Big Cottonwood, on
horseback, coming down through Big Cot-
tonwood cafion by stage to Salt Lake.

As I was more interested in geology than
botany, in the short intervals between the
discovery and discussion of flowers along
the way, I tried to extract information
about the geology of the mountains. Just
before we entered the cafion, the Professor
pointed out the famous earthquake fault,
there a drop of sixty feet, which extended
two hundred miles along the base of the
range, and which, a geologist had hinted,
was only a prophesy of an earthquake that
should swallow up Salt Lake City itself.

On reaching Wasatch —the mountain
village where the granite was quarried for
the Temple — we saw perched on a terrace
above us a most remarkable-looking con-
veyance. It proved to be our tram car
—a hand car furnished with three wagon
seats, each protected by a parasol-like blue
and white striped awning. It was drawn
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up the cafion by two horses, tandem. It
came down by gravity —and a brake.
“ Ben,” the rear horse, put down his head
and strained steadily, but the leader’s tugs
were often slack, and our driver’s exhorta-
tions and admonitions were our accompani-
ment along the way. “ Walk up, Dick!”
“ Get out of this, Dick! ” he shouted with
increasing emphasis ; snapping his long
clothesline-like whip at the leader with a
louder and sharper snap as practice gave
dexterity, his face growing tenser with ex-
asperation.

The awnings protected us so effectually
that we saw little along the way, except
when we craned our necks to look at a
suddenly opening view of the grand walls
of the cafion. Fortunately for our serenity
there was usually little to see, the tram
car brushing through the green under-
growth of maple, elder, and cottonwood
most of the way. Occasionally, in an in-
terval between pointing out a rare plant or
a glacial moraine, the Professor caught a
bunch of choke-cherries as we passed.
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The tram had been built to bring down
ore from the Alta mines to the railroad at
‘Wasatch. We reached Alta in time for
dinner. It was an interesting type of a
deserted mining camp. Opened in 1864,
it was one of the oldest and richest silver
mines in the Territory. When it had
boasted three thousand inhabitants it was
suddenly swept by fire; and now held but
nine families, having, during the “silver
trouble,” but one open mine.

The superintendent of * the grizzly ”” and
his assayer, who received us with great
* courtesy, were the only educated men in
the place; and in winter, the superintend-
ent went down to his family, leaving the
young assayer cut off from the world.

“ What do you do?” we asked.

“Oh, I’ve plenty of books,” he an-
swered quietly ; but when pressed acknow-
ledged that it was lonely. He brought out
a pair of Norwegian snow-shoes — skees —
fourteen feet long and six inches wide —
his winter walking boots — his only means
of going abroad. Pointing to the precipi-
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tous mountain wall opposite, he astonished
us by saying that he had ridden down it on
his skees. He could not fasten the snow-
shoes to his feet, it would not be safe. It
was dangerous, but exciting work, he said
simply. He had been up and down most
of the mountains around Alta.

The people had cut the trees from the
steep sides of the cafion to use in the
mines, leaving the town without protection,
and a hundred men had been killed by
snow slides. Six had been killed in the
cellar of the assayer’s house, he informed
us calmly.

We spent the afternoon collecting flow-
ers — that is, the Professor and my friend
collected, and I —went along.

In the evening we visited the post office
—a small compartment in a far corner of
the camp store. The store having been
stocked in the days of Alta’s prosperity,
its goods were nmow wearing out on the
shelves. In more ways than one, the store
echoed the former glories of the mining
camp. In following the postmaster to his
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office, from the group of old drunken min-
ers sitting telling yarns in the front part
of the shop, we passed into the silent
dimly lighted interior. In the back of the
room was a bar filled with old black bot-
tles under a sign of ¢ Positively no
Credit.” From the bar we followed
through a dark closet-like room with a
large table, laid, presumably, with gam-
bling counters. This opened into the post
office, where the postmaster showed us
with pride the hole where powder had been
put to blow up his safe.

