
m 'ys
n Vrf «

B a r

I B

à
y

839, a*
m

<SSSS3s
3*5*

«JS^ää
«VIs*s

» 5 » !m's \^
Sc

Volume 9.

T H E  W E E K L Y  H E R A L D
PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY MORNING

?:jwnssKK- (FISK BROS.,Publishers

TERMS OF sumipîioi.

Helena, Montana, Thursday, November 11, 1875.

TERMS FOR THE DAILY HERALD.

Oft y S u b scr ib ers  (d elivered  by carrier) per m o n th . .$3 00 

BY M A I L

fine copy one month..............................................  $ 3 00
One <«py three months .........................................  0 00
O ne co p y  s ix  m o n th s .................................................................  12 00
O ne cop y  o n e  j’c a r .......................................................................... 24J 00

TERMS FOR THE WEEKLY HERALD.

( )nc year ........................................................................................ $6 00
S ix  m o n th s .......................................................................................... 4 00
T h ree  m o n th s ...................................................................................  2 50

TW« AITARN.

The following beautiful lines are from the pea of 
Mrs. Mary E. Kail:

I built an altar lair and bright.
And placed it on the sand 

Its pillars decked with costly gems,
Were fashioned by my hand.

Of all things great, on earth or sea,
1 said its workmanship should be 

The liuest in the land.
When from its censor of pure gold 

1 saw the incense r ise -  
poor foolish heart. I vainly asked,

Where is the sacrifice?
A voice came throbbing through my brain— 

Your altar is but clay!
A wave dashed higli upon the shore,

And washed it all away.
Ah! vain is sorrow now, I cried,

And useless is regret ;
The clouds that broke my altar down 

Are big with mercy yet.
1 turned to heaven and asked for help 

To build again once more,
And found the place to build would be 

A rock upon the shore.
Faith, llope and Love then helped me rear 

A structure firm and high.
Its base is built upon a rock—

Its summit in the sky.
The flowers that on my altar twine 

Shall bloom through all the years,
For when the sunshine dries tiieir leaves 

I water them with tears.
Win u trials come and storms assail.

And sorrow leaves its trace,
The r«>ck whereon my altar stands 

Is my sweet hiding place.
------------ —> m m «  i a i  -------------
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“ Wanted.—A housekeeper—no one bat an 
elderly person, competent, and of the highest 
respectability need apply. Call between the 
hours of 3 aud 4, Thursday, April ß, at No. 
— -, Michigan avenue.”

Kate Franklin read this in the paper which 
lay on the counter in the little grocery while 
waiting to have an ounce or two of tea done 
up aud a roll of baker’s bread.

She repeated the number of the house over 
to herself as she received the change from 
the grocer.

She prepared the tea after she returned to 
the little hare attic, and ate her scanty meal 
mechanically. She forgot how unsatisfied 
her appetite still was in her busy thought.

A stranger, in a strange place, successively 
she had tried to find a situation as a teacher, 
copyist, in a store, sewing. She had failed 
in the first three, and was starving on the 
last.

She would apply for the place, but she 
would need references. Only one person she 
knew in the whole great city of sufficient in
fluence—Mrs. Davenport, the rich, haughty, 
step sister, who had ill-treated her gentle 
mother while she lived, and hated Kate her
self.

Perhaps Kate thought she W’ould permit 
her to refer to her, because glad to have her 
descend to menial employment.

Kate was competent for the situation, for 
during her mother’s long illness and her 
father’s absence, she had entire charge of 
their large family and splendid house.

But an “elderly woman.” Now, Kate was 
uot an elderly woman, being only twenty ; 
but she remembered, with a sort of pleasure, 
that in private theatricals, in happier days, 
she had imitated the voice and assumed the 
character of an old woman with great suc
cess. She kuew how to stain the skin to give 
an old appearance, and she had in the bottom 
of a box some false gray hair and a muslin 
cap, worn ou one of those occasions. She 
did not need to look so very old—only to pre
sent a mature and matronly appearance.

Mr. Edward Dayton waited at home after 
his dinner to see the respondents to his ad
vertisement. He w’as a handsome man, not 
yet thirty, with a grave, frank, good-natured 
countenance.

He leaned back in a nonchalant way, his 
feet on another chair.

“There onght to be a Mrs. Dayton to man
age these housekeeping matters. Well, there's 
time enough.”

Two applicants were seen and dismissed in 
Mr. Dayton’s gentlemanly way.

A third was ushered in. Mr. Dayton in
stinctively laid aside his cigar, and placed a 
chair for his visitor.

