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Wbho Wonldn't bea Heathen!

e e

BY J. &A. TURNER.
Mamma, [ wish I lived away,
Across the great big sea,
‘Where little heathen children play,
Aud then bow happy I should be!

I wish you'd be a heathen, too,
And then we all could have some bread
And good warm clothes for sister Sue,
Aud brother Willie, who is dead.

I'd go and find his liltle grave,
And tell him to come home ageain;
And bread and little shoes he'd have,
Aud he would thank his sister Jane,

And folks wonld come to see you, then,
Mamma, you look so sick and pale,

And bring some bread and butter when
They heard my sister’s dying wail.

Mamma, can’t Christians bounties shed
Excepton hestnens? Can’t they give
To sister Sue aud me soms bread,
Aud let your little daughter live?

I went to chureh to day and heard
The preacher for the heathen pray;

But not the first imploring wory,
For hungry little Christians say.

My little dress was worn and thin,
And [ sat shivering in the cold;
While all the other girls put in
‘The box their shining sums of gold.

They told me that this was to buy
For little heathen girls some breud;

Oh, mother, how I wish that I
Conld be a heathen and be fed!

They lnughed at my old faded dress
And put on many havghty airs:

I thoughtiof God in my distress,
And bid my face and uttered prayers.

Mamma, shan’t we be heathens, too,

S0 we eatr have some clothes and bread;
I and my litile sister Sue,

And brother Willie who is dead!

[From Godey’s Lady’s Book.]

Finding the Leak—a Domestic Episode.

BY ALICE B. NEAL.

‘Home 's home, isn’t it, now?’ sauid Mr. Murray
Cooper, complucently, as he seated himsell at an
inviting supper-table, and admired his wile sitling
opposite to him busied with the tray. Mrs, Cooper
wis by no means intended fora burning and shin-
ing light in society, but made a very pleasant uud
mellow radivivee, so to speak, in the more limited
circle of her own fireside.

Mr Cooper had ‘tastes’ and a precedent for ll
his likings and aversions in some of the distin-
guished family of which he was a member. The
*Murray’ was a family name, and his soul aspired
to the scale of living to which it belonged; but his
meang were several thousand a year short of its

ratification.” Indeed, it Mrs. Cooper had not
)een practical in an extrunce degree, "und ex-
perienced, s to the velue of money in itself con-
sidered, it is doubtful whetber they coud have
got on at all.

The recklessness with which her husband
ussumed that charge and’ respousibilily, and the
etyle in which his bachelor expenditures had been
conducted, were rather alarming to one who had
always had need to culculate ways and means
closely. For Mrs. Cooper, though verv proud of
her tamily, in u certain way, wus only a Smith—
Martha Smith; and it is well known that the
Siniths cannot gubeist upon their nume and con-
neclions as a Murray or a Cooper might do,

Poverty among the Coopers waus being well
dressed—living in a large house, waited on by
plenty of servauts, but always troubled by an ac-
cumulation of liabilities, Still, essMr. Cooper,
Sen., often remarked, ‘people must live,’ by which
lie meant that he must, whatever becume of the
tradesimnen he employed. Poverty, as known to
the Smiths, included self-denial, industry, auvd a
greal many ‘wants reduced to must haves,” before
they were satisfied.

he younger branches of the Bird Coopers, the
De Laney Coopers, and the G.fswold Rlurruj,'s
looked down upon their cousin as havirg sauk
several degrees iu the goc’al scale when he leit one
room in the third stery of u fashionable ety board-
ing-housge for the whole of a smull but comfor-
tavle house beyoud Seventh Avenune, whereas, in-
asmuch as he mavsged, with Lis wife’s oversight,
to lives somewhere within the range ef lis income,
and puid for most of the clothes he wore aud the
food he ate, some unprejudiced perscns might
huve rauked him as morally in the uscendant.

Literally, Mrs. Cooperdid not know where to
commence her reforms when her husband’s idio-
syncrasy as Lo wioney nalters first was made ap-
parent; but she camne to the conclusion that the
starting-point ol charity was a good place to com-
mence euforcing its respectable relative, economy,
wud g0 began with her own personal expeudi-
tures.

