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[From the New York Despatch, ]

LABOR’S DEGRADATION.

BY W. W. H.

Hall, honest yeomen, tillers of the soll,

Hall ye who earn your bread by weekly toll,
For honesty dwells In your manly breasts,

And virtue finds within your hearts her rest;
Por you my rustic muse pours forth her strains,
She sings of, labor and its galling chains.

True labor s the lever of the world,

The power by which foul monarchies are hurl’d
Into the dust—and proud repubilics rise,

And float their banners to all climes and skles,
Ax! labor—without labor Adam®s helrs

Would scarce have number’d num?rous as the stars.

“The stafl of 1ite’ would fail to lrnd its ald,

And art and sclence speedy retrograde.

Labor is worthy of the highest pralse,

And merits honor from the poei’s lays,

And he who spurns the laboring man should feel
The pangs of want and dire oppression’s heel.
No one showuld strive his share of toll to ehun,
Labor Is pleasuare whoem ?tis rightly done.

In days of yore the ‘harvest home? brought cheer—
The merriest time of all the clircling vear;

The Jolly plow-man of his master’s grounds,
While at his work trilled forth melodious soun 1=;
For honest labor, when not over-done,

Gives strength to 1imbs, and music to the tongue.
Now, to miy point. These base ¢degenerate days’
Make labor servile to weave golden bays,

To grace the brows of money-loving brains,
Who make mere wealth their highest, only aim;
No more the plow-man blithe and happy sings
His ronndelay, until the echo rings.

No more the ‘harvest home® spreads life and joy
From gray-halred grandgires to the prattling boy.
The avariclous masters of the soil

Have shameless crush?*d the honest sons of toil—
The farm, the mill, the workshop of the town,
Have each their slaves, by tyrants shaekled down.
All these have claims, but I shall only sing

The process of the farmer’s underling.

The laboring man, dependent on his toll,

To earn a living from the rugged soil,

With wife and children to be clothed and fed—
Alsn, to keep a shelter o’er thelr heads—

Is of necessity, therefore, compell’d

To take low wages, or be quick expell’d.

Mis lowly hut, scaree fit to shelter hogs,

Bullt of rouzh boards, or weather-beaten logs.
The clogey exacting farmer clalms a rent

0f ninely-one or ninety-five per cent.

The laborer binds hinself a year to serve,

With obligations that he must not swerve

“One Jot or tittle’ from the compact strong,

. Rlse forfeit that which to him does belong;

Yet for all this whole year of toil and care

He gets but bare encngh to pay his fare,

The whole subsistence of hislittle flock

Gomes from his master’s overflowing stock.

The farmer, shrewd and cautions in his deal,
Weighs close each pound of butter, pork and meal;
Each item finds its strict account and charge,
Which often proves unwarrantably large.

The workman at the farmer’s table boards,

Thas adding to his master’s ~hining hoards.

The morning-dawn scarce lifts the vall of night,
Bre he must rise, regardiess of his plight;

But half refreshed, he treads the beaten way
That he has trodden many a weary day.

He galns his master’s house, and then begins

A penance it to wipe out half his sins,

(The fodds and ends,” denominated ¢chores?,
Work round about and in the farmer’s doors,

Is toll enough to balance half the day—

But these are by the farmer counted play)
Which, having finished with due toi] and eare,
Sits quickly down unto his morning fare.

Haste is the motto en his master’s fane—

Each word, each look is plainly speaking haste.
Before his meal is scarce begun, there stands
His eager master, giving his ecommands—
Thus saving food, as well as saving time,
(A great invention of a little mind.)

His breakfast curtailed, to the field he goes,
Ho'ds the strong plow, or in the meadow mows,
Or wields the eradie o’er the yellow plain:

Urged by his master’s haste to save his grain,
The dinner-horn at last groans o’er the plain—
Suzgestive to the well-read villaze swain

0Of sweet repose upon the door-yard plod, =
And viands smoking from the housewife’s pot—
Ot friendly chat beneath some rustling buwer,
And all the pleasures of the ¢nonning hour.?
This once was truth; but now, a romance old,
Sunk in the past by greedy love of gold.

Qur laborer hears the srmi-welcome sound,
And, toil-worn. treads the Intervening grounds
No rest for him—{for him no ¢nooning hour,?