The ladylikeness and propriety of her man
ner pleased him at once. “Fallen fortunes,” 
he commented to himself.

She answered his questions readily, but in 
few words.

A silent woman —a good thing,” was his 
inward remark.

“I think you will suit me. M rs.----- , what
may I understand your name ?”

“Franklin.”
“Mrs. Franklin, you will be required to go 

out of town about seven mile9 to my country 
bouse, Oak Grove—in the town of Embury, 
on the Grand Central Railroad. The salary 
I propose to pay is $600 per annum. Do my 
terms suit you?”

She answered, quietly, that they did.
“Then it is all settled. By the way, I sup

pose you have references, though that is a 
mere matter of form.”

The name of Davenport was given.

Davenport? Robert Davenport ? I know 
them. All right. If convenient, you will 
please go to-morrow, Mrs. Franklin, or the 
next day. I shall not come until the middle 
of next week, and probably bring a friend or 
two with me. Have the chambers in the 
center and wings prepared, if you please. 
The housekeeper there now will not leave 
until Saturday. She will show you around.

“Is M rs.-----is your wife there, or to go
soon? ^  ^

He laughed. “Mrs. Edward Dayton ? lxo, 
she is not there, and I do not know of her 
going at present.” Adding, more seriously, 
“I have not the pleasure, Mrs. Franklin, of 
having a wife,” with a slight stress upon 
“pleasure.”

A vivid color came into the brown cheeks 
of the housekeeper, and her manner showed 
evident embarrassment.

“I thought—I believe—I cannot—’ and 
stopped.

He did not notice it. His mind had al
ready turned to other things. He rose.

“It’s all settled, I believe. By the way,”— 
his eyes falling on the rusty black dress— 
“you may like an advance, as an evidence of 
the bargain. It is quite customary, I be
lieve, to do so.”

The housekeeper's hands closed on the 
fifty dollars that he gave her, and the words 
she would have said were left unuttered. She 
moved to the door. He opened it for her, 
courteously.

“Good morning, madam.”
“Good morning,” she replied.
“ I cannot starve. I must go. I can keep 

up my disguise,” she murmured.
Mr. Dayton, accompanied by a friend, ar

rived at his country house the middle of the 
ensuing week. Everything within and with
out the house was in perfect order. If the 
new housekeeper had made a few mistakes 
at first, they were soon rectified. Every room 
that she had touched showed a magical 
change.

Her predecessor had been one of the kind 
who believed in the sunlight never entering 
the room for fear of fading the carpets.

Mr. Dayton felt the change without know
ing the reason of it. He looked around him 
with a satisfied air.

It was not possible to find fault with the 
variety and quality of the food placed before 
them, nor the manner of its being served ; 
and the table appointments were perfect, and 
Mr. Dayton congratulated himself upon hav
ing such a jewel of a housewife.

The weeks passed, and a holiday came. 
Dayton had gone to town the day previous to 
remain the rest of the wTeek. The house
keeper had given permission to the servants 
to go also. She felt a welcome relief to have 
the day to herself. She locked the doors 
carefully after the last servant. She would 
have no dinner ; only lunch. She had almost 
forgotten her real character in that which she 
had assumed ; but to-day she could be her
self, without fear of intrusion or discovery.

She laid aside her cap and gray dresses— 
washed the stain from her skin—arranged 
her luxuriant hair in becoming curls, and 
donned a pretty, fresh muslin, which fitted 
well the slight, graceful figure. This done, 
she entered the parlor and stood before the 
mirror—as attractive a figure as one would 
often see.

“Truly, I have forgotten my own looks! I 
am Kate Franklin, after all,” she said.

Removed from her long restraint, her 
spirits rebounded. She felt gay, light-hearted, 
and like committing any foolishness.

“Miss Franklin,” she said, in the mincing, 
affected tones of an exquisite, “ it would be an 
inexpressible pleasure to hear the music of 
that long silent voice.”

“It would be a great pity to deprive you of 
it, then,” she answered, in her natural voice, 
“and myself, also,” she added ; and going to 
the piano she opened it, and then she sang 
song after song, in a sweet, clear, cultivated 
voice. She chose, at first, the brilliant and 
triumphant, then the sad aud plaintive suc
ceeded. There were tears in her eyes when 
she rose ; but to-day her moods were capri
cious.

“Mrs. Franklin, who is playing on the 
piano ?” she asked, in excellent imitation of 
Mr. Dayton’s voice.