~ But her husband had a few prejudices to over-
come b:fore he could be induced to set aside. the
extremely modest amount she proposed from his
salary. ‘He dudn’t believe in an allowance. What
was the good in knowing what you spent? It
Gidn’t make it any less, and in fact, it was de-
cidedly uncomfortable to Le posted on the subject.
He vever had an sllowance; the girls and mother
never bad one. Noj they always got whutever
they chese, und the bills were seut to the store.—
11 wasu’t their business when they were paid.—
1o basure, the governor always grumbled when
they came in, and threatenad all sorts of things,
but nobody ever minded.
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‘But I should,” interposed the governor's daugh-
ter-in-law. ‘I would have gone without, first—
and would now, ruther than see you worried.—
It’s a great deal better to know just what you can
afford to get; ouly try it, Marray, or let me, for
baby and myself. If you only kuew how I hate to
say, ‘churge it!

‘Poly, poby Martha, | didn’t think you were
such a goose! Why, most women, would jump
at it. 1 never had an ‘expense-book,’ as you call
it, since 1 was born. Books are bothers enough
at the office.. Who always wants to be marching

| up acolumn of figures, and ruminating on a ‘sum |

total,” except iL’s a balauece in one’s favor, which
I believe I never yet bave had the pleasure of ex-
periencing. When 1 bave the mouney, you’'re
weleome to it, vou know (hat.

I'hey ure the very—I beg your pardon, the mis-
chief, you know? '

‘But suppose,’ said Mrs. Cooper, ‘I should wish
to make my huasband a birthday
unsentimental it would sound! ‘My love, please
give me ten dollars to buy you a gold pencil ’ or,
to have my nice little surprise spoiled by the bill
being presented beforehand at the office! or, hav-
ing to manage Mrs. Green’s fashion, and take
what I wanted from your pocket, iittle by little,
alter you wero asleep at night! T'o be sure, you
never would miss it.? |

{Now, that ’s rather hard on a fellow, Martha,
after ull my reforms! Don't I ever stop in an
omuibus to count change? Haven’t 1 done wou-
ders in not bringing heme—all sorts of things,you
know? 1’1l bet you two to one—’ .

‘l never bet,recollect,” interrupted Mrs. Murray,
ina grave tone that belied the mischief of her smile
—ut the idea of her husband’s reforms!

‘Well, 1 wouldn't be afraid to—that [ can tell to
a dot every cent I've got about me to-night.’

‘Suppose I sgree lo give up to the allowance if
you can?’ suggested the unbelieving helpmate.

‘Done!”  Aud the portée-monunaie wus drawn
forth trinmphautly. f!su happened that a little
foot-bill of Lwo or three years’ standing which had
caused an inspection el cash on hand,endii g in an
invitation the collector was perfectly accustomed to
—to0 call again,

“T'here’s two fives—Butcher & Drover’s—do

and a one, and seventy-five cents in charge.
allowance carries the day, madam.’

‘INot quite so close. 1 can see; aud ban
never are quite Cologne. Now suppose you log
in your pockets.’ -

‘Oh, I'm quite cured of that!—no more change
lying around loose,’ '

Two of these convenient receptacles emptied

presented ouly a knife, peucil, two small screws,
and a box of leads. 1In the breast pocket of his
coat the hund made a sudden pause,

Mrs. Cooper was in turn trinmphant, as she
saw a flush of discomposure rise to her huband’s
face,

‘Stupid!—ob, [remember now the change at
Delmouico’s for mny luuch, you know!" Aud the
discomiorted man drew forth two cigars, a gold
dollar, a vill, and sowe small change.

This wus the history of the allowanece, impor-

| tant, since,from its pructical working, Mr. Cooper

first began to understand a fuint glimmer of the
importunt truth, ‘a penny saved is twopence got;’
and, as is often common with euthusisstic minds,
he plunged into reforins on his own acconul to a
most alurming extent.

This was alter their essay at housekeeping,Mrs.

These private
purses make a4 wile altogether too independent.—

I = ¢A dollar or so,’ retor

present, how

1

you see? and a ten, Rhode Island money, a
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cigar, and f[umbled behind an engraying by Land-
seer for the match-box, that he ulways insisted on
having there, just where he could reach it

“T'here ’s the paper—but that 1’ve read; and I
Jooked through ‘Harper’ as I came along. Shall I
crack some nuts? Tirit reminds me that I must
get one of those pateutlever nat-erackers. I saw
‘one at Smith’s, to-day, and a gridiron, the most
complete arrangement you ever saw for doing a
nleuk;—-—ﬂutchea the smoke and the gavy at the same
time.” y

‘How niuch was it? You know ours came
with the stove, and isn’t two years old yet.’

| Must you sew to-night? *Always at that evalast-
‘ing workbasket! ~ Why dow’t yon have a
seamstress? How much would it cost now to
have all that pile sewed up for once?’

