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TEMPEBANCE COLUMK.

Contributed by the I. O. G. 'i-.

All lodges, and others mterested in
temperance work, are earnestly solicited
to contribute for this column. Corre-
spondence to be sent to Secretary, Cam-
bridge Union Lodge; McDonalds Corner.

“Let all who love our Order and desire
its progress—who love our Order and de-
sire its maintenance—who would extend
a knowledge of our beautiful organization,
and perpeluate its principles, which aim
to promote fraternity, to unite men and
women in acts of benevolence and incite
them to a-gencrous emulatmn for the
good of all mankind, that our Charity
may be co-extensive with the universe,
winning by gentle influence and  example
‘the erring and unfortunate victims of the
tyrant alcohol to a place in'our inner
sanctuary, where sweet Peace sits en-
throned, and Purity has an abiding place,
and Love is-the guiding star, unite in a.
determination to sustain and support this
Temperance Column,

w. E. _B.)

RALPH CLARKSON'S GUARDIAN ‘ANGEL. '~

By P. B. Bostwick.

(Concluded)- :

“A wine dnnker, a heartless profligate
““Nay, father, heartless he is- not:— - Ib-
is unjust, cruel; ‘he does 1ot dese;'ve it; if 4
he werE all this, T have one firm’ ‘defétice”
to make for what I intend to do!” she
broke off, and her cheek became: érimson

* beneath the tears thet‘ﬂowed dveriit.: < T3

““And what is that reason 1”

“I love him!”

He glanced at her sorrowfully, whlle a
look of sadness for' a moment shaded his
face, then replied:

¢“And are doubtless persuaded that he

_ seeks you from love in return, and not

for the thousands left you by your
mother.” P
There was a touch of sareasm in his
voice; and it fell harshly on the struggling
heart of his daughter..
“T know that he: loves me for mysel!
alone. I am as certain of it as that my

__pulse beats. I want po better preof than

beats in my own bOSOm—!lNﬂ’: a.newem

There was somethmg beautifulm the
confidence which filled that young heett
—beautiful but drunge‘rous S,

For a moment the: ‘eyes. of her’ Mher

- lighted up with admiration, but he 53y

. the precipice on which she'was atnndmg ,

and proved how deeply his interests were

enhstdfm her wellare; by the trouble'

wluch b, firag her away.

; m..:f consent to tlis sacr sacnﬁee—wﬂl

“Ljot consent!” .

¢“I.grieve that this is your determma
tion, father,” said Grace, with meek dig:
nity, ‘“‘but my word, my soul is pledged.
I cannot war forever against his pleadings
and my own heart. He has faults, I ac-

knowledge he has, no one admits that

more frankly than himself, but he will
amend them. You do not know how
warm and true his nature is.”

Her father shook his head.

*‘Let it be se, then,” she added, smll-
ing through her tears, *‘I..can love him
spite of his faunlts.”

“Very well, Grace, I see that you are
determined to have your own. way, and
there is no legal power to prevent it. Oh!
my daughter,” -he added, with _emotion,

“‘would to heaven you had piaced your’

affections upon a more worchy object.”

Two months after the dream was ac-
complished. Grace Arlington knelt by
the side of that dangerous man. The
good pastor who had held her at the bap-
tismal font, pronounced the words of
union, but his voice broke and he looked
compassionately on the young creature
kneeling at his feet, as if the task he was
performing was painful to his good heart.
The ivy that crept over the little porch,
and the tall windows were filled with a
dirge-like wind, and the tablet sunk in
the wall to her mother, seemed like a
scroll written over with reproaches.

Ten years have passed—ten long event-
ful years. It is midnight, and the Ilast
solemn chime lingers on the air with a
mournful cadence, for it is the death of
the old, and the birth of the new year.
The bells from many a church steeple
pealed forth their merry chimes upon that
eventful evening,- but as their silvery
tones rurg out upon the midnight air;a
solemn strain could be heard mingled in
their joyful strains, for it also tolled the
death-knell of the departed year.

A weary watcher is plying her busy
needle. Her eyes were dim and sunken,
her cheeks thin and pale, her lips pinch-
ed and purple, and her slender fingers so
shriveled with the icy chill that was fast
palsying her, that the plain gold ring on
her. wedding finger, and the thimble
that she held, were every now and then
dropping into her lap.

Her delicate form was shivering, even
under the heavy shawl that she had
thrown about her shoulders, and she
looked often with a wistful glance gt the
scanty basket of fuel that stogde-beside
the little stove.

Another hour passed end the - clock
struck one.

“He must soon  be here, now."
she whispered, in & half frightencd tone.
&T will lay aside my work, and make our
little room as cheerful as I can.” _ |

- She drew the coals in the stove togeth®

" . been Half frozen &1l day.

T - S
er, threw on them a handful of the care-

‘| fully saved: fuel, and fanned the faint

ﬂafne until lt roared and spukled merri-

She t.hen lnoked abont the room, to
see if aught could be mended, but the
few articles it contained were all in their
accustomed place, and everything asneat.
as;the hands of love could make it.