“ It is only I, sir, dusting the keys. They 
need dusting so often,” she replied, in Mrs. 
Franklin's meager tones; and she dusted 
them vigorously with her pocket handker
chief.

“ Ah, me!” she said, “now what other 
foolish thing shall 1 do to prove to myself 
that I am not an elderly housekeeper, but a 
young girl, who by virtue of her age should 
be gay by right of birth, wealthy, and of con
sideration, visited and visiting, as Mr. Day
ton’s lady visits and is visited. He is noble, 
good, and handsome,” she said, with a sigh. 
“She will be happy. How gracefully she 
danced here at the party the other evening, 
when the old housekeeper was permitted to 
look on. She looks good and amiable, too. 
Mr. Dayton danced with her three times. I 
wonder if I have forgotten how to dance ?” 
and humming an air, she floated gracefully 
about the room.

She stopped breathless, her cheeks brilliant 
from the exercise, her splendid hair disar
ranged.

“ I believe I feel like stiff old Mrs. Frank
lin, with whom dancing doesn’t agree.”

“One more song by that heavenly voice, 
Miss Franklin, and I shall go away dreaming 
I have heard angels sing,” in the ludicrously 
affected voice she had before imitated.

“Ah,” she laughed, yet half sadly, “ the 
compliments poor old housekeeper Franklin 
receives I hope won’t quite spoil her, and 
turn her silly old head.”

She sat down again at the piano, and sang 
“Home, Sweet Home,” and then played one 
of Beethoven's grandest, most solemn pieces.

She rose and closed the piano.
The carnival was ended. Kate Franklin 

disappears from the scene, and Madam Frank
lin enters.

Neither Mr. Dayton nor the servants would 
have suspected from the placid and dignified

deportment of the housekeeper when they 
returned at evening, of what strange freaks 
she had been guilty. The housekeeper, as 
usual when Mr. Dayton was alone, sat at the 
table. It had commenced to rain violently, 
and the weather had grown suddenly cold.

Mr. Dayton, as he had done occasionally, 
invited her to the library, where a cheerful 
fire burned in the grate. He read the letters 
and papers which he had brought with him 
from town, w’hile she knitted.

An hour or more passed in silence; indeed, 
the housekeeper seldom spoke except when 
asked a question. At length Mr. Dayton 
looked up to her aud said, abruptly :

“Your’s must be a lonely life, madam. If 
it is not a painful subject, may I ask how 
long since you lost your husband?”

Two hands suspended their employment— 
two eyes looked up to him with an alarmed 
expression. In his serious, sympathetic coun
tenance there was nothing to frighten or em
barrass, but the red grew deeper, on her 
brown cheek.

“It is a painful subject,” she said at last, 
faltering. “If you will please excuse me.” 

One morning he was speaking of the great 
loss to children in being deprived of their 
parents.

“ I never knew a mother,” he said. “ She 
died before my earliest recollection. I be
lieve that, man as I am, if I had a mother, I 
should go to her with all my griefs, as a little 
child would. I have sometimes thought of 
asking you to act as mother, in the quiet 
evenings, when 1 have longed to confide in 
some one. My mother would have been about 
your age, I think.”

Again there was a vivid color in the cheek9 
of the housekeeper, such as is rarely seen in 
the aged, but it was accompanied by a quiver 
in tbe mouth, and ended in a cough ; but both 
mouth aud cheeks were quickly covered with 
a handkerchief, and quite a violent fit of 
coughing succeeded.

Mr. Dayton, however, did not seem to 
notice, though he had given her one curious 
glance, instantly withdrawn, and he con
tinued :

“For instance—respecting matrimony— 
whose advice is of so much value as a moth
er’s? Who so quick to see through charac
ter, and make a good selection ? Had you a 
son, whom about here would you select for a 
daughter-in-law, Mrs. Franklin ?”

“ I am not acquainted with any of the young 
ladies, Mr. Dayton,” she answered.

“True; but you have seen them all, and 
are, I should judge, a good discerner of char
acter, from observation. Whom would you 
select from those you have seen ?” he per
sisted.

She reddened and paled.
“ I have heard the Misses Grandison highly 

spoken of.' Their appearance would seem to 
prove the truth. I doubt not that you agree 
with me,” she replied, quietly.

It was now his turn to color, which he did, 
slightly.

“I do agree with you,” he answered, em
phatically.

It was late in September. Mr. Dayton and 
the housekeeper were both in the parlor. He 
had been unusually grave all day. It seemed 
to the housekeeper that his manner had 
changed toward her.

