














































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































394 THE LADY BULA DISCOVERED.

yet again its shrill notes rang on the air, but with no
better success.

«I dinna ken why the bairn does not answer, if she be
in a mile around.” '

Climbing from rock to rock, the Queen pursued her
way a short distance farther, and applying the bugle to
her lips, the clear shrill notes rang out on the mountain
air. Scarcely had they died away, when up from the
shore, three hundred feet below her, back came the notes
quivering with exultation and joy.

“’Tig the bairn! the. bonny bairn!” cried the Queen,
and from rock to rock she made her way down the peri-
lous descent with the agility of the Chamois.

Again she sounded her bugle, and this time the reply
was close at hand, and she dashed on down the gullies
and ravines until she landed on the sterile shore, when,
in a moment more, the Lady Bula bounded towards her
with outstretched arms, and a shout of joy, while tears
rained dowa her pale cheeks.

Grasping the girl by the arm, the Queen beld her at
arm’s length, as she surveyed her bleeding limbs, soiled.
and tattered garments, and she demanded in a cold, stern
tone: ) )

“This is a sore plight for the Lady Bula! Think ye
I will own ye more, after yer gallant has tired of and
forsaken ye—ye have need of tears to wash out the guilt
ye have.bronght down on yer own head!”
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“No, nol I am still innocent, thank God, still inno-
cent! take me hence or he will return and it will be too
late!” sobbed the poor child.

“Nay—ye need no more tears! I meant not to chide
my birdling!” and the Queen folded the young girl in
her arms, while something nearer a tear than was wont
waas seen to glisten in her eyes.

“You are wet and cold—surely you did not swim here
from the land?”’ said Bula, starting back from the em-
brace of her sister.

“Not quite, but it matters little now, that you are un-
harmed—and, by the God our anctestors worshipped, I
will never sleep again until we are safely out of the
reach of this murderous, thieving crew!”

“Alas! would that we might return once more to our
native hills, where no such perils ever disturbed us!”’

“Might, child—you silly thing, why do you talk of
might, think you the person liveth that dare oppose me,
if I willit?”

“Then let us go,” eagerly cried the child—*this hour
—this minute—the ties we brought with ms here with
our people have become sundered, and ‘there is nothing
for us to love while those around us seek only our ruin.”
_ “For once my birdling speaks wisely—but keep thy
peace, and do as I bid, and all will yet be well. Come
away to the boat, and once home, our preparations will
ke short, but decisive.”
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“Will Dan approve this hasty decision?” timidly
queried the Lady Bula, as the light boat glided swiftly
over the water, under the stalwart arms of the Queen.

“Will he approve?” mockingly laughed the Queen,
“rather agk if he will dare disapprove any course I de-
cide upon ?”

“And the maid? I pray you take her not with us—
had she not unbarred the window to-allow Dan to enter,
while you was away, Richards could never have gained
entrance into the house, and we should have been spare&
this fearful night’s terrors.”

The Queenlooked upon her young trembling sister, with
the fury of a demon for a moment, then sternly bade her
relate every particular of her-abduction. Attentively she
listened, and when Bula had finished she uttered not a
word of comment, but, in silence, the two left the boat
and pursued -their way towards their abode. Arriving
unexpectedly to the inmates, they surprised them over a
merry breakfast, where present enjoyment was palpably
paramount to all other considerations.

A torrent of scorching, withering, invectives was poured
upon their devoted heads by the incensed Queen, and she
finally concluded by ejecting the maid from the house,
and ordering -her beloved lord to take up his quarters
‘on the stool of repentance in the corner, and not to leave
it again without her permission.
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There was a resolute determination on the Queen’s
swarthy visage through the day, which, together with
pulling down and packing up of household goods, told
of some purpose, in which it would be dangerous to re-
monstrate or thwart. Bula knew full well what it all
meant, but she knew the temper of her sister well enough
to keep her own counsel. . Dan looked on in dismay, his
easy temper not penetrating the purpose that actuated
his lady ; but, as he had a horror for domestic contention,
in which he was well aware he always came off *second
best,” he thought it prudent to be oblivious to the pre-
paration going on around him.

The shades of night once more gathered around them,
when a wagon drawn by a span of mules, was driven up
to the door by the Queen, the household goods packed
within, and Dan ordered to take his seat beside them.

“But, my dedrest wife, what does all this mean?” re-
wmonstrated the husband.

