to-day, after a long discussion, passed a
resolation to submit to the people the
question of atr]_.ﬁng the word white
from the constitution.

The Ohio Legislature still hesitates on

the question of equal suffrage.
1 ' ¥ Toronto, 20.

Ten Femians, recently found guilty,
were to-day sentenced to be hanged
March th.

The new assistant commissioner of
Freedmen’s Bureau has abolished the
order in regard to labor, and freedmen
¢an now confract like anybody else fo
the best they can get. .

Miscellancous,

SABBATH PHYSIOLOGY.

The Almighty rested one-seventh of
the times of the creation, commanding

man to observe an equal repose. The
neglect of this injunection will always,

sooner or later, bring mental, moral or
physical death.

lgest. is an invariable law of animal
life. The busy heart beats, beats ever,
from infaney to age, and yet for a large
part of the time it is in a state of repose.

VWilliam Pitt died of apoplexy at the
age of forty-seven, When the destines
of nations hung inalarge measureon his
doings, he feit compelled to give an un-
remitting attention to the affairs of
+tate. Sabbath brought no rest to him,
and soon the unwilling brain gave signs
of exhaustion. But his- presence in
Parliament was conceived to be indis-
pensable for explanation and defense of
the public policy. Undersuch circum-
stances it was his custom to eat heartily
of substantial food, meat highly season-
ed, just before going to his place, in order
to atlord the body that strength and to
excite the mind in that activity deemed
necessary to the high tension. Both
brain and body perished prematurely.

Not long- ago, one of the most active
business men of England found his
affairs so extended that he deliberately
determined to devote his Sabbaths to
his accounts.
grasp. His views were so comprehen-
sive, =o far seeing; that wealth came in
upon him like a flood: Xe purchased &
country seat at a cost of four hundred
thousand dollars, determining that he
would now have rest and quiet. But it
was to late. As he stepped on his
threshold, after a surv
purchase, he became apopletic. Al-
though life was not destroyed, he only
lives to be the wreck of a man, »

It used to be said that a brick kiln

‘“must’’ be kept burning over Sabbath,; |

it is now known to be a fallacy. KEven
now it is a received opinion that iron
blast furnaces will bring ruin if not
kept in continual operation. Eighteen
years ago an knglishman determined
to keep the Sabbath holy as to them,
with the result, as his books testified,
that he made more in six days than he
did before in seven; that he made more
iron in a given time, in proportion to
the hands and the number and gize of
the farnaces, than any establishment in
England which was kept in operation
during the Sabbath,

In our own New York the mind of a
man who had half a million in a year,
went out in the night of madness, put
upon it by avariety of enterprises, every
one of which succeeded.

“It will take about five years to clear
them off,”’ said an observant master of
an Ohio canal boat, alluding to the
wearing out influences on the boatmen,
who workedon Sabbaths as well as on
other days. Astothe boatmen and fire-
men on steamers on the western rivers
which never lay by on the Sabbaths,
seven yearsis the average of life,” The
observance, therefore, of the seventh
portion of our time f’ur the pur?usﬂ of
rest is demonstrably a physiological
necessity, a l1aw of our natures.—[ Hall's
Jowrnal of Health,

N . B

CeMENT FOR Rooms.—M. BSarel, of
Paris, uses a coating for walls Which 1is
said to be superior to pure gypsum. The
oxide of zine is mixed with size, made

up like a wash, and applied 'to a wall,
ceiling or walnscot. Aftérwards the
chloride of zin¢, made into a wash in
the same way is applied. The oxide and
chloride immediately combine and form
a kind of cement, smooth and polished
as glass, and possessing the advantages
of oil paint, yet without any objection-
able smell.

Gralveston . $06% '

He had a mind of a wide |

of his late |

THE DESERET NEWS.

IN THE OMNIBUS—A SKETCH.

