
FIRST MORMON TEMPLE.ROPES A MOUNTAIN LION.' led to suppose would lie his, was a bitter 
fact. He set it down to the caprice of
great men. and strove to live down the Ranchman Has a Strenuons Time Was Manrive Slone Structure
sting. The chief difficulty lay in his eon- «“h “ Sa«u«c Beast. , Bu,lt by Prophet J..»euh Smith,
templated marriage ; and he deliberated It "’as a foolish thing for him to <lo, | flrBt gjH.ine Df Mormonlsm Is
with himself whether he ought for the nor can he account for the notion that ‘ gyjj s^an(jjng at Kirtland, Ohio. If the 
present to abandon it, or xo curry it out. possessed him, but Nute Gardner, a ' r,t.s 0f the little cemetery near
lie decided upon the latter course. It is Fall Itiver County ranchman, roped a ' c<mW *rlge gays the 0hlo Magazine 
probable that he deemed he could not In mountain lion and had a strenuous time | would tell how many a fevered
honor w.thdraw now and it Is more than lllter on sav8 the New York World "afot eave his lands his home and his
probable that, once having allowed him- ç 11 zealot gate uis ian«s, ms uonie auu ills
self to cherish his hopes and his love, he k ' ' ’ r'nrrlner a*' Prov^e Iun<Is I°r building of
was not stoic enough to put them from , "blle rlUlu« across country Gardner ^ temp]c
him again. sl0nted the ciu snca,..ng jt was ln 1 830 that Smith appeared

Mrs Däne î?;ir€ ni'rniission rpadilv \4 üuucli of timber nuout (K.H) J * . . ... . < . ..eirs. A7ane gave pc rmission reaony. AS . in Kirtland, and with his coming therelong as she lived and was with them her taut. Ihe surprise of both man and . .. ,, ... .
small income would augment theirs. And Ilou was mutual, and for a moment a fV '! ,r< [ . 0
within a month of Mr. Baumgarten’» dis- they stoo<llooklug at each other. Then ^hich )hi° ’a . ncvc|r " nt>^
appointment, he and Edith became man the cat gave oue of Its screaming CTîeb bands left tbc,l| w^es and children,
and wife. , . • _ # .. ... „ mothers deserted their homes and ba-and started for the trees. * , , . .. ,., . . .. __ , hies were placed in the poorhonse. TheHoused by the movement, Gardner ” . *, . . . . „, . end'came when Joseph Smith was corn-put spurs to his mount and put sued, * . , -, ,1 polled to flee the State of Ohio. The

temple was all left behind.
“A store house of the Lord,

Smith called It, was begun in 18S1 and 
by 1834 was completed. Its foundation 
was laid on seven small ridges, or kills, 
in imitation of the Rome of old. The 
dimensions were about 50 by 12» feet. 
The stone walls are two feet thick.

The temple stands to-day about as It 
was when built. On tbe first floor Is 
tbe main audience room, filled with 
walnut benches, surrounded by high 
railing. The doors to the pews have 
locks or catches, so that wbea closed 
whoever is speaking Is reasonably sure 
of holding his audience.

At each end of the room a series of 
elevated thrones, one rising above the 
other, marks the position duriag wor
ship used by tbe dignitaries of Joseph 
Smith’s reign. Rows of hooks la the 
ceiling show how the curtains which 
were once used wee arranged to divide 
the floor Into four apartments.

The floor above Is bare and desolate 
looking. About sixty chairs placed here 
Indicate that It is used ns a sort of 
lecture hall, but in the days of South 
curtains divided this apartment Jast as 
below.

Rollers fastened to the celling of this 
second floor, together with a system of 
pulleys, enabled the operator to raise 
or lower the curtains of both first and 
second floors at the same time. la the 
third story several partitions running 
north and south make a number of sep
arate chambers.

The Reorganized Church of Jesus 
Christ of Latter Day Saints, the body 
which worships in this temple how, 
tries to follow literally the book of 
Mormon, which, be it known, prohibits 
polygamy. The doctrine of plural wives 

It was one of Smith’s “revelations." Yet 
this sect defies Joseph Smith, polygamy 
and all.