Nor friendly chaty mor rude pastoral bower;

His frugal meal in sllence and in haste

Is soon dispatch’d, and that no tlme may waste
While horsee feed, or oxen munch their food,
He weeds the walk, or cuts the kitchen wand,
Oc plica the dash within the ereamy churn,
Until the product thickens in the urn;

For his keen master’s work-inventive mind

1a never baffed for such jobs to find.

Again the ficld his sturdy efforts claim;

Ha Lells no tale, he sings no rural strain.
Incessant toll has dried the spring of mirth,
And made God’s image a mere drudge of earth.
Tis frugal master skulks his watchtul round,
As wily savage scouts the battle ground,
Cornizant of each breach and tardy move,

And eager, wlilling, ready to reprove.

Blow moves the sun adown the western sky,
The weary laborer casts a wishful eye,

His ¢’er-work?d frame still struggles with his task,
And strives Lo do all his shrewd master asks,
The sun at last has sank behind the hill,

And yet we find him delving, tolling stilly

But when the twilight gloom makes sad the plain,

THE DESERET NEWS.

e W M T W L A
And happy birds have sang their ev’ning etrains,
He to his master®s farm-yard takes his way,
To close the tedious labors of the day.
ITe milks the cows, and feeds the squealing swine,
Attends the hor=es, and the lowing kine.
This done, he then partakes his ev’ning fare
Spread by the housewife, with her frugal carc;
And when the owl hoots forth its nightly song,
He homeward drags his weary limbs along,
| Wis cottage gained, he seeks his humble bed,
Where, many restless nights, has lain his head;
Sleep plays the coquette—she cannot be won
By o’er-work?d muscieg, or by nerves unstrung.
In vain he courts her mnch-desired charms—
8he seems to yield, yet slips from cut his arms.
At last, when hope has almost reached despair,
She condescends to banish grief and care}
Yet, discontented stilly, cogquettish seema,
And breaks his rest with ead and fearful dreams,
The dawn returns—again returns hiis toll—
No social hour the laboring wheel does oil.
Work, work, from dawn until thatwillght gloom
Makes indistinct the things about the room.
Day after day, the same eternal tolly
And baneful life, and r: utine of turmoil.
What time lhas he, though e’er o much inclined,
To read the Scriptures, or improve the mind?
The tedlons year at length has marched its ronnd,
And Bpring again resuscitates the ground,
The workman deema that he has frugal been,
And strove the year some little gain to win,
Wherewlith to gusrd against afliction’s hour,
Or to protect him from his master®s power.
The day of reckoning comes. e glances o’er
The farmer’s long and thickly-written score.
Each Itrm shines cunspicuous on the page;
If he demurs, hie master’s in a rage,
He must snccumb, he must admit the charge,
Or find his chattels in the street at large.
Ilis master foots the debt and credit side,
And shows him plainly (?) that his thoughts have lied.
What can he do but toil another year,
And strive his small indebtedness to clea:?
He has no funds, or time to look around,
And place his prospects on a better ground,
Again he bows his neck unto the yoke—
The arm of 1oil renews its steady strokej
And thus hig master keeps him in his power,
As true a slave as ever wronght an hour.
Whalt cares his master, if discase and vain
Take greedy hold upon his o®er-wrought frame?®
?Tis nought to him. He paysno doctor’s fees,
l And, sheer regardless, takes his quiet ease,

Ile has no care, but from his fellow-man,
To wring the sweat that fills his golden can.
l The county-house stands ready for the poor;
ITe pays his tax—thinks he should do no more.
' One fact is plain—it cannol be gainsald—
’ {And of the truth no one sheuld Le afraid)
|  The degradalion of the farmer’s slaves
1 Disgrace tbe land where Freedoni’s hanner waves,
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Onur Jand 1s foul with men who tyranize

The laboring poor, and jeopardilze thelr lives,

{ Yet these same men send yearly forth their mite
To ciothe the heatheny and give Christlan light;

| Rave till they’re hoarse of bonded flesh and blool—
Pour maledictions like the swelling flood.

i OL! meck plhilanthropy,y for thame, for shame!
Think ve the world knows not your choaking game?
+ Here are your sluaves—men needy of yvour ald—
Give unto them, and close yonr heat: en trade,
Cease to o’cr-task the honest laboring poot,

And cluthe the needy who surreund vour door.
Then we shall rise In Christian unity,

And man with man |ike brothers shall agree,
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RECIPES,
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| WasminGg Crornes.—I have used for several

years a washing fluid, which very much lessens
the labor of washing, without injuring the
clothes in the least. It is made as follows:
take, for one gallon of water, one pound of
washing soda and a qnarter of a pound of un-
 slacked lime. Put them in the water, and
| simmer twenty minutes. When cool, pour off
the clear flunid into glass or stone ware (for it
will ruin earthenware, causing it to crack until
it falls to pieces.)