The Queen’s brow gréw'dprk, but before the storm
burst, the latch was timidly lifted, and Rose Hatfield, pale
with terror, and with tears streaming down her cheeks,
entered, with her child.

“ Why are you here at thishour? Have you not learned
by experience that such as you are not safe & moment in
the open air after nightfall? or even in doors as for that

matter,” demanded the Virago in an angry tone.
N
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“I came for help! for succour!” cried Rose, pleadingly.
“ Tarn me not away, or I am lost—for to no one else can
I look for aid! Even now these inhuman brutes are
gearching around Mrs. Williams’s dwelling for me, and I
only eluded them with the greatest difficulty!”

“And Mrs. Williams, where is she, that you are forced
to this extremity?” inquired the Queen, in a softened
tone. '

“A messenger came and said, that one of the women
in Pratt’s house was dying, and desired to see her—I
think it was a ruse to get her away, for she had not been
gone five minutes, when the Prophet came in, and when
he found he could not coax me to take up my abode in his
house, attempted to force me away!”’

“And you eluded him! thank Heaven for that; you are
a brave girl, and deserve a better fate than will inevi-
tably be yours, if you remain here; for what can a poor
bairn like you do against such odds. Now if you were
strong like me, you could circumvent the whole crew of
them, but now”—and she }lubiously shook her head as

she bent her small twinkling eyes thoughtfully to the )

floor.

“I have only eluded them for the time being, unless
you protect me. Heaven knows that, were it not for my
child, I should wish I were dead—to live thus is horrible,
but to leave her to grow up among these cormorants, is
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thrice torture,” and the child-mother clasped her little
daughter to hor heart, as if it was strong enough to shield
her from the spoiler. So it was, if a mother’s love could
do it; but, alas, she well knew that a mother’s love, like
prayers and tears, were alike trampled upon by those
bratal men, who, in the name of the Deity, trampled on
every sacred and holy tie!

“For the time being, say you? Would you then, if
you could, leave them forever?” demanded the Queen.

“Would I?” eagerly exclaimed the young mother,
“would the bird escape if it could, from the talons of the
hawk? or the doomed captive from his cell?”

“Now, this hour, would you commit yourself and your
child to the wilderness, to remain there a wanderer, per-
haps for months, before you come to a habitation?”

“Had I one to lead the way, God knows how gladly I
would!”

‘Then all you have to do is to ask no questions and
obey. Seat yourself and child in the wagon there; Bula,
take your seat by the side of her—and you, Dan, may

walk by the side of the team and carry the whip. It ™

may be that I shall need my hands for other purposes,
besides driving to-night.” .

“Surely, you are not mad enough to start out for the
forest at this hour!—I am tired and sleepy already,” re-
monstrated her lord.

N\,

SN ——
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“Follow me, in silence!” demanded his lady in a con-
temptuous, imperative tone, as she moved away, and with
a muttered imprecation, he started his team and followed
on.

Hour after hour they moved along, stopping only once
to rest, and at dawn they arrived in sight of a long train
that had started the day before, for California. This
was what the indomitable woman anticipated. Turn-
ing out her mules to feed and rest, she camped two hours
on the same ground occupied during the night by the
train, and by the time the last of the stragglers was out
of sight, she started in their wake. By a judicious ma-
nagement of the mules’ strength, she managed to keep
-within a short distance of the train through the day,
and two hours after they had camped at night she came
up and joined them, and the next morning was re-
freshed and as ready to pursue her way as the rest of
them

Their journey was long and tedious, and their trials
were sore, yet relieved from the vicinity of those who
had so long harassed them, they day by day grew buoy-
ant instead of depressed, and in looking forward to a
haven of repose where they might live in security, they
forgot the toils of the present, in the hope of the fa-
ture.

In a fertile valley of California, our Queen and her
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proteges halted. Here, already the settler had reared
his cabin and planted his vineyard. Their provisions
were exhausted, their mules broken down and reduced to
mere skeletons, and they could proceed no farther. The
Queen’s only object in her flight was, to place distance
between herself and the fetid atmosphere of Mormon-
dom, and now that it was accomplished, it mattered
little to her where her home was, if it was out of the
Welsh hills.

Selecting a picturesque situation for a cabin, one was
soon erected, where she may now be found tilling the
soil, and endeavouring to make her lord do likewiso—
berating and caressing alternately her still beautifal
sister, Bula, and sheltering the young mother and her
daughter, whom she rescued from a life of infamy, and
who, like the penitent of old, sinned no more, but won
back from over the awful abyss the virtune she lost in an
infatuated hour.

