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THE DESERET NEWS

“] declare! Thisis the meanest oven I ever |the world; and now, when the lesgon had opened .' ing a seat.
saw. It will not bake worth a cent ™ lier eyes, she set a guard upon her tongue,
“Have you just fouud that out?” asked Mr. E Almost always an habituul grumbler is an in-
Paley. ‘dolent person. A man or woman, whose mind
“1t was never good for anything.” lis occupied, has no time to be discontented.—
And so Mrs. Paley went on from one thing to  But Mrs. Paley’s was a kind, of moral indolence.
another, regularly and systematically condemn- She peimitted her noble fac ulties 1o sleep for the
ing everything upon which she get her eyes.— |lime, and discontent stole ju while the sentinel
She was not suited. Everything and everybody was off guard. She had chasen a new course of
were out of joint. Nothing weut right; nobody action, but she had to wateh with ceaseless vigi- |
could do anything to suit her, lance, just to curb the dis position to 4|.'=mn;:daiu.—1
John Paley was not particalarly happy in his | To be indolent was to loge the battle and fail.
domestic relations. The porcupine temper of his | < Fuigive me, Joly .”?
wife was a continual annoyance to him. It was| 1 won’t say another word, my dear,”” he ad-
very hard, 1o use his best endeavors 1o please ded, with a smile th 4t turned it all into sunshige.
her, and then fail. He had tried to study her| “Shall | put some more tes inthe teanotr*
wishes, but they were mere devices, and in des- | ““No, 1 only sa 4 that; the tea is vﬂ}'*gumi.”
pair he gave up his attempts. Nothing that he; “Ah!Isee wljat yon mean.”
could do would please herj nothing but that she | “It is ol! rigat; you have done nobly, my dear,

. darned, patched, mended aud savedi—we have
found fault with him. by and by yuu will forget how te complain.” hived on plain fure, and done with the cheapest
| CEHAP. [L.—EECOND DAY.

DEACON HEZEKIAH.

0O, Hezekiah’s a pious soul!

With his iz as long as a hickory pale,

And he wouldn’t smile if you’d glve him the whole
Of the gold in California:

There he s, like a cloud, in his Sunday pew, -

With his book in hand, jg his long-tailed blue,’

And you’d better take care, or he’ll look you through
With a glunce that 8AYE, [ scorn Tﬂ“l”

‘I have purchased that little cottage
on the Blocmington road to-day.’

‘What! that beauliful little wooden coltage with
the piuzz and lawn, and fruit garden behind?? ex-
! elaimed Kitty, almost enviouvsly.

‘I3 it possible?’ I cried. A little cottage home
of my own just like that I had often admired on
the Bloomington road, had always been the one
crowning ambition of my life—a distant and al-
ujue‘.il hopeless poiut, but no less earnestly de-
sired.

‘Why, Wilmo!,? said I, ‘how did this happen?
You’ve ouly been in business eight or ten years
lor ger than I, at a salary but a tiifle larger than
wi.e, yel I eovld as seon buy up the mint as pur-

L

| chase like that.?
‘Well,” said my neighbor, ‘we have all been
working 1o this ena for years. My wife hae

He Is very straight, and garrow and tall,
From Lis crown to the hem of his ever-all,
Aud he sings the psalm with a woful drawl,

And a mouth like g clam’s when it'%s crying.
‘.But when Monday comes, he 18 up with the sun,
His religion is over, his work i{s begun,
And you'd think there wasn't a world but ¢ue,

And he hadn’t a thought of dying.

You would think be was sorry he'd lost a day,

As he rygshes, and rattles, and drives away,

As he gives the poor orph=n a crusty ‘snay,”
And the widow a vinegar greeting,

And Le bargaing, and sells, and collects bis rent,

Nor tears, nor petitions can make him reient,

Till he gets in his pockets each doubtful cent,
Though he wouldnu't be seen a cheating!'