A mighty woman with a bundle, a
cross woman with a baby, an unfortu-

nate woman with a dog, an old gentle-
man with an ear trumpet, a beaming
young lady with an expansive erinoline,
and sthe usual complement of nothing-
ganicular-peuple, including mine self
ohn Hays, gentleman at large.-1 would
not have
hel it; nor in an{r emnibus at all if I
could have avoided it; and judging from
the surrounding faces, we were all in
the same plight. We were all hot, and
we all hated one another. When a fel-
low-creature is vigibly radiating the
caloric one already has in excess, hatred
for him, or even her, follows in logical
| sequence, and-we were waiting for more
passengers. |
~ ““Please help me in, I'm blind!"’ it
was the tiniest, sweetest voice; we all
turned to see a little girl lay her hand
confidingly on the conductor’s arm. I

took herfrom him as fearfully as if she

had been in truth what she looked like,
my parion Clytie, the same pure, sweet
face, with the delicate features and
drooping white eyelids; but the sadness
of her pallor was relieved by the wvivid
dark color of her hair, which fell in
soft thick rolls upon her neck.

“Is there a dog here?’’ she said.

‘“Yes, darling,’’ said the dog’s owner,
as he handed it to the child, looking un-
comfortable no longer, tho blind face
turned up to hers seemed to charm away
its nervousness,

“What a dear little fellow,” said
Flytie, and the rough terrier grew popu-

ar. .

“‘Do they let you go far alone?”” said
the eross woman,

““Oh, yes.”” The little creature gave
alow, glad laugh of triumph. ‘“‘I’ve
been to the blind school; I ean do every-
thing for myself now.”

“Would you mind saying that again,
my dear? I am very deaf,” said the
old gentleman. She repeated her sen-
tence, adding with an odd womanish
pity, ‘‘It must be so sad to be deaf.”

I said, involuntarily, ‘*You don’t look
a8 though you were ever sad.” |

““Oh no, now that Emy is well.”

“Who is Emy?”’

“Why, my little sister. Oh, such a
little darling; but she was ill for a long
| time.”

Clytie’s voice faltered, as though she
were living over again agreat sorrow,

‘“‘But she is well now,’’ I said. |

“Oh yes.”

‘““Haveyou manysisters and brothers?'’
said the young lady.

“No,only Emy, and one brother, baby
Tom, he's such a great, fat fellow, and
you can’t think how he laughs.”

Ifit was anything like the musical
rill his sister sent rippling through the
air, I should like to have heard that
baby laugh.

‘““What does he laugh at?” said the
| eross old woman.,
| “Oh everything; at Emy and me,
when we play Punch and Judy; andat
dinner, when there’'s dumpling’s, and
sometimes he lies on the floorand laughs
at himself; we laugh to, it’s so funny."”
The little one’s mirth was infectious;
we all joined in, with various modula-
tions of the roar of the deaf gentleman,
who couldn’t stop himself, and setting
us off again, little Clytie, clapping her
soft gloved hand till she made the dog
bark, and the conductor looked to say,
“Well, if I ever saw such a row.”

‘Fuston road, please,’” said Clytie,
turning into a business woman all at
once,

The nnwelecome place seemed to come
direetly; as I turned from helping the
child out I saw the cross woman’s face
breaking up into tears. _

“It’s queer,” she said, ‘“but I feel like
to ery to see her so merry.”’

I was unpleasantly ceonscious of what
my dear mother used to call the apple
in my throat, so I was grateful to the
deaf gentleman for saying ‘‘Eh,” and
saving the effort of replying. We all
fell into quietness, but it was curious to
notice how forbearing we grew to.one
another; the child’s great loss, worn
l¥ke a flower crown on the head of some

ietured saint, made our petty discom-
orts all melt away. The young lady
began to play with the baby, the old
gentleman with the dog, and I, who
object to all gratuities, on the prineiple
of never having any money to spare,
| was absolutely pleased when the mighty
| woman handed back her change to her
vanquished foe, saying:

"ﬁever mind the penny, eonductor.”