If the clothes are very dirty, put them in

soak over night; wring them out in the morn-
ing; soap them and put them in the wash-
kettle, with enough water tsc cover them. To
a common sized kettle or boiler full, put a tea-
cupful of fluid. Doil halt an hour, then wash
well through one suds, and riuse thoroughly in
two waters. ; "
i Those careful housewives who have always
washed their clothes twice, then boiled them,
and then washed them again. will think this a
| very superficial way of washing; but I know
 from experience, that my elothes not only wash
easier, but look better, and last fully as long,
as when I washed in the old way.

This fiuid is very good for cleaning paint.
{ A very little put in the water will remove
grease or fly-stains, much better than soap.
Too much of it will remove the paint also.—
[8. 8. Rockwell, in Country Gentleman.

BracrinG eor HarnNess.—Melt four onnees
of mutton suet with tweive ounces of heeswax;

add twelve ounces of sagar candy; four oun-

ces of soft soap dissolved in water, and two
ounces of indigo finely powdered. When mel-
ted and well mixed, add half a pint of turpen-
tine. Lay it onthe harness with a sponge, and
| polish off with a brush.

Here is anolher recipe:—Take three sticks
of the best black sealing wax dissolved in half
a pint of spirits of wine; to be kept in a glass
bottle, and well shaken previous to use. Ap-
plied with a soft sponge,

Another recipe for black varnish, is the fol-
lowing:—DBest sealing wax, half an ounce; rec-
tified spirits of wine, two ounces; powder the
sealing wax, and put it in with the spirits of
wine, into a four cunce phial; digest them in a

it on warm with a fine hair brush. Spirits of
turpentine may be used instead of spirits of
wine.—[ Ex.

Goop Brscurr.— Rub a quarter pound of

| butter, sweet and fresh, into three pounds of

flour, use as little cold water in mixing it as
possible, for the dowgh must be exceedingly
stiff, as stiff as it can possibly be wnrkecf.
When thoroughly kneaded pound it with a
wooden mallet or an axe, rolling it up when-
ever pounded flat, Continue pounding for half
an hour, or until the dough is as smooth as
putty, then break off small bits and work into
cakes of the size of a dollar, in thickness a
quartér inch. Bake from half to three quar-
ters of an hour. The biscuit must be thinner
in the center than at the edges, and must be
pricked with a fork. If this receili:t is good in
your sight, I ean give some more hydropathic
recipes,—[ Life Illustrated,

Creosore yor Wartrs.—Dr. Kainey, of
Saint Thomas’ Hospital, London, has written
an article to the Lancet, detailing the effect of
Creosote applied to warts, He applied it
freely to an obstinate warty excrescence on
the finger, then covered it over with a piece of
sticking plaster. This course he pursued
every three days for two weeks, when the
wart was found to have disappeared, leavin
the part beneath it quite healthy. This is
certainly a remedy which can be applied by
any person.—[ Ex.

Userur CEmeExT.~-). B. Daines, of London, has
obtained a patent for a cement which protects
walls from damp. It consists of eight parts of oil
to one part of flour of sulphur—which, by being
heated to two hundred uncr seventy degrees, unite,
T'he cement is applied by means of a brush.—[Ex.

Cure ror CHoLERA INrFANTUM.— Take a
pound of wheat flour, wrap it tightly in a cloth,
and boil it for three hours. When cold, ent ol
the mucilage and a ball is left resembling
chalk. This is to be given to the patient in
boiled milk.—[ Ex.