“Lhepe o, John, for your sake.” ‘things. But the magic charm of the whole

Avd eventually, Mary did overcome the hahit.:uﬂhir was not needed by actuusl positive want.
She had all the heart of a woman to make her|Yes. I have seen my wile lay by red coppers one
happy—a good home and a kiud husbuud-——su'hy et
them, but there was no such thiug as comprom- | that her lile might have been pei petual sunshine,
ising with incessant grumbling. Like many  if she chose to have it so.
others, he could not be driven to the dramn-shop,| Patience and perseverance will overcome all
nor even to the wusual baunts of loafers ir the | things, and they will overcome the vilest babit
And Tuesday, and Wednesday, and all the week, W“l!”f places. . He Was obstinately bent on that ever t:lun.gltu a sinning _mnrial. With her,
He doesn't know Gentile, nor Jew, nor Greek, Iﬂ!ﬂj?l.hg at home in the evening. He was fond of | the palm _uf victory was disputed ineh by ineb;
N or care whom he robs of the last beefsteak, | reading, and home was the center of hie thonghts. | and occsgionally Ler husband had to tell ber the

John Paley was of an easy temper. He was
disposed to make the best of things a= he found

i R L e L L T e

Livixe pexosp One’s MEans.—Tue followirg
ariicle, taken from the “money columt® of the
Independent, comtains good morality and sound
religion:

“We have often alluded to a practice prevalent

Nor of the last hope of fire;
Bul Hezekah is plous, very!
For who ip the world ever saw him merry?

Even the perversity of his wife could not eradi-
cate nis deeply seated love for home,
Still, home was not a pleasant place to him—at

tea was dishwater, that the cakes tasted of Sal-
eralus or somethirg of this kind, but the cure
was at last complete.

1 ]
She learned 10 'ook at the ' of their mode of living.

among business reen, of living beyond their meuns,
and thus bringing upon themselves a failure which
was 1o fault ol their mode of business, but only
It is net safe to look

least not half so pleasaut as it might be.  Mary | brizht side, and ignore the dark side.

loved him, he could not doubt that., Duringa| ToeJohn Paley belonged the credit of the cure.
long illuess, the winter before, «he had been un- | Another might have been disgusted with matri- i . : _
remitting in her devotion. A piece of red hot mony, pronounced the whole thirg 2 humbug, splendid profits may entirely merge themselves in
iron flew into his eye, so tlit the ball of it had | and gone from home to seek solace in the com- | his Tplﬂ"fhd d.wd“"” 8o that, i he should F"fd"
nearly run out. He bad suffered the most in-'pauy of the abandoned awnd dissolute. ‘To Iimid'ﬂ.’?t y fail, his assets woula be found to conaist
tense agony. Day by day he had groaned with the remembiance of his wife’s devotion ia ﬁick-:ch“ﬂ? of “r,PE“’ SWTO, .[“““’! piclures,
angnish, and seen the tears of his wife fall as she | ness was like an oasis in the desert. 1t is true, it | autties, fushi vy o sy oF. Simbiur areis
witnessed his suffaring. By night, while he toss- | was her duty to take eare of Lim in sickne-s, but | €/ all belonging to the inside of a ‘brown-stone

And he looks &5 forlorn as a dromedary,

only at a man’s store 10 know his s'anding in busi-
And bis volce, of itself is a cholr.

pess; you must look also at his hou<e. His

Curing a ngble_f, or ‘Three Days at
Home.

CH&‘.P. I!‘_‘l"l HET an-

“There, my dear, I brought you home three
quarts of berries,” said John Paley, the black-
swith, a8 he set the basket down upon the table.

“What in the world did you bring three quarts
for? 1 can’t use more than two,” replied Mrs.
Paley.

“Ol, well, now I think of it, Mrs. Thompson
wan's a quart,and wished me to get them for her,
it the man came along to-day.”

“Humph! Now I think of it, T want them my- |

sell, and Mrs. Thompson cannot have them.?’
“Never mind; I left a quart at the shop for
luncheon to-morrow; she can have them.”
“Do without yoursel?”

“Cerlainly, if she wants them, she can have
them.”

“You take good care of Mrs. Tho
Mrs. Paley, with a slight sneer.
“Because I let her gave a quart of berries?”

“That is more than any one would do for you
or me.”

“Oh no, I guess not.”

mpson,”’ said

¢] asked her to lend me her washfub, the other |

morning, and she wouldu’t do it,”
Paley, rather spitefully.

“Wouldn’t do i1?”

l'iEu"’

“Wouldn’t lend you a washtub?”’

John Paley was astonished and indignant.—
Mrs, Thompson wasa widow, who lived in the
next house, and he had frequently been called
upon to perform sandry little chores which her
lonely condition required; and now to have hey

repl.ed Mrs.

refuse to lead his wile a washtub was the high- |

est ingratitude, and he resolved on the spot that
Mrs. Thompson should not bave the berries.