Mrs. Murray playfully;
and, as she drew out her thimble and needle-book,
 the grocer’s communication was discovered on
top of her work-box.

‘Had any letters to-day? who is that from? 1
say, Malty, suppose we should begm to think of
a little place in the country, nextspring? Lawton
was talking about that lot on the bend of the
Bronx, you know, again, to-day,’
 three satisfac puffs filled up a short pause, as
Mr. Cooper threw himself back in his own par-
ticular easy-chair. ‘We must have saved some-
‘thing this year towards it, you’re such an indus-
trious little woman, and deserve to have a house
of your own, and everything nice about you, if
anybody does. Whoimn did you say that was from?
Its time you heard from your sister, isu’t it?’'—
And a hand was stretched pust her, us, with the

self of the missive.

His wife's spirits had gradually been sinking
since the opening of work-box. She knew per-
fectly well that she was considered as responsible
for every item of the account as if each barrel of
flour and pound of coffée had ben purchased for
her sole individual benefit. Mr. Buuper's face
clouded with the direction of the letter, darkened
with breaking open the envelop; the storm burst
with his first glance at the sum total.

‘A hundred and fifteen dollars! did you see that,
Martha?—a hundred dollars and over, when it
zht not to have been thirty-five, with all I paid
What in the world did you order when
pvay in the full? I never had these things

.1
L

SHORly what was necessary.’

““Necessury! I should think so,” with all the
waste that goes on in that kitchen. 1 wish you’d
see after your cook, Martha, as I've told you s
hundred times. It would be a great deal cheaper

your house a little more.”

‘1 try to do both,’ sfid Mrs. Cooper, mildly,
bending before the gust, as it were, kuowingsit to
' be inevitable.

wounder.’

“T'here is quite hall of the last one yet.?

‘And sugar and coffee; donu’ttell me. There 's
Lawton says they use ouly a hulf barrel of white
sugar every year. [Ilis wile does her jelly in coffec
crust.? 3 AT

So had Mrs. Cooper until ghe feund that it was
clhieaper to use that which did not need refining,
and ber husband never thought be could touch
mutton or game without currant-jelly, and almost

Cooper’s plan vgain, though he otten ignored that Ta juvenile fondness for sweetmeats of every de-

f;{:l, and congrutuluted himself on the brilliant
idea.

He gave up smoking for two months and a half;
then had a few cigars some one had given him
down town; afterwardsa bunch of some choice
brand, Loper, a friend of his, who wys in the
busiuess, had desired him to try; and finully a half
box was smuggled in quietly, and replaced at in-
tervals. Lle wore really shabby clothes through
the hot weather, but brought home a choice assort-
ment of white jeun, Marseiiles, and a fancy check
suit, the very last three days of September heat,.—
[le ubdertook -self-shaving in the most virtuous
manuner, and annoyed Mrs. Coaper three days in
the week by forgetting to do so, gnd preseuting
quite too stiff an upper lip to please any one neat
alinost to faslidiousness.

He talked a great deal ubout table economy, in-
spected the ash heap to see that the cook threw
away no available Tnmp of cosl, and even was ac-
customed to inquire ‘what hed become of that
beef bone,” having heard accidentally that-a good

fumily soup might be mude of a beef bone with a
few vegelables.

In fact, these last eymptoms had grown very
troublesome, and Mrs. Cooper began to wish most
devoully that Murray would ‘let her keep bouse,’
as was ler lawlul right, and even suggesied that,
il he would give the reins entirely iuto her hands,
she would underteke to drive safely through the
year's losses and expenses. She had failed iu
convertitrg him tooue of her principal doctrines,
however, that of paying ready money for every-
thing. July and Jannary were sl rendered
miserable by the successive arrival of yellow envel-
ops, known at once by their having no post mark
aud the extreme briefness of their uddress.