PreservEDp Fisu.—When the Russians de-
aire to keep fish perfectly fresh, to be carried
a long journey in a hot climate, they dip them
in hot beeswax, which acts like an air-tight
covering. Inthis way they are taken to Mal-
ta, perfectly sweet even in Summer.—[ Ex.
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THE FouNTAINS AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE.
—In some respects,the most wonderful water-
works in the world are those just completed
at the Crystai Palace, at Sydenham, England,
for the purpose of playing the fountains there.
The water works of Versailles are astonishing,
especially when it is considered how many gen-
erations ago they were put up; but they yield,
in many particulars, even as mechanical con-
trivances, to those at Sydenham. The latter,
however, have a merit even higher than that of
the hydrostatic ability they display, for while
those at Versaiiles were erected by a despotic
monarch, with the resources of a whole Eing-
dom at his command, these have been construc-
ted by a private company without a cent of aid
from the government,

The fact is, to some extent, significant of Lhe
progress of civilization., Less than twe cen-
turies ago, monarchs only could afford what the
pecple, in voluntary associations, purchase and
put up for themselves. Refinement has des-
cended in the direction of the mas-<es, and not
only refinement but wealth, God speed its on=
ward progress! . But to our description of the
Cr%-‘sta! Palace water works.

he most striking features of these werks
are the two colossal fountains, each throwing
a vast jet of water to the heigijt of two hund-
red and eighty feet. In order to achieve this
feat, three ditferent expedients were tried, two
of which failed, involving an immense loss in
money. Finally, a couple of enormous towers
wePe erected, on the highest part of the grounds,
each rising to an elevation of two hundred and
seventy-nine feet.

A series of powerful engines pump the wa-
ter from a well, partly Artesian, five hundred
and seventy-five feet deep, up from successive
platforms, ard finally force a portion of it to
the top of each of these towers, whence it de-
scends to feed the two gigantic fountains, the
lesser fountains being fed from reservoirs on
'the different platforms. Some idea of the enor-
- mous strength with which the tower had to be
|| constructed may be derived from the fact, that

, the total weight of each tower, when the foun-

'tainsare playing, is over three thousand tous,
viz:

Two thonsand tons of water, two hundred
and forty tons of wrought iron, six hundred and
 thirty-eight tons of cast iron, and two hundred
‘tons of glass, timber, lead, &e. This does not
incinde the vibratory shock of the water, in as-
cending and descending, which required addi-
' tional strength to be given to the towers.

In all, there are eleven thousand seven hun-

'dred and eighty-eight jets in the entire series

i of works, and the total consumption of wa'er is

‘one hundred and twenty thousand gallons eve-
ry rvinute; for, besides the two colossal fonn-

tains, there are ten or a dozen lesser ones that

throw jets one hundred feet high, as well as

' almost countless smaller fountains, in addition

to waier-temples, cascades, &ec., &e.

| Ten miles of iron pipes are required to con-

‘duet the water that feeds these works, and
through the smallest of these pipes a man can
crawl. Yet the space, qver which the foun-
tains are distributed, is comparatively small.
The sight, when they are all in full play, is said

to be magnificent.

. The spectator sees before him a group of ba-
sins, arranged on terraces that rise above each
other, the Crystal Palace building erowning
the summit; and each of these basins seems
alive with jets flashing in the sunshine, and
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cades diversify the scenes, and the two colos-
sal fountains shoot to a dizzy height from the
lowest basin of all. Asa contribution of mod-
ern geniug to the beautiful, as well as a tri-
umph of hydrostatic skill, the Crystal Palace
fountains deserve to be ranked among the won-
ders of the world.—[ Ex.
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Oxe HunpreEp ANp TEN Prersoxs KiLLED
BY A Corriery Exprosion.—A terrible catas-
trophe occurred at the Cymmer coal mines,
near Cardriff, Wales, on the 15th of July, from
an explosion of gas or fire damp. At the us-
nal hour in the morning 116 men and boys went
down into the pit, and shortly afterwards a
fearful explosion of fire damp took place. It
is stated that a fire at one end of the pit wase
known to be burning, and it is suspected there
must have been a fire in some other part also,
the two causing the explosion.

The catastrophe was soon known in the
neighborhood, and a harrowing scene ensued as
men, women, and children frantically rushed
o the pit’s mouth to inquire or to search for
sons, brothers or fathers. A few hours after,
the coroner’s jury descended into the mine to
view the bodies. The spectacle in a great ma-
jority of cases was frightful, the greater part
of the unfortunate deceased having met their
deaths from the fire, not the choke-damp, the
former causing the body to become charred,
and literally scorched to almost a cinder, while
the ‘damp’ causes death by suffocation, and
leaves but little upon the countenance, except
an expression like that of sleep.