We did not find it difficult to believe
that « Alta had been a hard place ;”” and
we drew our own conclusions when we
found a big revolver casually lying out on
the table of the English family —to the
care of whose good women my friend and I
had been consigned. The next day, as we
rode on up the trail, we looked back on the
desolate town, moralizing sadly on the place
the mining camp holds in our present civ-
ilization.

As we climbed toward the divide, our
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trail often looked like a brown thread
winding over the face of the mountain.

All the morning we rode through a veri-
table garden of flowers. They were aston-
ishing, although the season had turned,
and the Professor had nightmares lest
those he was in search of had already
been touched by the frost. To my unbo-
tanical eye, the ride was a feast of color.
There were exquisite clusters of blue flax,
tall groups of white columbines of surpass-
ing purity and beauty, rich purple monks-
‘hoods, luxuriant clumps of mertensias, of
such delicate Frenchy pink and blue shad-
ing that my friend dreamed of them after
she got home ; besides the glowing ¢ painted
cups,” and great stretches of yellow flowers,
like patches of sunshine on the mountain
sides. The Professor told us which flow-
ers marked off the ascending life zones —
for we found even Alpine plants, we went
so high. But in my ignorance, I had soon
forgotten the names; though I shall long
remember a bowlder with a line of blue
flowers blossoming out of a crack along its
face.
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As we stood on the divide, where the
Professor’s barometer registered an alti-
tude of 10,250 feet and patches of snow
were unmelted in August, we were silenced
by the wonderful pictures in both direc-
tions below us. The grandest view was be-
hind us. We looked back upon the bold
peaked V walls of Little Cottonwood
Catfion, and through the blue notch where
Salt Lake valley lay in the distance.
Looking forward, we exclaimed with de-
light at the peculiar richness and beauty of
the picture. Below us — a thousand feet
—among the evergreens at the foot of our
trail rested two beautiful Alpine lakes,
mirroring the blue sky and white clouds.
Beyond them, was the horizon of green
undulating mountains.

The Professor said the little Alpine
lakes marked the birthplace of one of the
main branches of the great glacier that had
hollowed out Big Cottonwood Cafion. In-
deed, he assured us that the névé or gla-
cier-snow had risen a solid white wall high
above the divide on which we were stand-
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ing. The lakes, resting now where the
snow had lain, belonged to the last page of
the glacial history. Their basins, scooped
out originally by the living glaciers, had
only filled with water as the old glacier,
pursued by the sun, withdrew up the cafion
to its birth-place and there melted away.
In melting, it dropped its last burden,
forming dyke-like terminal moraines, which
dammed the outlet of the basin and made
the little lakes.

From the divide, we rode down the flow-
ering sides of the mountain to the lakes,
when the Professor sent a man back
with the horses: for we were now only a
short walk from  Brighton’s,” the stop-
ping place at the head of Big Cottonwood
Cafion, and we wanted to loiter at our
pleasure along the way.

Clouds seemed to be gathering, so we
hurried on to a miner’s cabin among the
evergreens. To our chagrin, when we got
there the door was locked, the host absent,
and we were obliged to sit down beside
the ashes of the camp-fire.




LAKE BLANCHE
Big Cottonwood Casion, Utak
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I was getting hungry by that time, but
I saw clearly that no morsel would pass
the lips of the botanists till their precious
plants were all a pressing; so I looked
about, enjoying the streams of pure water
running by the cabin, and the delicious
flavor of the balsams growing over it.
Then I sat down on a stump by the camp-
fire and whetted my appetlte by looking at
the lunch bag.

Presently, I became aware that we were
being received by the little friends of the
miner — a family of ground squirrels or
spermophiles — droll little creatures look-
ing like rats with short bushy tails. They
frisked about the rocks, popping up out of
one dark hole to disappear down another;
and then, scenting our lunch, came to see
what we had brought them. Though it
was wrapped in paper, inside the sack in
which it had been fastened to the saddle,
their keen noses led them straight to it;
and before we knew it, one of them was
gnawing through the sack, ignoring the
fact that it lay at my friend’s very feet.
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This made it necessary to open the
lunch, and, as the plants were safely
stowed away at last, it occurred to the bot-
anists that they, too, were mortal. We
threw the little animals crumbs from our
feast, and they came freely for them.