“ Lbave a few questions to ask, if you will 
permit me, Mrs. Franklin ?”

She felt instinctive alarm at his tone. 
“Certainly,” with an effort.
There was an ominous pause.
“ I have been told,” he said, “ that Miss 

Kate Franklin, a young lady, by disguising 
herself, palmed herself off upon me for sev
eral months as an elderly lady. Is there anjr 
truth in the story ?”—looking searchingly at 
her.

She started to her feet, then trembling, 
sank back into a chair.

“Yes; it is true,” she murmured, falter- 
ingly.

“ I confess I fail to see for what object. 
My heart you efiuld hardly expect to gain in 
that character.”

“Your heart,” she repeated, scornfully ; “ I 
had no such laudable ambition ; I had never 
seen or heard of you until I saw your adver
tisement. Would you like to know for what 
purpose I  took upon me the disguise so re
pugnant? You shall—to save myself from 
starvation. I had eaten but one meal a day 
for a week when I applied to you ; and was 
suffering with hunger then. My money was 
all gone, except a few pennies, with which to 
buy a roll of bread for the next day’s meal, 
and had no prospect for more, for I had been 
refused further sewing. But why should you 
find fault ?”—her pride rising. “What mat
ter if I were Miss or Mrs. Franklin, old or 
young, if I fulfilled the duties I undertook ? 
Have I not taken good care of your house ? 
Have I not made you comfortable ? If I 
have not, deduct from this quarter’s salary, 
which you paid me this morning, whatever 
you like.”

“ I have no fault to find, except for placing 
yourself and me in an awkward position, 
should this become known.”

Waves of color mounted to the poor house
keeper’s temples. “I thonght—I meant, that 
no one should know, least of all, you—be
side, I thought when I engaged to come, that 
you were married. Oh, what shall I do ?” 
and she burst into a passion of tears.

Mr. Dayton’s manner changed.
“ Kate ! Kate ! I did not mean to distress 

you. Nobody knows but me—nobody shall 
know'.” And he soothed her tenderly. “Kate, 
look up. I love you with my whole heart. I 
want you to be my little housekeeper—my 
wife—always. Kate, what do you say?”— 
taking her in his arms and laying his cheek 
against hers. “My own Kate, is it not ?”

She murmured something between her sobs 
that she must go away this minute.

“Nonsense, darling! Haven't you been 
here for months ? What difference can a day 
longer make? You are safe with me, Kate. 
Oh, because I know you are Miss Franklin, 
‘will you give the inexpressible pleasure of 
hearing from that long silent voice ?’ Oh, 
Katie, you bewitched me that day ! I am

afraid you will bewitch me always. But 
Katie, let’s take off these trappings”—unty
ing her cap and removing her gray hair ; and 
with this action down fell the wealth of 
brown tresses.

“Ob, Mr. Dayton, you were not—surely 
you were not home that day ?”—looking up 
covered with confusion.

“Yes, Mr. Dayton w’as— in the library,” 
with an accent on his name, which Kate un
derstood.

“Oh, Edward ! and you teased me with all 
these foolish questions when you knew?” 

“Yes, Kate; why not?”
“But you looked so innocent?”
He laughed.
“I shall soon, I hope, have somebody, if 

not a mother, to confide in ; and, Kate, it is 
alike my duty and pleasure to give you a hus
band, so in future you can answer without so 
much pain when he is inquired after.”

“You are too generous.”
“I can afford tc be generous,” he said, 

earnestly, “ when I have had the precious gift 
of your love. Kate, blest forever be the day 
that I first engaged my housekeeper.”

Ladie» as i»oMie»tic‘ Servants.

French aud American Women.