The Minister's WifeI !V By MRS. HENRY WOOD
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her by return of post, and ran as fol
lows :

“My Dear Mother—I canceled my 
promise of giving the living to Baumgnr- 
ren at Grace’s request. She wrote to me 
posthaste some days ago, telling me there 
were reasons why Baumgarten would be 
utterly unfit to bold Great Whitton, and 
begging me to bestow it upon any one 
other than upon him. That is all I know; 
you must ask an explanation of Grace. 

>f course, I assumed she was writing for 
you. It Is settled now, and too late to 
change hack again. Elliotsen will do very 
.veil in the living, 1 dare say. As to his 
wife wanting to turn and twist him to at
tempt foolish tilings in the church, as you 
seem to fear, 1 think it hardly likely. If 
she does, he must put her down. Ever 
your loving son,

CHAPTER IV.
One morning there was a startling an 

As Lad} /nouncoment in the Times.
Avon's eyes fell upon it, she truly thought 
Ibey must he playing her false ; that her 
sight was failing her.

Tbe living of Great Whitton was be
stowed upon the Hon. and* Rev. Wilfred 
Elliotsen, a personal friend of the Earl 
«1 Avon.

“You do quite right,” warm-hearted lit
tle Mr. Brice had assured them. “The

Her ladyship called out for her daugh
ter in commotion ; she sent her maid 
Charity, to hasten lier. Grace feared her 
mother was worse, and flow to the room 
witn rapid steps.

“What (-..U be the meaning of this. 
Grace?” gasped the countess. “Henry has 
not given the living to Mr. Baumgarteu 
after nil ; lie has given it to young Elliot- 
sen !”

cuttings and contriving« necessary to
make a small income go as far as a large loosening up his lariat as he rode, 
one render a. young couple all the hap- made his cast just as the 
pier. 1 ought to know ; mine was small about to enter tbe timber, and the rope 
enough for many n year of my married settled down over the head of the prey.

The trained cow-pony stopped with a 
Jerk, planted his feet, and when the 
rope became taut the mountain lion 
was thrown violently off Its feet, turn- 
Inglug u couple of somersaults In the

He
Hon was

ns

life; it’s not much else now.”
The autumn was advancing when Lord 

Avon came down to pay a visit to his 
mother. His lordship brought with him 
full intentions to have it out with her, 
and with Grace, about that matter in the 
summer. He began with his mother. She sir. 
knew no more of it than he did, she pro
tested resentfully, for she was still sore with the pony holding the rope braced 
upon the point. All she could say was against It. 
that he had written to promise the living 
for Mr. Baumgarten and then gavs It to 
Wilfred Elliotsen.

“HENRY.”
“Yes, I did write to Henry, mamma;

I did ask him not to give the living to 
Mr. Baumgarten,” avowed Grace, with 
passionate emphasis, when questioned, her 
cheeks aflame, for the subject excited and 
tried her. “My reason was that I con
sider him an unlit man to hold it.”

"Why, It was at your request that I 
asked Henry to give it to Mr. Baumgnr- 
tcu ; you let mo have no peace until I 
consented." retorted Lady Avon.

“But, after reflection, I came to the 
conclusion that I ought not to have press
ed it ; that lie ought not to have it, and 
would not do it ; and the shortest way to 
mend the matter was by writing to Harry. 
That's all."

Lady Avon glanced keenly at her daugh
ter, She was mentally asking herself 
what it all meant—the burning face, the 
toue sharp as a knife and telling of 
pain, the capricious conduct in regard to 
ihe preferment. But she could not tell ; 
she might have her suspicions, and very 
ridiculous suspicions, too, not at all to be 
entertained ; but she could not tell.

“I am sorry that a daughter of mine 
should have condescended to behave so;

“Oh, indeed," said Grace, carelessly. 
“Harry can do as he likes, I suppose.”

“No, he can’t, in such a ease as this 
At least he ought not. Once bis promise 
was given to me, it should have been 
kept. 1 cannot understand his going 
fron. It. It is not like him.”

“Well, mamma, I don’t see that it mat
ters 10 us, whichever way it may be.”

“But it does matter, i don't want a 
simpering young feiiow like Wilfred El
liot sen down here, and whose wife goes 
In for rank Pusoyism besides. She has 
only been wailing for his appointment to 
« church, report says, to make him play 
»II kinds of antics in it; she leads him by 
Ihe nose.”