While we were absorbed in their gam-
bols, the owner of the cabin appeared —
a big burly Irishman with mild blue eyes
and a patient face. He took the door key
from under a tin basin, and, hospitably
disregarding our having camped before
his front door, began asking about the
fishing. I smiled to myself at his mis-
taking the Professor for a fisherman.

When he opened his door I looked curi-
ously into the cabin where we had hoped
for shelter. Frying pans and other uten-
sils were scattered over the floor, and a
ragged old sheepskin hung over the edge
of the rude wooden frame that served for
bed —a dreary home to come back to,
after a hard day’s work. The lonely
miner sat down on an upturned box and
took up a newspaper, politely leaving us
to ourselves —in his front-door yard.
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When he found us watching his little
friends, however, he came out. I asked
him if they would come to him. Point-
ing to the mother, he said, “She will,
she likes sugar;” and turning back into
the cabin, he brought out a slice of bread
thickly spread with molasses. Leaning
down in the doorway he held it out, gen-
tly calling her to come for it. As soon as
she heard his voice the little creature ran
trotting up to her big friend, and stood by
his hand licking off the syrup as confid-
ingly as a kitten. It was a touching pic-
ture, and reminded me of the prisoner cher-
ishing the little flower that sprang up in
his window.

“ Will she ever climb up on your lap?”
I asked.

“Oh, sometimes, when you’re sitting on
a chair, she’ll come up, if she’s right hun-
gry,” he said.

When the Professor took a flower from
his botany can and began making notes
upon it, the miner’s blue eyes lit up with
interest. ¢ Does every flower have a name,
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or do you name them ?”’ he asked ; adding
something about * classifying ” them, much
to my surprise.

The Professor, in his turn, inquired
about the miner’s “claim.” It was gold and
silver, he said ; but he was only ¢ working
out his assessment.” ¢ It doesn’t pay to
get out silver, now,” he explained quietly.
Then, referring to the “silver trouble,”
with a force that surprised us, he ex-
claimed, “It takes a good deal to kill a
Western man. It takes more than one
thing to starve a Western man.”

While the Professor and the miner were
talking, I became interested in the pretty
chipmunks that were running about the
rocks. But when I asked the miner if he
thought I could get them to come to me
— the mother spermophile had not been
afraid to take food from my hand — he
declared, “You’ll have a job to get them
— they 're too old-fashioned ;” though just
what fashion had to do with it, he did not
explain.

Nevertheless, the Professor was plunged
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deep in his notes, and the squirrels were
coming near, so I took some sponge cake
and thought I would try. I scattered the
pieces on a log beside me, and in a few
minutes a plump, frank-faced chipmunk
ran up to get them. And soon, while the
brown spermophiles were picking up
crumbs at my feet, occasionally raising
their pretty black eyes to look up at me,
my pretty chipmunk answered my coaxing,
and not only climbed up in my lap, but
sat in one of my hands picking up crumbs,
while I talked caressingly to him, stroking
his soft striped fur. The astonished miner
sat cross-legged in his doorway, watching.
At first, I thought he showed a touch of
jealousy that his pets should make so free
with a stranger, but it vanished before his
surprise and kindliness. ¢ That beats any-
thing I ever see with a chipmunk,” he
declared. “You’ve got that one pretty
slick.”

After my pet had eaten all he wanted,
and had carried off a goodly supply of
cake for a rainy day, a threatening thun-
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der-shower started us on our way. I had
waited for him to go off to his storehouse,
but when I turned to look back, I caught
sight of my pretty pet coming for more,
with such a bright, alert expression it
went hard with me to disappoint him and
leave, just as we were getting to be such
good friends.

The miner, when we suggested that he
might become lonely, answered, with as-
sumed indifference, that he had plenty of
company ; but when thanking him for his
hospitality, on leaving, the sad expression
settled back over his patient face, and he
said gratefully that he was glad to have
any one come to see him.

As we walked down toward Brighton’s,
he passed above us on his high trail across
the mountain side going to his “ claim,”
and at our last sight of him, he was look-
ing down the black mouth of his tunnel, —
a lonely figure on the mountain.