Start not, gentle sisters, for it is even s0; and a life-
time of penitence may not enly win heaven by forgive-
ness on earth, even as the Master said, “ Let him that
is without sin cast the first stone,” and as no mortal ex-
ists without sin, the stone to this day remains uncast, and
the Master bade her, and let us also, “Go and sin no
more.”

In the place of his nativity and former prosperity, at
B
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this time, was Martin Harris, the dupe of the dead Pro-
phet. Time had done its work, but grief for the loss of
his idolized gold had aided it; and now he grovelled in
his second childhood, but not with the resignation, only
the imbecility that makes old age = care, a stern reality.
He had outlived all but the remembrance of the duplicity
that had impoverished him, and his only theme from
morn till setting sun, was his lost idol, and anathemas on
the impostor who had duped, robbed, and then cast him
penniless away, to get rid of his importunities. Now he
was alone in the world, his withered heart seared by the
great wrong he had suffered, without one ray of light to
guide him to the tomb to which he was fast hastening.

Hapless old man! may eternity give back thy youth’s
wasted energies, thy manhood’s misguided toils, that
there thou mayest inherit the happiness always pursued
here, and never attained, because thoun sought it in the
bubbles that turn to ashes as soon as grasped.



CHAPTER XXV.

Progress of Mormonism.—Vice and immorality in the ascendency.—The Prophet em
larges his harem.—His authority acknowledged.—Mormon leaders as connected with
politics.—Officers sent to Utah by the General Government.—Their authority resisted.
—Brigham Young’s great speech.—The Mormons threaten the officers.—Gross con-
duct.—Judge Brockus and his subordinates return home.—Col. Steptoe appointed
Governor of Utah.—He refuses to act.—Elation of Young and his followers.—Danger-
ous infl of M ism.—Public opinion in regard to it.—The people’s discon-
ent.—No proper gover t authority ised over the territory.

TaE intrigues of the prophet and his Patriarchs were
only samples which the more humble followed, with such
additions and emendations as they chose to adopt, and
extended from the hoary sinner of four score years to the
jacketed boy at school on the one side, and from the
wrinkled hag bereft of every vestige of loveliness, to the
miss in pantalettes, on the other. Cupid’s missives flew
thick, fast, and indiscriminately from the hoary head to
the young miss, and from the old beldame to him who was
yet unbroken by vice. From the husband and father to
his neighbour’s wife, or daughter, and from the wife and
daughter, wherever their wanton eye rested.

The Prophet as the husband of sixty wives openly

wedded, and as many sealed, was still not contented, but
408
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addea two more wings to his harem, in order to accom-
modate others he purposed to take, as his authority had
become so thoroughly established that, every Mormon
was taxed one-tenth of all he possessed to support the
priesthood,—that is—the harems of the Prophet and
Patriarchs.

Approaching old age and unrestrained passions, al-
though they bowed his form, only fed anew the un-
quenched fires so long indulged in, and ambition and
vice now reigned supreme in-his heart.

Isolated from civilization by fifteen hundred miles of
wilderness, he bid defiance to all that had checked his
free indulgence in ambitious schemes and debaucheries in
the States. ‘

Here, with thirty thousand subjects, he reigned su-
preme autocrat, holding the wealth, labour, liberty and
lives of his followers at his own mercy, which was swayed
by the passions that held him in bondage, and whose
slave he had become. The infatuation of his subjects
could not hide from them the imposition and enormities
of their Leader, and the burdens cast upon the labourers
to wring from them the means to support the largely
stocked harems, were greater than they could bear.

To complain was to call down upon themselves heavier
burdens still. They could not expect justice from the
hands of the taskmaster, and they were not agreeably
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disappointed, for equity and justice found not a step on
which to rest among a people where the powerful were
privileged to prey upon the weak and defenceless.