For a moment the animal lay still,

But It was just for a mo
ment, for, regaining its feet with a 
jump, the fierce animal started for the 
ranchman and his pony. The Hon had 
its ears laid back, its fangs exposed

Grace was more impervious still. She 
simply refused to discuss the subject at
all, telling her brother to hold his tongue, and emitted blood-curdling yells.

“I don't see why you should blame me, 
mother,” remonstrated the young man. needed bo urging for the sturdy cow- 
“It was certaiuly no fault of mine.”

“It was your fault, Henry,” retorted 
Lady Avon.

“I told you of Grace’s peremptory let- ..» j up the slack of the rope. It was a
“Who but you would heed the wild let- Pretty chase for about half a mile, 

ter of a girl? You should have waited wllen endurance of the pony ami 
for me to confirm it. As I did not do so, the severity of Its somersault throw 
you ought to have written to me before told on the mountain lion, which at last 
acting. I did not care for Mr. Baumgar- found the pace too swift, 
ten to have Great Whitton ; it was Grace 
who worried me into asking It of you ; 
but aa you promised it to him. it should 
have been his. You cannot picture to 
vourself, Henry, half the annoyance It 
has cost me.”

ItThen commenced a race for life.

pauy to make a start. Turning as if on 
a pivot It took a back track at mad 
si>ecd, with tbe mountain lion taking

Grace laughed.
“It is no laugbiug matter,” reproved 

her mother, “for me or Mr. Baumgarteu. 
1 shall be ashamed to look him iu the 
face. And he had begun to lay out plans 
lor bis marriage with Miss Dane and 
their life at Great Whitton !”

“How do you know that?” asked Grace, 
quickly.

The rope
again became taut as the Hon dropped 
behind, and It was not long before tbe 
Hon was dragged off Its feet.

Tbe rest was easy. When tbe pony 
finally was pulled np there was a dead 

Lord Avon could picture it very well, mountain Hon dragging along at the 
AH this arose from Grace’s absurd ca- end of the lariat, a thankful man on 
price. She had been indulged all her life the pony’s back, and a pony relieved of 
—and did juet as she pleased. a n-reat fear

“And for you to p it so silly a young ° 
fellow as Elliotsen into if,” went on 
Lady Avon, enlarging on her grievances.
“I told you his wife would make him 
play nil kinds of pranks in the church.”

“What does be do?” asked Lord Avon.
“Very ridiculous 1 lungs indeed, 

has put a lot of brass candlesticks on the existence is the California wood rat, 
communion table, and be turns himself better known as the “trade rat.” 
about and bows down at different parts owes the latter name to tbe fact that, 
of the service, and she sweeps her head though It Is a great thief, it never 
forward in a fashion that sets the whole steals anything without putting 
church staring. We are not used to these thing else In Its place 
Innovations. Henry.” 1 TUe story to]d of „ te t
Th«amn^V.°M. 'VnS <'°rrPC,t ln 8,aylnS T which had been left over night in the 
ihe Innovations wore innovations in , .. *those days; now they are looked upon al- ***** 0t ^ S‘lver Queen I,,lne
most as matters of history, as if they had and which was found iu the morning 
come in with William the Conqueror. ßlled with the oddest collection of rub- 

“And the parish is not pleased with blsh. This was the work of trade rats, 
them?” returned Lord Avon.

“Mrs. Brice told me so alien she was 
here yesterday.” replied Lady Avon. “She 
knew from the Danes that Kyle Baumgar 
ten was to have Great Whitton and to 
marry Edith, 
changeable I cannot imagine.”

Lady Avon was evidently very much 
annoyed, and justly so ; annoyed at the 
fact, and annoyed because she was un
able to understand her son, who was 
neither capricious nor inconsiderate. She 
»rote a iettor of complaint to him that 
day. and awaited his answer.

The ill news broke abruptly upon Mr. 
Baumgarten. The little hard-worked, in
offensive Mr. Brice, who had a kind heart 
and never failed to have a kind word for 
his patients, chanced to see in the Times 
the same paragraph that Lady Avon 
and on the same morning, 
and on the same morning.

“Bless my heart,” he exclaimed, “what 
an unlucky thing! How could Baumgar- 
ten have made such a mistake? He said 
l<adj Grace told him. Perhaps it was she 
who mistook the matter !”