They always guve her a headache, for she knew
precisely the effect they would produce when her
busb md cuught sight of thgm, ue matter how
amiuble or cheerful he might™be at the moment.—
This very evening, when Mr. Cooper so em-
phatically pronounced ‘home to be home’—and
indeed it looked so in the bright neatnessof her
hiousehold ways, and especially in contemplation
of the wellspread supper-table, at which they were
seated—his wife was inwardly disquieted by know-
iug that her own hands would be obliged to ‘put
rancor in the veesel of his peace’ by bringing forth
the grocer’s hall-yearly account, at the amount of
which she had not ventured to glance..

‘Now, what shall I do. for your comfort or
amusement, this evening, old lady?’ inquired this
really devoted Benedict, as he bit off the end of a
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scription. She knew perfectly well what becume
of the sugar. .

‘And butter—yes, it's the butter.- How much
do you think we *ve had since October?’ said her
husband, presently, with the air of a virtuous
judgecondemninga criminal found guilly in every
point of an indictment. ¢I told you Aun wasted
butter from the first. How can you expect we
shall ever get along in the world, Martha, if you
con’t see ufteir your servants?

‘What’s the use of my denying mysell everyth-
ing?’—for Mr. Cooper here recollecied a cane, a
pair of fur-lined gloves, aud a fancy traveling-cap
that he had severally dismissed from his thoughts
in the mo8t resolute manner—‘everything, I may
say, for your sake and the children’s, il this is the
way yeuure to go on?’

It was certainly an unexpected amount to Mrs.
Cooper, who, invariably economiecal, thought she
had been especially careful the last six months.—
' She was very sorry. It was hard when she too
could enumerate selfdenials of timejod patience,
and had braved cross looks, and spoiled dinuers,
and ‘warnings,” with a houseful of company,in the
inspection of Aun’s closets and safes,and repeated
rebukes of her carelessness.

Theough economical to the last degree,there was
nothing she shrank from so much as an approach
lo meanness, or being consicered so by others —
Perhaps it was her own special weakuess, (his
dread; buteven that she tried to put down ia
deing a housekeeper's duty faithfully.

Her husband, not in the least pacified by her
admission that ‘it might have been the butter,’
replaced the bill in its envelop with the airofa
man whese substance is ‘wasted by riotous liv-
ing,” and sent it skimming on to the table—to the
floor, indeed, under the lounge, where his wife
found it in dusting, the next morning. She was
rather heavy hea tad,for the evening wheh pramis-
ed so much,clesed very uncomfortably, she stitch-
ing away in silence, and her husband, declining
to amuse himself or be enterteined, gloomed over
the fire, after his cigar was finished, and stalked
off to bed an hour earlier than usual.

‘Really, I cannot understand it. I thought T
had been so very careful. T don't wonder Murra
is discouraged; and yet I don’t see how.l cou
have dene without anything we have had.’

Myrs. Cooper laid down her duster, and opened
the uncomfortable account. It was a very ‘long
face,” and a very perplexed one that the opposite
mirror reflected; but it brightened visibly
she had finished her inspection of the various

And two or

most complacent air, Mr. Cooper possessed him- |

te put out this everlosting sewing, and atlend to

belore
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items, and her chéerfulness had entirely returned,
even Lo guyety, before she had finished copying
off some of them_on sheet by themselves.

It she had made an y discoveries, she kept them
to hersell that evening; but, whea her husband
hung up his overcoat in his office, the next day,
and felt in the outside pocket fora eleun huyd-
kerchief, he found with it a note, in Lis wife's
handwriting, addressed-to himself,

It was odd. Perhaps he had been too hasty in
condemning her, or two severe, ruther, considering
how very foud she was of him, and how she felt
even a word. Poorchild! He would overlook it,

‘Oh, a dollar or so, I suppose—a -mere trifle.— | this once; and so he broke the seal, .

e thought it was another bill, at first glance,
and thatshe had been afraid to give it to him
after his late outburst; butit was in his wile’s

handwriting, and headed— P o
‘WasTe” ror 1856!