[From “The French at Home."]
The face of the American woman is more 

beautiful than that of the native of any other 
country. It has delicacy of color and feature, 
and fineness and intellectuality in expression; 
but the body supporting the head, regarded 
from an artistic and hygienic point of view, 
is inferior. For breathing and digesting, the 
upper part is lacking in depth. In a word, 
the American is more fragile ; she is hardly 
a Diana, and the French is something more, 
although not the Hebe of Rubens. The 
French woman’s face is as handsome as that 
of any other in Europe, and fades more slow
ly. At forty she glides into an embonpoint 
with an un wrinkled face and a good com
plexion—at the age when English women 
become heavy necked, frowsy, and the Amer
ican pale and wrinkled. The climate has 
something to do with this, but doubtless her 
nourishing food, generous wine, and out of 
door air much more. Her mode of liviBg 
contributes thereto—the exercise and devel
opment of each function in a more natural 
and sensuous manner than with us. There 
are ascetic ideas in America which have a 
tendency to retard the physical development 
of woman; for mind molds matter. The ex
trem es of A m erican life are unfavorable to 
healthy growth, in its fastness as well as its 
asceticism, where the flesh is corrupted by 
dissipation or mortified by certain religious 
teachings. Aside from these causes is a pre
valent notion that it is beneath the dignity of 
men and women to occupy themselves with 
what they shall eat and what they shall drink. 
The American has more intellect than her 
French sister, but tbe latter has softness 
where she has pertness. There is nervous 
excitability in one, mellowness and equality 
of character in the other. The forced, bril
liant vitality of women in America is subject 
to fits of reaction, for nature has its limit. 
In the French woman the mind is more even 
and cheerful, and in the absence of exhaust
ive and irregular demands made upon it, the 
uniform health is better. In qualities of a 
purely mental character, the equal of the 
American woman cannot perhaps be found 
in the world; but with all her knowledge and 
intellectual activity, she lacks that which 
made the Greeks what they have been and 
the French what they arc—organic cultiva
tion. Entwined in these words are taste and 
art. A riper civilizatian, though not a purer, 
shall invest her with a knowledge of these 
things, and a harmony of character not now 
possessed; and with it will come, alas ! that 
decadence in morals which always marches 
on the neels of the beautiful in every age and 
in every climate. It is sad that such heavy 
tribute should be exacted as the price of an 
added enjoyment, but art is inexorable.

Plea for I.ate Klippers.

A Paris correspondent, who has fallen, 
doubtless, into the European practice of eat
ing late suppers, says it is a mistake to sup
pose the medical faculty hostile to sleep fol
lowing supper. He discussed the question 
recently with an able physician, who said to 
him: “There is nothing more absurd than
to pretend that it is unhealthy to sleep imme
diately after the day’s last meal. Is not man 
an animal ? Do not animals, without excep
tion, sleep immediately after eating? Do we 
not feel like sleeping after each day’s last 
meal? And is it not by an effort that we 
shake off sleep? Evidently the body yearns 
for sleep. Exercise immediately after every 
meal is pernicious. Rest is healthful. What 
rest is compared with sleep which reposes the 
mind, the lungs, even the heart? See the 
peasants. No person enjoys better health 
than they do. Supper is the best meal of 
their day. No sooner have they supped than 
they go to bed. Look at the actors. There 
was Cubinni. He dined at three, went to his 
dressing room in tbe Italian Opera House and 
slept till the theatre opened its doors. At 
midnight he supped heartily, and straight to 
bed he went. He died of sheer old age. You 
know’ Mons. Thiers’ habit? The moment 
dinner ends he stretches himself out to sleep, 
and sleeps an hour. fcTlic truth is, if you look 
about you, there will be found that the great 
majority of men go to sleep immediately af
ter making their best meal. You certainly 
never saw anywhere in the world healthier 
or stronger women than those of the great 
markets. Wbat is their rule of life? Dinner 
and to bed. Take another, the very opposite 
class—astronomers. They keep late hours. 
Their best meal is taken when the stars say 
‘Good night.’ Then they go to sleep. Did 
you ever hear of an astronomer dying under 
100? The great majority of servants and 
mechanics go to sleep immediately after tak
ing their best meal. They are right. They 
obey Nature’s voice, which always gives ju
dicious counsel.

: While the American feminine reformer is
{ busily engaged in discussing the question as 
! to how the sisterhood is to dress, Mrs. Craws- 
| bay, an enthusiastic English lecturer, has 
beeu devising ways and means whereby tbe 
immense surplus population of unprotected 

i gentlewomen are to li\e. Men in England 
i are at a premium, just as they are in Massa- 
I chusetts, and a marriageable bachelor is as 
much sought after by managing mammas and 
young ladies who bave ent their wisdom 
teeth as the latest prima donna by the operatic 
caterer. Punch has a picture of a corpulent 
British matron imploring paterfamilias to ob
tain an introduction to a dusky prince, with 
the ardent hope that he may take a fancy to 
and marry an entire family of buxom daugh
ters who are seven. Fortunately4 or perhaps 
we should say unfortunately, the church aud 
the law have mutually a trifling prejudice 
against septigauiy, otherwise a haven of rest 
might bo found for tbe blushing surplus popu
lation, who, poor dears, with their accom
plishments and lady’s fingers are unable to do 
more than the lightest and most elegant of 
work. General poverty has become a na
tional disease, and unless some radical reform 
takes place in the present system of educat
ing girl9 men of slender incomes and refined 
tastes must ever bear within their breasts the 
melancholy consciousness that when they die 
these tender flowers must trust to a cold world 
and learn the bitter lessons which come from 
want and helpless indigence. It is a hard 
lesson to learn, but pride must have its fall, 
and the struggling, hard-working, but unsuc
cessful man who brings up his girls with a 
false idea of their position, who educates 
them in the arts of refinement instead of in the 
school of useful toil, commits a sin and does 
them an injustice for which he will undoubt
edly have to answer at the great bar of 
justice.