Away he hastened to Whitton Cottage, 
the newspaper in his pocket, and into the 
clergyman’s presence, who sat in his lit
tle study writing a sermon, 
he got there, he felt at fault how to open 
the ball.

you best know what motive prompted it, 
Grace. To bestow a living and then 
snatch it away again in caprice is sheer 
child’s play. It will be a cruel blow to 
Itjle Baumgarlen.”

A cruel blow it was. Lady Avon turn
ed to her desk after speaking these words 
to her daughter, and began a note to tbe 
young clergyman, feeling very much hum
bled In mind as she wrote it. In the most

Why Henry should be so

THEFTS OF THE TRADE RAT.

Always Leaves Something; In 
chnngn for What It Steals,

One of the oddest little animals In

i:»-
1

plausible way she could, a lame way at 
liest, she apologized for the mistake which 
bad been made, adding she hardly knew 
whether it might be attributed to her son, 
to herself, or to both, and pleaded for Mr. 
Haumgarten's forgiveness. This note she 
dispatched by her footman to Whitton 
cottage.

Mi. Baumgarteu chanced to be stand
ing iu the house’s little hall as the man 
approached. Ho received the note from 
him.

He

*saw, some-
HAS A SINGULAR LIBEL LAW.

■

Australia Protects Its Citizens Who
Have Small Pride of Ancestry.

The libel law of Australia Is the 
queerest In tbe world. He who Is sued 
for libel there must not only prove 
that the accusations he published were 
true, but also that to publish them 
was for the public benefit. Elsewhere 
the truth of the accusation alone needs 
to he proved.

An Australian sheepralser explain
ed this queer libel law at a wool sale.

“Australia was practically colonized 
!iy convicts,” he said. “There Is bo use 
denying this. The colonizers of Aus
tralia were convicts iu the main.

“The descendants of these convicts 
are now Australia’s loading families, 
the richest, the most Influential, the 
most intelligent, the most respected. 
And yet these excellent people were 
In the past at the mercy of every 
editor. Let them got into the small
est squabble or dispute with some 
editor and the man would bring them 
Into general ridicule and contempt by 
printing their ancestry, by showing 
that Sir John Smith’s great-grand
father had been sent out for robbing 
an old woman of $7, or that Judge 
Brown’s great-aunt, while employed as 
n servant girl, had tried to poison her 
master’s son. with whom she was In 
love.

“It Is undeniably true that the best 
Australians have convict blood In their 
veins. The newspapers that they quar
reled with used to taunt them with 
their convict blood. lienee the present 
queer libel law, which protects them, 
for, of course, It can never be far the 
public good to publish that the grand
mother of Judge So-and-So or the 
great-uncle of Dr. Blank was a 
vlet”

“Is there any answer to take back, 
■sir? My lady did not say.”

“1 will se.” replied Mr. Baumgarlen. 
“Sit down, Robert.”

Shutting himself into bis study, be 
opened the note. For a few happy mo
ments—if moments of suspense ever ean 
be happy-—he indulged in a vision that 
all might still be right; that the note was 
to lell him so. It was short, filling only 
one side of the paper, and he stood while 
lie read it.

Before he bad quite come to Ihe end, 
before he had well gathered in its pur
port, a shock, singular in its effects, 
struck Mr. Baumgarlen. 
breath stopped, or the circulation of his 
bean stopped, or the coursing of his 
pulses stopped, he could not have told, but 
ho sank down in a chair powerless, the 
letter falling on ihe table from his nerve
less band. A strange, beating movement 
stirred him inwardly, his throat was gasp
ing, his eyelids were fluttering, a sick 
faintness had seized upon him.

But that he struggled against it with 
desperate resolution, he believed lie should 
have fainted. Once before lie had felt 
something like this, when he was an un
dergraduate at Oxford, and he had been 
rowing against time to win a match. They 
said then, those around him, that he had 
over-exercised his strength. But he bad 
not been exercising his strength now, r.nd 
he was far worse this lime than lie had 
been then.

He sat perfectly still, his arras support
ed by the elbows of the chair, and recov
ered by degrees. After a bit, be took up 
Lady Avon’s note to read it more fully, 
and then he knew and realized that ail, 
to which he bad been so ardently looking 
forward, was at an end.

“Her ladyship's notice does not require 
an answer, Robert,” be said with appar
ent coolness. “How is she to-day?”