Even the cross woman grew quite
| interesting over a reminiscence of a

L |

n inside if I could haver

| ment a mortg

Enuth she had known when a irl, who
ad recovered his sight after béing blind
for a year. ' '

service candidate, I could be & woman
with a mission, I would choose that of
my own little Clytie.

LESSONS TO HOUSE BUYERS—
HOW A FISHERMAN PAID FOR

HIS HOMESTEAD.

The Gloucester (Mass.) Advertisor tells
the following instructive story:

Several years ago there resided in—-
a fisherman whose surname was Peter.
He had gulte a large family, and had
purchased a house, giving as part pay-
e on the building. Time
passed off'and he got in arrears, and the
mortgage threatened to forclose. This
was asevere blow to Peter, as he knew
not where to go or how to relieve him-
self. In his trouble he applied to a well
known financier in town, who listened
to his story, blamed him for his negli-
gence, gave him some good advice, and
concluded by saying that he would help
him out of the difficulty, and put him
in the way of paying for the house, if
he would solemnly agree to follow out
his instructions, and if he deviated in
the least, he would- have nothing fur-
ther to do with him. Peter assented to
this and received the money to pay up
the mortgage, amounting to $5,000,
“Now,”’ said his benefactor, ‘I want
you to own that house'as soon as pos-
sible, and to do so you must give me
your note, and upon your return from
every trip of fishing, I want you to
immediately come to my house, and tell
me how much you have earned,  and
how much you can afford to pay towards
the house without distressing yourself
and family. I shall watch you, and if
you fail to eome even once, then yon
will lose your house.”” Peter promised
and went his way. A fortnight passed,
and one morning Peter knocked at the
door of his patron. '

¢, Walk in,” was the response.

‘“How much did you make this trip?”’

“Forty dollars, sir.”

“How much ean you pay towards the
house?'’

“Thirty, sir.”

The amount was duly endorsed on the
note, and Peter again left. At the re-
turn from every trip he never failed to
report himself, @®though sometimes he
could not pay but one ollar, yet he was
always kindly receivedand encouraged.
At the expiration of two years he made

his last payment, interest and principal, |

and received a clear title to his house,
which is owned and oecupied by his
own family to thisday, who would have
been poorly off indeed, had he not left
them at his decease a &'laua of shelter.

There isa moral to this sketch, which
is, that those desirous of owning pro-
perty must make a beginning, and add
to the amount from theirearnings, even
if the sums are sometimes small. They
all help to swell the  .aggregate and
teach lessons of economy which in
themselves is more valuable than the
money saved. Young men, save a por-
tien of your earnings, and invest them
where they: will be safe, instead of
spending them foolishly, as is to often
tge case in these days.

THE AXE.—The other day I was
holding a man by the hand—as firm in
its outer texture as leather, and his sun-

1 burnt face was as inflexible as parch-

ment: he was pourihg forth a tirade of
contempt on those who complain that
they can get notling to do, as an excuse
furﬁecnming idle loafers.

Said I, “Jeff. what do you work at?
You look hearty and happy, what are
you working at?"’

“Why," said he, *‘I bought mean axe
three years ago that cost two dollars.
That was all the money I had. 1 went
to chopping wood by the cord. I have
done nothing else, and have earned
more than $600; drank no grog; paid no
doctor: and have bought me a little
farm in the Hoosier State, and shall be
married next week to a girl who has
earned $200 since she was eighteen. My |
old axe I shall keep in the drawer, and
buy me a new one to cut my wood
with.” |

After I left him I thought to myself,
“Phat axe and no grog.”” They aretwo
things that make a man in this world.

How small a capital that axe—how sure |

of suecess with the motto, ““No grog!”’
And then a farm and wife, the best of

N\ | |
—Al child, like a letter, often goes
astray through being badly directed.

| born at D?
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A SUCCESSFUL SOLDIER’S AUTO-
BIOGRAPHY.

I think, if, instead of being a plucked : THE CAREER OF MARSHAL VAILLANT.