On the following morning the 110th dead
body was brought ont, and it was left to con-
jecture whether any still lay in the pit of death.
[t was supposed, however, that all who perish-
ed were now brought up. Only 6 persons were
saved from the 116 who went down in the
morning. The bringing up of the bodies, and
their reception by the wives and mothers at
the mouth of the pit is deseribed as being a
| fearful and affecting sight.—[ Ex.
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Americay Crock Trane —The clock business
is at pretty low ebb just now. There are only
thirteen clock factorics now in operation; two
years ago there were thirty-two. The largest
facteries have failed and are stopped. All this
resnlted throngh nuwise competition. Ouly 142,-
000 clocks will be made this year; two yeuars age
 there were 600,000 inanulactured in oue year.—

[Ex,
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MARRIED:
At Kaysville, Sept. 30, 1856, by Elder Edward Phlilipe,

Mr. JAMES OLLIVERSON aund Miss CAROLINE ROE-
ERTS. <

In Provo City, Oct, 2, 1856, by Prest. James C. Snow,
Mr. CLINTON WILLIAMS and Miss MARTHA POR-
TER.

DIED:
In Provo Olty, Oct. 4, 1856, of Filux, HARRIET M.

dangnter of Domin cus aud Pully Cartery aged ten months
| and T days.
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NEW ADYERTISEMENTS.

JENNINGS & WINDER
XCHANGE Boots, Shoes and Leath-

er fur gooud green llides, Ned Pive Bark, and Qil
ol atl kinds, at their tannery and manufactory.
P.S. The Meat and Provision Store is now carried on
at the samge place., Beeves Kkilted and dressed at $1 per
head, or pay $1 and take the hide.

STRAYED,
ROM City Creek kanyon, a large

bay PONY, with a glass eye, a white spot on the
face and one on the bauck, branded on the leit leg and
Lip. Whoever will give lnformation that will lead to
[ discovery shall be liberally rewarded.
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CHANGE OF TINME.
HE MEMBERS of the 6lh Quorum

of Seventies will hold a mecting on Saturday eve-
niug nexty Nov. 1st, gt the house of Jacob Pearty, Four-
teenth Ward, and therealter on the first Saturday of vr-
ery month al the same place.
Town and couniry brethren attend. report yourselvern,
and come to the time and place of pruniug.
By order of the Counceil,

ESCAPED,

ROM the Stage-driver near Prove

cityy on the Sth inst.s a vay roan HORSE, 156 1-2

Lands high, no brands, has a sore back and is marked om

the shoulders by.a collary, and had a piece of cotton rope

round his neck. Whoever wiil deliver him to James

M:Pherson, mail carrier, or to 8. W, Richanda, Great Sait

L-;; Cityy shall be rewarded.
-1

34-3
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WARREN EH_{_}“'_.

$5 REWARD.
TRAYED or Stolen, from the Jordan

range, a dark brindle OX, rather staggish, a few
wilte hairs on his forehead and a little white on the
fiank, with K. Ru<hton branded on the near horn, and
8 O vo the off or right hips not very visiblee. Whoever
will bring the same ox 1o me, or give information where
he can be found, shall receive the above reward,
34-2¢ EDWIN RUSHTON, 6th Ward.

WANTED,
OR SALE, at the Deseret Store

immediately:

-

| Flannels, Jeane, Cloths,
Linsey, Satinetts, Blankets,
Yarn, Carpeting, Bools,
Shoes, Leather, Mats,
Caps, WOOL, IEMP,
FLAX, Hair, .. Skins, ke,

Also a quantity of CALIFORNTIA BARLEY and RYP,
W. EDDINGTON.

'i'he 14th Quorum, Atiention!
THE Brethren of the 14th Quorum

of Seventles are reguested to give their punctua !
atwndance the second Friday of each month at the house
of Philemon C. Merrill, next door to Thomas 8. Williamw
residence, G. 8. L. City, at six o’clock In the evening.
The brethren in the city and near by that de not atiend
may expect to be dropped. We wish those that have mot

| sent in their genealogy and residence to do the samae

forthwith, and address to the clerk by letlers, post paw.

sand heat or near the fire, till diqulnd. Lay crossing and re-crossing each other, while cas I_ﬂr ;.rdur of the presidency,

EDWIN RUSHTON, Clerk, 6ih Ward.
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