“Middling, sir. She seemed much up
set this morning. Charity told us, by a 
letter she got from his lordship in Lon
don,” added Robert. “Good day, sir.”

Mr. Baumgarten nodded in answer. He 
stood at the door looking out, apparently 
watching the man away. TUe sun was 
shining in Ryle Baumgarten’s face, but 
the sub which had been latterly shining 
on his heart, illuminating it with colors 
of the brightest and sweetest fancy—that 
sun seemed to have set forever.

They had stolen the paste and left in 
“Pleased with them,” eohoed his moth- exchange a piece of stick, a length of 

“He began by wanting to make every rope, some odds and ends of twine and 
soul in the parish, laborers and all, at
tend daily service in the church from 8 
o'clock to 0. allowing them ten minutes 
for breakfast and fifty for prayers; and 
she has dressed the Sunday school in 
scarlet cloaks, with a large white linen same rats certainly take the greatest 
cross sewed down the back. One thing is Pleasure in tbe odds and ends which 
not liked at all ; the inexperienced rustics they collect, 
cannot be made to understand which way 
he wants them to turn at the creeds; so nest found in an unoccupied house. The
be has planted some men behind the free outside was composed entirely of Iron
benches every Sunday with long white spikes laid In perfect symmetry, with
wands, and the moment the Belief begins. the ,>olnta outward, Interlaced with
down come the wands, rapping the heads th ,ke8 were about two doj!en fork„ 
of the doubtful ones. } on have no idea . 1 . .. . 11and spoons and three large butcher 

knives.

Ami when er.
an unbroken glass funnel.

The object of the trade rat in 
scrupulously paying for what he takes 
is something of a mystery, but these

It seemed so cruel a thing to 
do. Mr. Baumgarten, who looked gay and 
unconscious, led up to it.

“Have you heard any particular 
Bils morning?” began the surgeou, after 
• few words had passed.

“No," lightly replied Mr. Baumgarten ; 
“I’ve not seen any one to tell me any: 
I have been busy since breakfast witli 
my sermon for next Sunday. Nearly the 
last I shall preach at Little Whitton, I 
expect.”

so

news

A description is given of a trade rat’s
Whether his

Mr. Brice coughed. "Have you heard 
from Lord Avon?” he asked.

“Not yet. I rather wonder at it. Every 
morning I look for a letter from him, but 
It does not come. He may be in France 
again for ali I know myself ; I don’t like 
to call at Avon House until my appoint
ment is confirmed. It would look push
ing; as If I were impatient.”

“Well, I—I saw a curious paragraph 
in the newspaper just now, about Great 
Whitton being given away; but it was 
another name that was mentioned, not 
yours,” said Mr. Brice. “I thought I’d 
come here at once to see if you knew 
anything about It.”

“Not anything ; newspapers are always 
making mistakes,” smiled Mr. Buumgar- 
ten.

of the commotion it causes.”
Lord Avon burst into a laugh. “I’d 

have run down for a Sunday before this, 
had I known the fun that was going on.” knife and steel, several plugs of to- 
said he. “The girls must take care the bacco, au old purse, a quantity of small 
bulls don’t run at their scarlet cloaks.”

There were also a large carving fork,

carpenter tools. Including several aug- 
“Ah. Henry, you young men regard era. and a watch of which the outside 

these tilings but as matters tor irreverent casing, the glass nnd the works were 
joking. Mr. Baumgarten would not have aI1 distributed separately, so as to

make tbe best show possible. Altogeth
er the oddest collection ! None of these

«

Presently he walked out. In one of 
the pleasant green lanes with which the 
place abounded, he suddenly encountered things was of any earthly use to the 
Brice, Ihe surgeon, who was coming along rats- Th<T must 1,ave collected them 
at a sleaming pace. Just In the same way that a child

“Walking for a wager?” cried he. hoards up odds and ends to play with. 
“That’s it ; your lordship has just hit —Strand Magazine, 

it.” replied the surgeon, grasping warmly 
the ready hand held out to him. “I and 
Time often have a mateh together, nnd

Mr. Brice took the paper from his 
pocket. Finding the place, he laid it be 
fore the clergyman, who read it. Read ii 
twice over, and began to feel somewhat 
lest, easy. He read it a third time, aloud.