— S

The Paris correspondent of the Lon-
don ZWmes says: The following letter,
addressed by Marshal Vaillant fo a
working farrier of the Cote d'Or, of the
same name, who desired to know whe-
ther they were related, has appeared im
some of the papers. It is curious and
eharacteristic, and, as’it has not beem
contradicted by the personage most in-
terested, may be considered as genuine:

Sir: You have written an excel-
lent letter. The writer must be an
honest man, and I should feel ve

roud to be related to him, though

on’t know whether we shall be able te
clear up that point. My father, whom
I was so unfortunate as to lose in 1823
had been district secretary at Dijun,md
and afterwards Secretary General of
Prefecture of the Cote d'Or in 1815. He
was named representative during the
Hundred Days, then dismissed from his
st at the prefecture, and imprisoned
or being a Bonapartist. T was at that
time with the army behind the Loire.
My father died poor, but esteemed by
every one. I don’t think he had a single
enemy. I do nofresemble him in any
way. He was slight of frame, and I am
big and burley. e was gentle in man-
ner,and I pass for being surly and boor-
ish. (A fact.) In a word, he had as
many fine and.excellent qualities, as
people say I have defects, and I believe
those who say g0 are not mistaken.

My father brought up a large family
—now reduced in number. I have an
unmartied sister at Dijon; another who
is a widow, and one of whose sons, M.
Girrodde, , is engineer des ponils et
chaussees at Chatillon-sur-Seine. He is
therefore a near neighbor of yours. I
had a younger brother whom I had the
misfortune to lose in 1815, My father
had an elder brother who died librarian
of the town of Dijon. My grandfather
kept a little silk mercer’s shop in the
Palace St. Vincent at Dijon. is father
had been a shoemaker. I cannot go
further back; my quarters of nobility.
stop with the shoemaker, 1 have heard
say that one of my great uncles had
been in the army and was wounded in
Canada. My father married a young
woman named Canquoin. A brother of
my mother died parish priest at Genlis
(Cote d’Or), He was an excellent man,
apd we all greatly regretted him. His
brother had some post in the registry
office. We lost him in 1839,

I have no children, and it is thé
greatest sorrow which Heaven could
visit me with. I never asked it for
wealth or honors, and it has given me
what I had no desire for, and taken from
me my stepson, the child of my wife.
We must submit to its decrees. I was
on on the 6th of December,
1790; but I have hardly any recollection
of my mother. We were very poor.
We were tenderly brought up, but
amidst privatiohs of every sort. The
servant who took care of us isstill living
at Dijon; my sisters and I love her like
a mother, and she loves us as if we were
her own children. God vouchsafes no
longer faithful creatures like this good
woman, who received us when we came
into the world, and she showed towards
us a love such as it is impossible for me
to express. She refused twenty offers of
marriage fo stay with us, and yet! we
must have been a sad trouble to her,

I entered the Polytechnie School at
sixteen, and I left it to enter the Engi-
neers. The grade which of all others
gave me the greatest pleasure was that
of corporal at the Polytechpic School.
I went through the campaign of Russia,
and that of 1815. I was made prisoner
at the close of 1813. I was at Waterloo.
I was wounded during the defence of -
Paris in 1815. I had a leg fractured by
a musket ball at the siege of Algiers in
1830. My commanding officer said they
were satisfied with me at the siege of
Antwerp in 1832; and the Emperor said
he was satisfied with me at the siege of
Rome. Such, sir, is my history almost
complete. I should be greatly pleased
if you find in it any proofs of a commu-
nity of origin between your family and
mine, I pray you to receive the asgsur-
ance of my perfect esteem, and to be-
lieve me your devoted servant,

MARSHAL VAILLANT.

il i

—An Editor, speaking of a large and
fat contemporaryy remarked thatif all
flesh was' grass, ’he must be a load of
hay.—*I expeet T am,’” said the fat man,
“from the way the donkeys are nibbling
at me;"’ |