As Governor and Prophet, Young defied remonstrance
and complaint, and when crushed beneath the heavy bur-
dens enforced upon them, the poor deluded fanatics
prayed for relief, he not only inflicted grievous chastise-
ments for their temerity, but essayed to launch the thun-
ders of eternal punishment in the world to come upon
them. : L

Their groanings at last reached the home government,
and were responded to with promises of relief—promises
which were treated with defiance and contempt by the
Prophet, who, in his fancied security among the fast-
nesses of the west, dared any attempt being made to put
a stop to, or punish his crimes. Awakened at last to the
necessity of fulfilling this promise,—for every civilized
nation was looking on their enormity with astonishment
and indignation, that a civilized people should tolerate
in their territories such wanton crimes, that shamed alike
humanity and the people who suffered it,—and resolved
to send thither officers duly appointed and commissioned,
to see that the grievances of the American citizens resi-
ding in Utah Tgrritory were redressed, and the laws of
the Union equitably administered among them.

Lemuel G. Branderbury received the appointment of
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Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of the United States
for the Territory of Utah, and Perry E. Brockus Asso-
ciate Justice of the Supreme Court for the same territory,
with B, B. Harris as Secretary.

The Prophet-Governor received these officers with
studied coldness and contempt, which, ere long broke out
into open rebellion against their vested authority. His
infatuated followers at once sided with their leaders, and
the officers soon saw their positions were anything but
enviable, as they were greeted by undisguised hostility
whenever they showed themselves in the street.

The Prophet publicly denounced them and the home
government, in choice billingsgate, on all occasions, even
from the pulpit on the Sabbath, while they composed part
of his audience; and the Patriarchs, in strict imitation
of their leader, vied with each other in heaping indigni-
ties sufficient upon them to drive them from the territory,
80 as once more to be free to pursue their unholy depre-
dations upon the weak and defenceless, unmolested.

“For a man to come here,” said the Prophet, on one
of these occasions, “and infringe upon my individual
rights and privileges, and upon those of my brethren,
will never meet my sanction, and I will scourge such a
one until he leaves: I am after him. I informed.you
in my discourse that has just been read, that my religion
is first and foremost with me, and I will send it to all



SPEECH CONTINURD. 401

_the earth, to President Piarce, whether he retains mé
as Governor of Utah Territory or not; and, whether
I should be Preasident of the United States, or King of
Great Britain, or monarch of all the world, my religion
and my God are first and foremost with me. My king-
ship, my presidentship, and all shall how to that eternal
priesthood which God has bestowed upon me. I have
been Governor of this Territory ever since it has had
one, and in all my official transactions I have acted in
accordance with the priesthood. I never will infringe
upon it with anything I may operate in any office; let
them &ll go by the board, before I will be brought into
a gitnation that will cause me to infringe upon my priest-
hood. In all my doings, as an Elder of Israel, as holding
the keys of the priesthood to this generation, if I eon-
tinue to be the Governor of this territory, I shall magnify
my office by my priesthood. I am and will be Governor,
until God Almighty says, ‘Brigham, you need not be
Governor any more.” Now come on to war, whenever
you think best, and we will gather out the honest until
the last seed of Israel is gathered, and there is hardly
enough left to elect a President, even among the Know
Nothings.”

As he paused in his harangue, he was greeted with
shouts and clapping of hands, that assured them his sen-
timents were heartily concurred in by his hearers.
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“] have,” pursued he, “ruled this people for years, and |,
will rule them again. The Judges may remain in this
territory, if they like, and draw their salaries, but they
shall not try a cause, if I can prevent it.” Then he con-
tinued, raising his voice to an exulting tone:—

« Zachary Taylor is dead, and gone to hell, and I am
glad of it; and I prophesy in the name of Jesus Christ,
by the power of the Priesthood that is upon me, that any
President of the United States who lifts his finger against
this people shall die an untimely death, and go to hell.”

“Yes, Judge,” said Heber C. Kimball, to Judge Brock-
us, as he laid his hand on his shoulder, “it is so, and
you will know it too, for you will see him when you get
there!”’

With a shudder Judge Brockus turned away, as loud
shouts of “ Amen!” “Good!” “Hear! Hearl” greeted
this sally of the Prophet, and his satellites, when the
harangue was continued in a strain bot} blasphemous and
treasonable, declaring: “ He was as great a man as ever
George Washington was; that if there was any more
interference, there would be puling of hair, and cutting
of throats.”

By this time the passions of his auditors were lashed
to as great a fury as his own, and muttered threats,
menacing gestures, and fierce imprecations greeted the
officers, who, pale, but firm, stood silent spectators in the.
midst of the angry multitude.
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“If,” said the officers, in their report of this scene,

* “the Prophet had but pointed his finger towards us, as

an indication of a wish, we have no doubt we would have

been magsacred before leaving the house, for the Prophet

declared afterwards that, had he but erooked his finger,
‘we should have been torn in pieces.’”