“We are authorized to state that the 
valuable living of Great Whitton, Home- 
«hire, ha» been bestowed by its patron, 
the Earl of Avon, upon the Honorable 
and Reverend Wilfred Elliotsen."

There ensued a pause, 
tlemen were looking at one another, each 
questioningly.

“It must be a mistake,” said Mr. Baum
garten. “Lord Avon would not give the 
living to me, and then give it to some 
e*at."

Peculiar Klnrtz of Fort,

“I have eaten mutton cooked on a 
sometimes he wins and sometimes I do.” flre of broken mumuiy>.. Mld the fia„. 

(Jo be continued.! "It was In Egypt, and the 
my was stolen out of a tomb.
or. mum- 

The na
tives are always stealln’ mummies. 
They sell them In pieces to tourists, 
and what pieces they can’t dispose of 

"Yes, and then we all rushed out of otherwise they throw Into the bln for
fuel.

it Izant.

"In the dark, still hours 
shouted ‘Burglar !’ ”

Even

some one
con-

“You don’t say?”
The two gen- PreNNed to Death.

An English court has sentenced a 
woman to Imprisonment because she 
refused to speak during a trial. The 
old penalty for remaining mute under 
similar conditions was being pressed 
to death. The form of sentence set 
forth “the prisoner shall be laid In 
some low, dark house, where he shall 
He naked on the earth and one 
shall be drawn to one quarter of the 
house with a cord and the other arm 
to another quarter, and in the 
manner let it be done with his legs, 
and let there be laid upon his body 
iron and stone as much as he can bear 
—or more.” There the man had to He. 
On the following day he was given 
three morsels of bread without water, 
on the following water, but no bread. 
And this was his diet until he died.

our apartrant* and down the steps, 
tbe shadows of a corner we 
crouching figure.”

“Gracious !”

In
“Mummy burns like tinder, but It’s 

■ ghastly fuel. It Is as ghastly a fuel 
as the shoe lasts what they burn In 

"And we pummeled him until he was tbe shoemukln’ town of Lynn, where 
black and blue. Then the lights were the old-fashioned and discarded lasts, 
turned on and everybody gave a cheer flowin’ In the grates, look to you like

amputated human trilbies.
“I have been la tannery towns where 

This fuel 
It clinkers, too, 

formin’ Itself Into big, solid chunks 
that hare t* be broken up with the 
poker every little while.

“In British Columbia, where fish Is 
as plentiful as air, they burn dried fish 
when there’s no wood handy. The oil 

A lawyer s. A divorce costs more in the Osh causes them to burn well, 
than a wedding. * Houston Post but the smell of this fish fuel ain’t to

no white man’s taste.”—New Orleans 
XlmesDeiuoorat

saw a

one

"The question 1s—did he give it to 
yon?” returned Mr. Brice. “Perhaps the 
mistake lies in your having thought so.”

“I saw it In his own handwriting. In his 
letter to his mother. Lady Grace showed 
*t to me ; at least, a portion of 1L He 
wrote in answer to an appeal Lady Avon 
bad made to him to give me the living. 
Ills promise was a positive one. It is this 
newspaper that makes the mistake, Brice ; 
It cannot be otherwise."

“Any way, wo will hope so,” briskly 
added the surgeon. But he spoke more 
confidently than he feit; and perhaps Mr. 
Baumgarten had done the same.

Lord Avon’s reply to his mother’s let
ter of complaint and inquiry came to

that could lie heard a block.”
“How exciting! And It was really the 

burglar?”
“No, It was the Janitor. We had 

made a mistake, but everybody got the 
chance to settle up an old grudge."

the fuel Is leather chips, 
smells and smokes.

arm
CHAPTER V.

'The Hon. and Rev. Wilfred Elliotsen 
took pessession of tbe living of Great 
Whitton, having been appointed to it by 
Lord Avon. And Ihe Rev. Ryle Baum
garten remained, as before, at Little 
Whitton.

Changes took place. They take place 
everywhere. The most notable one was 
the marriage of Mr. Baumgarten.

That he had been grievously disappoint
ed and annoyed at tbe appointment of 
another to the living, which be bad been

an me

An Er» to the Fntnre.

“Would you rather marry a lawyer’s 
or a minister’s daughter?”

It takes mall at least seven days to 
go from Chicago to London.
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