An arm-chair was drawn ffom-the cor-
ner, close to the fire,, the dressing gown:

pair of slippers were piaced beside it. The
lamp. was trimmed afresh, the table dust

ed, and a carefully covered dish set up&p
it, and beside it was placed a knife almost
as bright as though-the blade had been
silver instead of steel.

! “I have done best I ean,” said the pale
watcher, as again’she sank into hér chair.
*‘Oh! that I were sure of only one kird'
word,” she .continued..  ‘‘Hark!’" She
started-up and listened. . */It is he, "and
how he bangs the gﬂte
fearful time with him.”

geutly opened it. J
A nan staggeved 1m, and ﬁnelly yeach-
ed the room his_gentle wife had made so

‘| bright and cheerful.

But what -was her reward? A vouey
of oaths.so-foal that it seemed as if. an
army of fiends had spoken with one voice.,

He cursed the’ mggardly fire, though
to make that, she and her children had’
He sware at
the patched dressing gown, though out
of her thin wardrobe she had planned it:
~He raved at-the bread and.meat, - thqueh:

both.

And, when, angel-like, and womnan-
 like, too, 8Hé gave him a smile fer -every
frown, an endeanng werd f&- every oath,
and could have wound her arms about
him to win him back to reason and him-
self, he raised his heavy hand and dealt
hera pnwerfu[ blow; aye, he struck her
till every. nerve quivered mth angulsh,
and she his wife, and the mot.her of hi§
beauteous children! :

It was many hours ere she awoke from
the stapor’into, which the cruel blow of
ber husband had thrown her. . '

Wheu she did the brightsun was shin-

\ate hbme, as if his geninl rays would fain
shed warmth and comfort there.

_ She arose weakened, exhn.usted ‘and
staggering toward the httle sbovo, endeav-

td heartmtlns”"r‘: : * 4 ored 6 kindle a figs. I

“Soon after, loud kno&mg washeard at
the street door. She hastened to open it,

| tind whs wiet' by two policemsén.

#‘Does Ralph Clarkson live here?”
“Yes. sir,” she replied, while an inex-
pressible pain entered 3‘& ‘heart at the
thought of what could be the nature of
their business with hfm £
! (o;smlurv €12 - \',h-l

ed, leading the: \vny lo théir little room.
A look of pain, end sorroq passed over

the epeaker'e iue, ashe’ ghnced, around

then upon the husband still lying upon
the fluor, oblivious of everything passing
around him. No fire, no food, but cold
snd cheerless.

“Madam,” continued the speaker, ina
kind voice, “‘we have come to arrest your
husband.”

*‘My husband! And are you going to
take him to pnson?”

“Yes, that is our painful duty

“*Oh, heavens! not that, not that. Pray,
what has he dome?”’

“Yesterday he severely stabbed a man’
in a drunken brawl, and as he is in a criti-
cal condition, we miust hold your hushand
in custody. until .he'is' pronounced out of
danger by his physician, and perhaps
longer, if he cannot pay the costs.”

“My husband in prison! My Ralph a
mutderer! Father in heaven, this is too
much—too much!” she exclaimed, in ag-
onized tones, and fell tainting upon the
floor.

“Tom,” said he to his companion, “‘you
take Clarkson to the station house, and I
will take care of this poor woman,” and
he lifted her tenderly up, placing her up-
on their little bed, and then hastened for
a physician and some food and fuel.

“Poor woman! ' poor woman?’ he maut-
tered to 'himself, as he hurried along
through the keen, frost air; ‘how you
must suffer this cold weather, and that
vagabond of & husband.- She has seen
better days, I know.. Poor woman! God
have mercy upon:you.”

On the outskirts of the city of A——,
stands a huge biiilding, dark and fearful-
ly gloomy, uprearing itself and frowning
over the cheerful dwellings, and beautiful
specimens of ‘ architecture that surround
it, like a blasted ‘fortress, cumbering a
beautiful country ‘with xl:s huge propor-
tious.

The very sxght of this prison house is
enough to make the soul shudder.

Many a wrelched heart has withered
within its walls, or broken in the intense
agony of its suffering. Many a head has
turned gray while watching those damp,
naked walls year after year, till hope, and
even the wish for liberty grew faint with
suffering.

Within these walls, a prisoner, with no
hopes of release, lay Ralph Clarkson.
They had given him a cell to himself, and
there, in solitude, he lay tossing to and
fro on his straw pallet; ever and anon he
sat up and looked at the bolted door with
blpod-shot eyes, and lips that trembled as
he zazed :

She came at hst und the sound of her
footfall on his dungeon floor stole to that
feverish heart liké dew upon a bruised

1 ‘shall have s |

She hastened.to. the front door, and

-the gathering tears.