And yet how many a professional man does 
this very thing; how many an unsuccessful 
and hand-to-mouth clergyman, lawyer, doc
tor, editor, man of letters—men whose intel
lectual caliber is above their means, w hose 
professional or family pride will not permit 
them to look the stern reality in the face, 
who keep up the farce to the bitter end—have 
left behind them, as too many has found to 
their cost, a legacy of debt and a bitter awak
ening for their helpless families to the cold 
realities of life ! Had these girls been taught 
from their earliest years that work was hon
orable, been trained like the boys to some 
useful calling within the sphere of their pecu
liar talents, or suited to their sex and capa
bilities, not only might the poor man have 
found his labors lightened during his life
time, but closed his eyes with the pleasant 
confidence that these his children were able to 
look the world in the face. There are in 
England, as there undoubtedly are in the 
United States, hundreds of young ladies who, 
by reason of défit h or misfortune, are com
pelled to do the best they can. As a rule, 
there are but few avenues of employment 
open to them—teaching, writing, sewing and 
tbe like—and th°se, besides demanding spe
cial training, are overdone. Of skilled labor 
they know but little or nothing, and a shop
girl, like a clerk, is hired for her peculiar fit
ness for the position. Mrs. Crawsbay, in her 
paper read before the British Association, 
recommended domestic service for ladies. 
The idea is a fanciful oue, but not unworthy 
of consideration. The position of a domestic 
servant in England is, however, far below’ 
that of her sister in the United States. To 
the young lady, bred as the educated English 
girl is bred, ihe association of the servants’ 
hall, the lisping vulgarity of the lady’s maid, 
the insufferable pomposity of and familiarity 
of the footman w’ould be alike unbearable. 
Her mistress could scarcely treat her as an 
equal, as English society is constituted, and 
the short and the long of it would be that she 
would simply require to put her pride and 
her feelings in her pocket, or give it up. 
With ns the case is a little different. Many 
American families, recognizing a broader aud 
more humanizing ground of equality, aud 
feeling an innate sympathy with refinement 
in the kitchen as in the parlor, are ever 
watchful to consider the feelings of their 
helps, when these helps are w’orthy to be so 
esteemed. The position of a domestic ser
vant in the United States, all complaints and 
murmurs to she contrary notwithstanding, is 
an independent and respectable one, and we 
believe that if a sensible, warm-hearted w’o- 
man like Mrs. Crawsbay were made aware 
of the advantage to be gained both to the 
feelings and the pockets of her proteges by 
emigration she might materially assist the 
American housewife in escaping from the 
insolence, the dirt, the dishonesty of many of 
the foreign importations she now has to con
tend with, besides affording her protege a 
chance to make a respectable livelihood and 
to escape the many drawbacks w hich domes
tic service in England must entail upon an 
educated and sensible nature. We believe 
that if Mrs. Craw’sbay were to organize a 
party or parties of English ladies and send 
them here they would not only find employ
ment a9 domestic servants, but a home and 
friends, and perhaps (for the ways of Provi
dence are inscrutable), as many colonists 
found in the reign of Chafes II., those most 
desirable of all earthly goods and chattels— 
husbands.

T h e  Catholic Review, of October 9, says 
that “according to the Deutelte Rkhszeitung, 
a German Jesuit, Father Martin Egger, has 
at last succeeded in excogitating a machine 
in which electro-magnetism w’ill be employed 
as the moving power, just as steam would be 
employed. He laid his project before the, 
Imperial Society of Arts and Sciences, at 
Vienna, which, upon examination, pronoun
ced it practical, and decided to furnish the 
inventor with the means of fully completing 
his machine. The inventor has obtained an 
Imperial patent, and is now engaged in com
pleting hi9 invention, which, w’hen finished, 
will be sent to the Universal Exhibition in 
Philadelphia. ”