The Professor, who had just been col-
lecting mining statistics, grew warm as he

discussed the exaggerated expectations of




CLIMBING THE WASATCH. 163

miners, telling us —in figures — how little
is averaged by the prospector; and how
the trained miner, whose skill is greater
than that of a carpenter or other trades-
man, combines prospecting with his trade,
so taking his hard-earned money and
¢ blowing it all out.”

We walked past the two beautiful lit-
tle lakes, — typical Alpine lakes, — with
grassy points running out into the clear
water, suggesting feeding deer ; willows
growing along the banks, and great
granite boulders standing in the water.

The sight of a dear homelike robin
warmed our hearts as we passed, but white
clouds were piling up over our heads, and
we could only hurry by.

When the trail led through a grove of
fir, we met a party of summer hotel young
men, calling for a gun — they saw grouse
in the trees. I heard them recalling their
recent achievements — they had killed a
badger, a deer, and an eagle within a few
days. It was a rude shock to me, and I
thought bitterly that even these wild grand
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mountains would soon be “ civilized » by the
pleasure-seekers who destroy all they can
of the nature they come to enjoy ; leaving
the country lifeless and bare, after having
had the refined satisfaction of taking pleas-
ure in giving pain, of taking life to evade
the tedium of an idle hour. I could only
reflect thankfully that though the moun-
tains might be made patent-medicine adver-
tisers, and the deer that drank from the
lakes at their feet and the eagles that
soared over their heads might be killed to
gratify man’s lust of power, the cloudless
blue sky above us was beyond their reach.

I resigned myself to a wetting while the
botanists loitered gathering new .flowers,
oblivious of the drizzle; and amused my-
self watching the chipmunks playing among
the rocks, and the humming-birds whizz-
ing around the flowers — the hillsides
seemed to whirr with them.

The situation of Brighton’s is one of
commanding beauty. As the Professor ex-
plained, it stands at the head of the moun-
tain-encircled glacial amphitheatre into
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which the glacier from the Alpine lakes,
and the other branch glaciers, came down,
joining to form the great glacier that ex-
cavated Big Cottonwood Cafion. Rounded
masses of rock — ¢ roches moutonnées ” —
on the walls of the amphitheatre showed
where the different glacier heads had come
over. The whole flat bottom of the amphi-
theatre was formerly a lake, dammed back
by a terminal moraine; but now there is
only a small trout pond fed by a willow-
bordered brook. All the vegetation of the
place was boreal, for we had come down
only about two thousand feet from the
divide ; and in winter the hotel is buried
under twenty feet of snow.

We spent the evening over a great blaz-
ing fire, and’ in the morning started on our
twenty-five mile stage ride back to Salt
Lake City.

As we rode along, the Professor told us
the geological story of the cafion. Just
below the hotel we drove over a moraine
two hundred feet thick. We felt as if we
were in Switzerland, following along the
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course of the glacier with its lateral mo-
raines left high on the mountain sides,
blocking the mouths of narrow tributary
cafions; its various terminal moraines
marking its resting places as it withdrew
up the cafion; till at last we came to the
point where the sun had originally forbid-
den its advance, turning the river of ice
to a river of water.

After that, the Professor pointed out the
differenca between ice-worn and water-
worn cafions, enabling us to read the his-
tory for ourselves wherever we traveled.
Quoting an eminent geologist on the shape
of a cafion, he said, “U spells glacier; V
water erosion ; the resisting ice scooping
out the sides of the walls, while the water
cuts at the bottom.” From it, a child
could always recognize a glacial cafion;
for, looking up or down, the Tltamc Uis
recognized at a glance.

At the mouth of the cafion, where the
river had emptied into Salt Lake, we drove
past the old bar, extending like a tongue
up into the cafion.
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Although there is no river in the cafion
now, the road follows beside a great rush-
ing stream, for several miles of its course
going over what is known as “the steps”
—a series of ledges over which it leaps
and foams like some exulting spirit.

