THE NEWS-BAG.

TIIE CHEMISTRY OF COMMON
DOMESTIC LIFE.

By a Strong-Minded Woman—rwith a
Strony Chemical Turn.

The subjects to be treated in this inter

esting series—and into which will bethrown

the experience of a long married fife—will

o

No. 1.—~The Ar we breathe, and why our
dear children (bless them?) always re-
quire a change of it at a certain period
of the year.

No. 2.—The CoLp Meat we eat,and why
it generally produces ill-humour when
there is no pudding afler it.

No. 8.—The Joixts we cook at hoe,and
the Joints that are cooked for us in a
lodgring-house, and how the Intter invari-
ably lose so much wora in the cooking.

No. 4.—Tho Paxcaxes we fry and the
wonderful Puppixgs we contrive, when-
ever there is a doubt whether there will
be suflicient for dinner.

No. 5.—The Por-Lrck that our husbands
will persist in bringing their friends home
{o partake of, and the various Stews and
Broies that always come out of it.

No. 6.—The Luxcuzoxs we enjoy when
alone, and the Dixxers we cannot touch
when there is company.

No. 7.—The Suerry we drink oursclves,
and the Manrsars we give our friends at
an evening party.

No. 8.~—~The StrEeTs we give our children,
and the Brrters we receive from our
husbands for so doing, on the absurd
plea that it makes the poor little dearsill,

No. 9—The SorL we cultivaie in our con-
servatories and out in our balconies, and
the Frowzns (hyacinths particularly) we
Tear on our manielpieces.

No. 10.—The Beveraces we infuse after
an oyster supper, and the Srors we im-
bibe when we have a cold.

No. 11.—The Ovouns (including musk
and patchouli) we love best, and the
Suerrs we dislike most, especialiy that
filthy tobacco-smoke.

No. 12—The Pets we cherish, and the
real causes of the illnesses that are gene-
rally atiributed to our over-feeding them.

No. 13.—The Quarners we ferment and
the Sronus we brew, whenever poor
mother comes to maks a short stay in
the house.

No. 14—The TavrLe-Bxer we give our
servants, and an analysis of the strange
rapidity with which it is drunk, though
the ungrateful creatures are always com
plaining of it.

No. 15~The Tra axp Stcan we sllow
the Couk and Houseminid, and the ex-
traonlinary preference they have for that
which is usad iu the parlonr.

Na. 16—\What we Bugatus, nnd whom

we Brgatuk ror, and the great heunfit

there is in Stavy, by their cnnabling us

to breathe o much better, and how a

-

heated room generally improves the
Respiration aud Vearinanios,

No. 17.~"The Bopy we lne and nourish
and take care of, with an exposure of the
absurd falaey that thin shoes, low dresses,
and seanty claliing, ara in the least in-
jurious to health,

BEHIND THE SHUTTERS.

“My dear, these peas bave no flavour.”

“Not a bit, my Jove”

“ You might as well eat bran, my dear.”

“Just as well 3 but—no matter—1'M
giveit 'em.  It's very provoking, my love,
but—set your mind at rest—1I'll give it 'em
as they never had it

Green peas are asweet thing: like green
vouth; it is a pity they should ever be
spoiled.  Our csteemed friend, Mr. Dew-
lip—(uo man s a Christinn was prounder
of tha beanty of his pew in the church of
St. Oil-cum-Honey)—our esteemed friend,
we say, was particularly fond of green peas,
and in tho course of a tolerable long and
to himself extremely useful life, he had so
educated his palate—and what it had cost
for its education, not he himself could
tell!—that with the first green pes he
could pretty well tell the hour when it was
plucked ; whether at sunrise or sun-down;
the precise time, too, when the pea was
shelled, whether a certsin number of hours
before dinner; or whather a few timely
minutes Leforo they dropt into the pot.
Now, on the Sunday-—it was a beautiful
Sunday, late in June—on which Mr. Dew-
lap condemmed the pess as being of no
better flavour than bran, ho had been
much comforted by a sermon under the
roof of Oilcum-Honev, preached by the
Rov. Joshua Stickleback, in denunaiation
of Sunday bakings. A shoulder of mut-
ton, dripping under the kiduevs, was a
fearful tspe of what the consumers therenf
in this world might—upon his authority—
take it upon themselves to expect upen the
Oeads. Mr. Dewlap dropt a five-shilling-
picce in the plate that day; and M
Dewlap observed to more than one friend,
in the church porch, that they had been
edified by a most sweet discourse.  When
the government wanted a Dbishop—she
spoke in a whisper—she only hoped that
the government would take its staff, and
make a pilgrimage to the shrine of Oil-
cum-oney.