1 bottle of brandy, d g1 25
1 box of cigars, 4 50
1 gullon of brandy, 5 00
1 demijohn, _ 1 00
I.bex of cigars, - 4 20
1 case of claret, 5 00
1 gallon of Sherry wine, 6 00
" 1 box of cigars, 4 50
1 box ol cigufs, 4 20
£35 65

He could not understand it at all at first: but,
as he glancgd at the dates, each one made it clearer
and clearer. Really he could not have believed
thut these little ‘stores,’ luid in, from time to time,
for himseH and a friend or so, who was accustom-
ed to ‘drop in,’ could amount to so much. Mrs.
Cooper did not drink brandy, or Sherry wiue, or

smoke cigars, so the ‘waste’ lay at his own door

alter all,

Mrs. Cooper, sitting by the front window, at
twelve n;clnck, saw the office boy arrive with a
return dispatch. It was very short, but quite to
the point. .

‘Dear Wire: 1 own up. Sold!

Yours traly,

Murray Coorea.’

[From Dr. Wooster, in the colmnns of the Golden Era, |

The Chemistry of Every Day Life.

“PBut sir contains two other substances which,
though not chemically essentiul to'its constitation,
are yet always mixed with it in various and ever-
changing proportions. These are watery vapor
and carbouic acid, Carbonic acid gas is produced
in a thousand waye in nature. 5

We need only mention combustion of any or-
ganic and muny inorganic substances. Respiru-
tion of all animals produceit. Ateveryexpiration
the air breathed out is so loaded with carbonic acid
and watery vapor, that it is unfit for & secoud re-
gpiration. o the natural state air contains about

‘Try! yes, I dare say; it looks like it, with all I one part in eight bundred of carbonic acid gas; if
the bread I see thrown out—enough to feed a | this proportion is much increased the air thus con-
dozen poor families. Three barrels of flour! no | taminated becomes unfit for respiration und ex-

ceedingly deleterious to health.
If it is increased“te two per cent. it will produce

headache, giddiness and frequently nausea aud -

sometimes fainting. Anud it sufficiently accum-
ulates in well-filled churches that are but partially
ventilated, to cause asphyxia and even death.—
Muuf cases that have been considered strokes of
apoplexy in compact audiences, were merely
partial paralysis from the poison of curbouic gas
which, alter having been expired from a thousuud
throats, had been inhaled sgain and agein with
constandy diminishing quantities of pure air.

Fans will do for a while, by establishing cur-
rents and counter-currents iu the mephitic air.—
But after a while this resource fails. The motion
of the fan only brings a new wave of pois
the oppressed lungs without relieving
fullness of the veinsgorthe pr
the eyes. )

The fair hand ¢
fan, fatigued, fallg9y
Tne eves that an ho
diamonds, are now dj
would have kept thafeant
she been at a bull where ti
airy balconies admitted fres!
the constant wave of poison atimospiere v
langs of every living Eeiug is expiring, gives way
to stupor and sleep, deep, steriorious sleep..

Not even politeness and the firmest effort of
the will, can resist the effeet of the deadly vapors
with which the place of public worship is
frequently filled. The eloquence of Mirabeau
or Webster, the curses of the apocalypse, though
pronounced {rom a martyr nailed to a cross, could
not keep life in an sudience immersed in carbonic
acid gus. . - by Ry '

I often thought the ferrible warning of the
preacher had double siguificance,as I have seen
the livid features of the audience or heard the deep
breathing of the stupified victims, and have tho’t
how _little they appreciated the truth that“now
is the time, to-morrow will be too lute,”’ for,verily,
the poor sinners wers on the verge of eternity if
not ol the phré*they were warned to avoud.

A woman goes to.a chureh or a public assembly
beautiful ag gseraph; she comes away ghostly us
Juliet at the'tomb of Romeo, never thinking that

‘with the sacred “droppings of the sanctuary?® she

has been inhaling iuvisible poison by the cubic
foot for “twoe mortal hours.”” Will not some
philanthropist go into the churches one by one

and full on his knees fowards the altar, and im- ~

plore the deacons in the name of huaman life, to
lower the windows till there shall be hulf an inch.
of air for each one in the sudience? If he will;
Grod will reward his intelligent piety.

“And now thut we have touched on the dangers
of close rooms, we cannot forbear a word concern-
ing sleeping spartments. 1 a person should fol-
low you all day long in the street, constantly
thrust a sponge of carbonic acid under your nose,
and not permit you to take a breath of pure air
during nine hours,you would be astonished if your
health did not suffer in -nnntaqn;u.
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