The cafion itself is one of the grand-
est in the Wasatch. In places, towering
peaks rise thousands of feet into the air,
while all the cafion lines are strong and
sweeping, giving an impressive sense of
breadth and majesty. '

Though the cafion is rich with vegeta-
tion, the only birds I remember from our
clattering race down the grade were a
flash of red and gold from a startled tan-
ager; and a glimpse of a water ousel dis-
appearing ahead of us low over his foam-
ing stream.

We traversed the plant zones in rapid
review in our descent, coming from the
Alpine flora at Brighton’s, past the firs of
the mountain sides, to the level of oak
and finally sage brushin the mouth of the
cafion. Outside the cafion we entered a
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new world, with bright sunflowers along
the fences, fields stacked with sheaves of
wheat, and others busy with haymakers
loading hay.

Irrigation ditches looked amazingly civi-
lized to us now. One huge trench of pale
green water on the outskirts of the city we
were interested to learn was the water
from the Jordan, coming from Utah Lake
to supply the irrigation system of Salt
Lake City.

When at last we rattled through the
city streets to catch our train home, the
amused smiles of the people along the way
suddenly made us conscious of our moun-
tain equipment, and our original stage with
its blue and white awnings spread over each
seat. But we could join in the merriment,
our only regret being that we could not go
back on the return trip to the mountains.

For though we had seen much in our
three days, we had not had time to visit
the famous Mary’s Lake, declared to be
equal in beauty to any Alpine lake in
Switzerland.
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A few weeks later, however, my brother
joined me, and we made another flying trip
into the mountains, climbing to the lake on
horseback from Brighton’s. It was a steep
trail up the wall of the amphitheatre, and
then alongside the smooth worn ¢ sheep-
backs,” on which were patches of yellow
flowers. Scattered along the trail were a
number of clear little mountain lakes, one
lying in a beaver meadow.

Mary’s Lake has a double setting, its
own smooth granite-walled basin being in-
closed by the higher mountain wall. Slop-
-ing down from the lofty peaks behind it is a
rock slide —a mass of broken granite
blocks — a “ Lagomys slide,” the naturalist
exclaimed exultantly ; explaining that it
was undoubtedly inhabited by the queer,
rabbit-like creatures called “coneys” by
the mountain men. * Little is known about
these strange animals except their remark-
able habit of making hay; they gather
grass and flowers, cure them on the rocks
in the sun, and then store them in haycocks
for winter’s use. As their homes are usu-
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ally in inaccessible mountain fastnesses,
among broken rocks on the highest peaks,
the opportunity to study them at Mary’s
Lake is peculiarly favorable.

We dropped from our horses, slipped the
reing over their heads — the Western
method of hitching— and cautiously
climbed up the slide to watch for the shy
coneys, whom we could hear bleating above
and below us. By climbing noiselessly to
a vantage ground, and keeping silent for a
time, we saw a number of them. I had an
exciting glimpse of one, in a crevice be-
tween two rocks only a few feet away.
The pretty rabbit-like head appeared in the
doorway, and to my surprise the mouth
opened wide and out rang the queer bleat-
ing cry. Just then the coney caught sight
of me and retreated, but I felt that I had
had a thrilling experience.

When we came back to the lake, we ex-
claimed anew at its surpassing beauty. In
its ring of glacial-rounded granite were
niches that enshrined dark solemn spire-
shaped evergreens. In the middle of the
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little lake, from the centre of its clear wa-
ter rose a great gramite boulder —a tiny
island, also bearing spire-like firs that
pointed to the sky. After our steep climb
up the lonely trail with only deserted min-
ing tunnels along the way, it seemed a step
aside into a hidden sanctuary. The fresh
mountain air came cool over our faces, the
morning sunlight silted through the silent
firs, giving a green gleam to the mountain
side and touching with a tender vivid light
a bit of meadow on the border of the lake.
No sound broke the stillness, no ripple
stirred the smooth pure face of the lake,
over which arched the deep blue sky. A
hush had fallen upon our spirits. It
seemed as if the noble mountains under
whose great shadow we had passed the

" summer had at last admitted us to their

Holy of Holies.