The next day, M. Dewlap's breugham
stopped, with almost ominous emphasis, at
the door of Pottles, flourishing fruiterer
and grreen-grocers for the Dewlsps dweh
in the beautiful suburban village of Tentit-
field. Nevertheloss, the shop of Pattles,
might have fairly held up its head, evenin

Covent-ganrden; it was so sy with fruits
and so fnwb, s0 coul, with the fnshast and

woolest of vegetables,

Mrs. Dewlap, laning uothing v do,
would always everwork hereelll by eausing
herself to Le driven to her owa tswnsfulk,

She only dealt with people of unimpeachia

ble character—in so far as that could o Gor
their station—but how was ahe to know,
who was who, unless she peronally bent

inquiry 2 Hence, Mrs. Dewlap drew up at
the door of Puttles,

“Mr. Pottles, these peas you sent in
vesterday'—

“Yeq, my lady

“They were like Lullets.
contradiet it,—bullets,”

“Quito fiesh, my lady.  Pickad on
Saturday worning, and shelld the very
last thing over night.”

“ Shelled over night!™ exchimed Mrs.
Dewlap, astounded” by the intelligence.
“ And do you think, Mr. Pattles that you
ean dare to hepe to continue to serve mo
with peas shelled over night "

“ Shouldn't do ity of course, my Indy,”
said Pottles, who began to feel all his gt
voming upon b, fallmg feom the menge-
ing biow of Mrs. Dewlap—= shouldn't Jdo
it, of course, except on a datuniay nigh..”

“And wherefor2 en a Saturday night¢”
asked the lady. i

“Why, my lady, because you know we
dow’t keep open any time of a Sunday?

“ 1 should suppose not; or do you sup-
p0so I would Jay out a penny with an
wfidel?  But if you do close on Sunday,
and have to supply me with peas, can’t
you, at the Iast minute, shell them behind
the shutterst”

Pottles was weak—DPaltles was money-
making—Pottles was afrud of losing his
custont.  He had aleeady been threatened
with a rival.  What was to be done?

We cannat answer—that is, not for the
very truth.  But st is smid that never again
did Mr. or Mrs. Dewlap complain of insipid
Sunday peas.  They asked no questions.
Pottles’ Sablath shutters, were, as ever,

You'll not

shelled behind the shutters?

Next Parliament, Mr. Dewlap intends to
ba returned for the bomugh of Cosevsonl;
if only, as he has been heand to declare, to
lift his voice against the unhallowed bill of
Josephi Hume—of the infidel who would
open the British Museum and the National
Gallery after the heum of church.

Perhaps, huwever, Mr. Dewlap may be
brought to a compromise: he may vote for
the measure, with the amendment, that
what is to bo scon, may be exhibited—
behing the shutters.

RUDE AND CRUDE ORBSERVATIONS.

BY A PLATITUDINARIAN,

None of us like the crying of another
s persen’s bahy,
=] wou't™ ia a weman's nltimatum,

wets into a cab, what be will Lave to pay
on getting out of it.

Red tape is the bazal oliad with whecha
lawyer ruddles his shecp.
1f wo all had windows to our breasts to-

9 H

s the whols powers of her mtellet to the .

clossly but whoe can tell what things were !

No man kuons wlhien hie goes to Jasw, or
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