“She isn’t an angel,” added Mrs. Paley.

“I never supposed she was. She would not
lend you her wash tub?”?

“Nyn, she would not.”

“I am surprised. When was it?”

“‘Last Monday morping.”

“Monday morning! You did not go to her for
a tub on Monday morning, did you?”’

“I did. At what other time should I want a
tub?”

“Well, I only asked her for it, and it was
mean of her not to let me have it, after we have
done fo much for her.”

“Wel” John Paley wanted to say that we,
like the editorial singular, meant only himself;
but he did not wish to stir up any more strife.

“She told me she had clothes in it,” continued
DMrs. Paley.

“Well??

“She didn’t seem willing to lend it to me; so
when she offered to take them out and let me
hai}re’tha tub, I told her she needn’t trouble her-
self.’

“It was very wrong, Mary, for you to ask her
to lend her tub on Mounday morning.”?

one,’’ pouted Mrs. Puley, disgusted with her hus-
band’s partiality and injustice.
‘““Never mind, Mary. Is supper ready?’

“Noj that wood you got last is such miserable
stuff, it won?t burn at all.»

“Itis the best I could get, and the best there

is, for that matter, I gave eight dollars a cord
for it.”

“*A fool and his money are soon parted.”’

*““A fool and her husband-—."" But John cut
the sentence short, thinking it a little t00 wicked
for the occasion.

“Just like you! If there is a fool anywhere,
I am the ope.”

“Never mind, Mary. Let us have supper a8
goon as you can. I am going 1o the caucus this
evening.”

“You are!
now.”’

“Why, my dear, I have not been out of the
house of an evening for a month.”

“Why did yon go at all?”
t_"l:,:?cnuae I am deeply interested in the elec-

JOTL.

“Mure so than you are in your wife,”” she re-
plied, petulantly, as she openedihe stove oven to
see if the biscuits were ready.

You never stay at home evenings

1

!
I

4 | 8aid he,
“I suppose so; il any one was wrong, I am the | ey

:

ed in agony, sbe had watched by him, nor slept

for a week. liis pain was her’s; and, while he
suffered, she never complained of the watching
and privation 1hat his illness occasioned; she nev-
er used an ungentle word, even when worn out
with suffering he became resty and impatient.
She loved nim; she sacrificed all her eomforts
for him; and why should he not bear with her in-
firmity? Should he, who had been so tenderly

waltched over, who had been nursed and nourish- |

ed so devotedly by ber, east her out—should his
affection be alienated from ber?

It is tree, her fault was a grievous one. It
gave him a continual uneasiness. It kept him
harrassed from one week'’s end to fhe other. It
almost embittered his very existence.

“] will care ber,” said John, while he was go-
ing home one day, as a new idea penetrated his
brain. ¢She will find fault with me when I car-
ry this leg of veal home. It will be either too
large or 100 small, 100 fat or too lean, too good or
too bad. I will care her.”

Mary did find fawlt with the veal; it was too
fat and too large and too good for persons in
their circumstances. But John held his peace

- and sat down to his supper.

““What sort of tea is this?"’ said he, as he
pushed the cup petalantly from him.

““What is the matter with i1?”" asked hLis wife,
astonished at such a display of *sulk’ on Lis part.

“Jt is too strong of hot water. I shonld like
to get a decent cup of tea once in my life.”

“Why, Johu!™

It is nothing but dishwater.”

“J am sorry 1t don’t suit you.”

“It never suits me,” he added, as he broke
open a hot biscuit.

“Never suits you?”?

“Noj"” and at the same moment he threw the
broken biscait back upon the plate. *‘Saleratus
again."”’

E"“'-’:"h:at iz the matfer with the biseuits, John?*?
asked Mrs. Paiey,amuzed at the singular conduct
of her husband.

“There are great junks of saleratus in it.—
If there is anything I detest, it is the taste of sal-
eratus in bread.”

Mary took the bioken biseuit and examined it.
“There is only a single speck to be seen in it.—
I will ent it out. Pray take another, John.”

John did take another, and broke it open, but
perceived another speck of the cffensive sub-
gtance, searcely bigger than the head of a pin.

threw it back upon the plate.

“There is none in the house,” replied poor Ma- |

ry, ready 1o burst into tears with vexation.

“(xive me a piece of pie, then.”

Mary brought a minee pie.