The Prophet convened the Legislative body, which was
composed of creatures of his own choosing, the election
being irregular, and serfs from the old world, and aliens
of every nation and clime, with no other naturalization
than that of a Mormon baptisin, being permitted to vote,
and were even admitted into the Legislative body to
make laws to govern free-born Americans.

The officers remonstrated, but with as little avail as
all their other endeavours to carry out the laws they
were sent to see executed with equity and justice to all.
And still, crimes of the darkest dye went unpunished, the
perpetrators shielded by the all-powerful Prophet.

This state of affairs, however, could not last loag, for
threatened and menaced, their steps dogged by ruffians
wherever they went, the power vested in them rendered
null by the inability to execute it upon thirty thousand
people in open rebellion against it, they had only one
thing left to them, and that was, to vacate the Territory
until the Federal Government should supply the means

of enforeing the laws, the Mormons set at defiance.
“ .
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They returned to the States and-laid the disordered

condition of affairs in Utah before the Government. ’

This was a dilemma that puzzled the wisest heads, for
they desired to bring the refractory Territory to terms,
by force of reason, rather than coercion. One thing was
certain, a Governor and Executive must be sent into the
Territory, who would administer the laws impartially,
without regard to sect or creed, for thus ordained the
Constitution that governed the States asa body corpo-
rate.

The officers refused to return to the Territory, and
gave up their commissions, declaring it was as much as
their lives were worth to return. Politicians, who usually
sought appointments with such avidity, turned coldly
from all intimations that they were expected to fill the
vacant posts, and for once the anomaly was known of a
salaried office begging for an ineambent.

A Battalion of troops, under Col. Steptoe, a man of
cool courage and energy, had been despatched to Califor-
nia via. Utah, and at this juncture lay in winter quar-
ters at Salt Lake City. To put off the dilemma, or per-
chance to get rid of it entirely, the wise idea occurred to
the Executive at Washington, to appoint him Governor
of Utah Territory, and forward the commission to him.
" Should he accept, they had no fear but he would dis-
charge the duties of the office with justice to all—and, if

e
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he declined, they would gain a few months’ time in which
to adopt a course that would bring the difficulties of the
refractory Territory to an amicable adjustment.
Meanwhile the Prophet, elated at having driven the
officers from the territory, finished the additions to his
harem, and went on stocking them as of old, his disciples

following in his wake, and day by day plunging deeper

into the crimes that outrivalled those of ancient Sodom.

After many months, when a winter had gone and spring
had come, the commission of Colonel Steptoe arrived as
he was raising his camp to pursue his route to California.
He had dwelt for months among this heterogeneous mass
of humanity, and when the office of Governor was ten-
dered him, he peremptorily refused it, and took up his
march for his distant station.

Elated still farther at Col. Steptoe’s refusal, the Pro-
phet threw off all disguise, and declared Utah indepen-
dent of the Federal Government, while his adherents
shouted “amen!” But the poor, deluded, and oppressed,
who had been lured to that sink of pollution, who la-
boured from the earliest dawn to the setting sun, to fill
the coffers that supported the Harems, still groaned on,
but less loud, for on hundreds the hand of death had
been suddenly laid, how and when, their comrades knew
not, they only knew they complained, and threatening
to expose their oppressors, tried to escape, and were
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found dead. The Prophet said it was a visitation from
the Lord, but their comrades thought, and so expressed
it among themselves, that it was rather a visitation from
the Prophet.

Hundreds of poor labourers who, when they had been
lured there, took with them their wives that they loved,
none the less that the heart that was devoted to them
beat under an humble garb; but, these had invariably
been enticed, or when that failed, stolen from them, to
stock some bashaw’sden;and now, not only by hundreds
but by thousands, they were deprived of the solace of a
wife to welcome them when their daily toil was done,
and were forced to see those they would have sacrificed
life for, lengthen out the interminablelength of the harem
of their oppressors, while they retired to a widowed bed,
doubly widowed, because she that was forever lost to
him, still lived in another’s arms!

Again months elapsed before the refasal of Col. Step-
toe reached the Federal Government, at Washington,
which brings-us up to the present time. Here we find
the dilemma as great as ever, for there is still no legal
government in Utah Territory, and the Pro
lords it with & higher hand than ever, while the actios
of politicians at Washington remain in staty quo.