“Strong enongh of clovesto sirangle a fellow,”
“Strange that I ean’t get anything
that’s fit to eat.”

The poor wife could bear it no more. Her
eyes filled with tears, and she sobbed aloud.—
John was not disposed to carry the lesson any
further.
self, was extremely sensitive and she could not
endure the slightest censure.

“Mary, my dear, do not weep,”” said he; going

‘up fo her, and impressing & kiss upon her cheek.

“What is the matter with you, John? You
never behaved so before.””

#] was only holding up a mirror to yon. Yoy
can now tell how I feel when you find fault
with everything I do.”

“I never will again.”

“My own Mary! Forgive me if I caused yon

ain."”
; ““You are too bad, John,”
“But no worse than you are almost every day.”
Mary thought a great deal that night.

CHAPFP. lI1.—THIRD DAY.

The battle had been fought and the victory
won. Mrs. Paley’s heart was full of tenderness
and sympathy. She could not have realized the
pain tha! her useless grumbling had caused her
husband, or she never would have indulged the
babit. She would not make him unbappy for

I
“Haven’t you any eold bread?” he asked, ss he |

Mury, as much as she found fault her-

)
her devotion was not bounded by the mandate of front. 2 . . .
duty; it was the offspring of love. It was the Now, if what is poured info the top of a piteh~
' heart’s tribute; and her husband saw that her | €T Fans oul thrmlzh_a hole in “?’E bottom, it wil
IEmmang was ouly a dark shadow obscuring the take conlinual pouring to keep ¥ fully a sudden

rightriess of her character, and he chased the | Stoppage will leave it empty and d"l’g’* We need
cloud away.—| Prairie Farmer. ‘haraly say thal it takes a large bu-iness to sup-
1 oo poit u fine house; and when the fine house taxes

- BHow to Earn a Home. the business to its utmost, a small reverse, which
| othéerwise a man would bardly have felt, now
mey occasion his ruin.

The foundation of a man's fortune is laid on
two corner stones—one in his store, the other in
his house. If he builds too heavily on either of
these, he will have the whole roof down upon Lim.
Many a man who has been known as the ‘archi-

The other day I came home with an ex'ra ten
 dellar bill in my poeket—money that I bad earned
by out of hours woirk. The fact is I’ve a salary
‘of $600 per annum, and a pretty wife and baby
Lo support out of if.

I suppose this ircome will sound amazing
'small to your two and three thonsand dollar office | tect of his owa fortune,” has built inwisely upon
| holders, but nevertheless we contrive to live very | One or other of these foundations, and hes at la-t
'mmfﬂrlahb: upon it. We live on one Hoor of an | been ﬂrufpriﬂ?\d with a worse fall than the tumb-
‘unpretended little house, for which we pay $150 | ling of the State arsenal!
| per anpwm, and Kitty—my wi‘e, you'll under-1 1t Is lrue, the line of difference between liv-

stand—does all her own woik; so that we lay up (ing within one’s means and living beyond them,
‘& neat little sum every year; ['ve got a balance may sometimes be difficult todraw, so as 1o give
Tt:-[’ two or three hundred dollars at the savings® 'he greatest proper limil to free expenditure.
bank, the hoard of several years, and it is aston- | ¥or instance, a man may be sble to keep a hor<e
ishing how 1ich I feei! Why, Rothschild him-|and buggy, and live within his means, who, if he
stlf i3 not a circumnstance to we. were 1o keep two horses and a carriage, would
. Well, I came home with my extra Lill, and| be living beyond them. A man nay keep a fine
‘showed it trinmphantly to Kitty, who of couyse | house in the city ard be able to afford 1t, who, 2s
'was delizbted with my industry and thrift, soon as he builds another in the country, is going
‘Now, my love,” said [, ‘just add this to our ae- | farther than his money will follow.
count, and with interest at the end of the, A manmay give an ice cream party, and not
rear?’ feel it, who, when he gives a tancy dress ball,
Forthwith I cemmenced casting interest and | wil! suffer for it a menth aftorwards. A man
 calculated in my brain. Kitty was silent, and may pick his teeth on the steps. of St. Nicholas,
i‘mrked the cradle musingly with her foot. | and be living frugally within his means, who, if
| ‘Pve been thimking, Hasry,’ she said, after a;ha were once to pay for his dinner at the hotel
moment’s pause, ‘that ﬂiﬂEE Fﬂﬂ'fﬂ Eu'[ '[his exitra l* would !lnl h-ﬂ?i a eent left FQT his B P'E'—f! Wth'll
money we might afford to buy a new rug. Tlis @ man is conscious that he is straining a point for
is getting dreadful shahby, my dear, you must la splmuﬂld house, or a fast hnr:f-, or a grand soi-
see.’ ree, or an extravagant table, he may be sure that
I looked dolefully at the rug; it was worn and | he is the man ‘who is living beyond his means !
shabby enough, thuat was a fact. The expense of a well-dressed wile or dangh-
‘I can get a beautiful new velvet pattern for ter, inthe simple article of jewelry, for a single
seven dollars,’ resumed my wife, evening, is oftentimes as much as would originally
‘Velvet—seven dollars? groaned I. have bought the entire island of Manhattun, be-
‘Well, then, a common tufted rug like this fore the times of Peter Stuyvesant! When the
would only cost three,” said my cautious better | ‘little bills’ for these trifles are sent in and paid,
half, who, seeing she could not carry her first the crisis may be imagined, as bringing up the
ambitious point, wisely withdrew her gons. rear, like Barque’s ghost!”
‘That’'s more sensible,’ said I. “Well Wa’ll| We write a frue epitaph when we say that
see about it.? ‘many a man’s failure has resulted, not from
‘And there’s another thirg I want,” continued losses in his business, but from losses to which
my wife,” putting ber haud coaxingly on my  he is blind because they are hidden in parlor car-
shoulder, ‘and it’s not at all extravagant either.’ | pets, enamelled furniture and gilded cornices, or
‘What isit? [ asked, sottening rapidly. in pearl necklaces, topsz brooches and diamond
‘I saw such a lovely silk dress patternon Canal | rings!”
s'reet this morning, and I can get it for six dol-
lurs—only six dcllars, Harry! It’s the cheapest
thing 1 ever saw.’

B

How 7o Go 7o Bzp.—Hall’s Journal cf
Health, in speaking on this subject says:—

‘Baut haveu’t you gota very pretty greem silk| «]p freezing winter time do it in a hurry, if
dress? there is no firein the room, and there ought not
“That old thing! Why, Harry, I've worn it/ to be unless you are quite an invalid. But if
ever tince we've been married.’ a person 18 not in good health it is best to un-
‘Is it soiled or ragged?’ 'dress by a good fire, warm and dry the feet
‘No, of course; but who wants to wear the well, draw on the stockings agein, run into a
same green dress for ever? Everybody knows ‘room without a fire, jump into bed, bundle up,
itis the only silk I have.’ 'with head and ears under cover for a minute or
‘Well, what then? .more, until you feel a little warmth; then un-
‘That’s just a man’s question,” pouted Kitty. cover your head, next draw off your stockings,
‘And | suppose you have not observed how old gtraighten out, turn over on your right side
fashioned my boununet is getting?’ and go to sleep. If a sense cof chilliness comes
‘Why, 1 thought it looked very neat and taste- ' over you on getting into bed, it will alwaye do
ful since you put on that black velvet winter you an injury; and its repetition increases the
trimming.’ (ill effects without baving any tendency to
‘Of course—you men have no taste in such ‘harden’ you. Nature ever abliors violence,—
matters.’  We are never shocked into good health, Hard
We were silent for a moment; I'm afraid we usage makes no garment last longer.
felt a little eross and out of humor with one an- | s
other. In fact, on my journey home, I had en-| JuPrRiAL JusTice.—A St. Petersburg letter
tertained serious thoughts of exchanging my old .Eﬂj'ﬂ:—“_Thﬂ me_reruf Alexander has recently
silver watch for a modern time piece of Enld,-‘simwn his love of justice by severely punighing
and had mentally appropriated the $10 bill in the Count Cy, a great landed propiietor, for ciu-
furtheiing that purpose. Saving bank reflections elly ill-treating a Prussian upholsterer and his
had come later. 'men, whowm he placed in confinement and refused
As we sat before our fire, each wrapped in either to let go or pay them for their woik. By
thought, our neighbor, Mr. Wilmo!, knocked at the Emperor’s sentence the eount is deprived of
the door. He was employed at the same store lis rank and decorations, declared incapable of
as myself, and his wife was an old family friend. holding any public office, and further comdemned
. ‘I want you to congratulate me," he said, tak- to p2y & fine of several thousand roubles.”

T Nl e R