“Hée own lean fingers had served :them |

.ing cheerily ioto that unhappy and’ deso-’

Wil | Yes' sir: come 'h',; way," she-answar- |

Lt,be ecalmly furnished upartment and |

flower. E

The devoted wife sut down beside his
couch, and tried to force Iback the tears
that lay so heavily on her heart, but, as
she laid her hand upon his koréhea_td{ and
gazed iuto his face, so chahged with the
midnight ‘revel, and his|’ own bitter
thoughts, sobs burst from her busom, and

.| bending down, .she kissed him again and

again, as if ‘she feared he| might deem

-them a reproach.
that hung upon it spread out anew, a |

He turned away, and mulftered hoarse-

1y to himself.

*‘/Can nothing be done -—must we re-

.muin here forever?’ said tqe w1fe, con-

quering her tears. .

He sat up and made an e@ort to appear
calm.

“Leave me, Grace,” he sa d' “len.ve me
to the fate I have so well mejited.” 2

‘“Leave you, my husband! no, .never!
Where you go, there I will bg; and where
you die, there willT be bu:% PRy

Her face was like that of 2 angel as
she thus edupted the most behutifu] poet-
ry of love.

“Grace, Grace, I am not worthy of
such-love,” turning aside hui head to lude
“Gad - biess you my’
noble wxfe," he added, hle volee chokéd
thh emntlou

A knock at the door warned them that

.their interview must end.

For a moment Grace was folded to her
husband’s  bosom, and she was gorie. The

.starlight of his life was darkened, and he

was. alone in his gloomy prison, a prisoner

“without ‘hope—without & ray of llght to

brighten his future life.
The day of the trial at length arrwed -

.| and & more beautiful one never, dawned.
-The sun barst forth in all his majesty and

splendor ahové the mountain tops ‘that
reared their lofty heeds heavenward, cap-
ped with the- eternal snows of winter,
which sparkled and ghsteued in the rays
of the morning sun with a brilliancy that
vxed with the most precious jewels, .,

Long before the hour for the opening
of the court- -room doors arrived, a large
crowd had erxlfecl;ed in the yard, ‘and when
the doors were thrown open, the court-
room was xmmedmtely filled to its utmost.
capacity with eager end expectx:nb

When the prisoner ‘was brought : mte
the court-room, his handsome face" pnle
from agttatwn and recent conﬁnement,

‘'and with an’expréssion of intense anxiety

in his eye, all before not deeply intefest--
ed for the friends of the unfortn’hatemip
were moved to pity, and strongly _prepos-
semed in hls fa.vor ;
After the usual preliminaries 'hd hen
goue through with, the vntneega! forand

‘against the prisoner examined, the eonn-

sel for the people; Mr. ﬂ-—- ‘ii}!eﬁ
made a few remerke. - He v was. eﬁ}l.\m
men, of & grave and stern expr
oountemmce, lnsluu-m alightly

re. Tn faft, it |
was the. onl;l;:tmg about “him that Jook-ﬁ

ed like life; and when he begugx to ‘speak, |
it was in a slow. dmtmcb, unimi:ssgf ed
manner, and without the least ethmphot
eloguence. Hesaid: €. TR
“It is useless to dwell upon thm oaee

The evidence given by the mtnessee here

present, is too conclusive to admit of: ‘any |+

argument on my part. If the prisoner

at the bar is not guilty of murder,- then |

there is no truth in facts; and if the
twelve jurymen do not bring in a verdict
of guilt, then justice has been overthrovm
and deprived of her sceptre.”

The council for Ralph, Mr. M—-
had remained a quiet lxstener throughout

ont the entire trial, untii now. .

At the conclusion of Mr. H——'s re-
marks, he arose and made a speech inde-.
fence of the prisoner, that was a master
piece of oratory and eloquence.’ '

For two long hours he held that vast

‘audience spell-bound by his eloquerce,

and often even moved to .tears at some
tender allusion to the prisoner; .The
drop of a pin could have been heard, so
still was the death-like silenco that pre-
vailed.

In his concluding remarks, he said:

“Gentlemen of the jury, can you look
upon the frank, manly face of the prison-
er at the bar, and say within yourselves,
that“murder ever entered his heart? I
think not, unless your hearts are made of
stone, and I believe they are not, for
your faces, beaming with intelligence and
sympathy, verify the assertion, Look at
his devoted, heart-broken wife, mark her
deep sorrow; can you condemn him who
is dearer to her than all othérs upon
earth, and make her home ever after
desolate? Her hope in the jury to-day is
strong. She believes they will not doom
her husband to an ignominious death, and
a dishonored grave. She even hopes
they will not consign him to long, , weary
years of imprisonment. May He dispose
the hearts of these twelve men, on whom
the fate of this man now hangs, so that
they shall show that, like Himself, they
are lovers of mercy.”

At this juncture, the  physician attend-
ing the wounded man, rose and testified
that he was out of danger, and would
soon be fully recovered from the injuries
he had received.

The jury retived, and after three long,
weary hours—heurs that seemed’an-age to
the grief-stricken wife, returned a verdict
of “guilty of assault, with intent to. kill.”

After a careful review of the case, the
judge, in consideration of the prisoner’s
wifé, and the interest manifested by his
numerous friends, made the sentence as
light as he conld considerately do, and
sentenced him to eight years' imprison-
ment. :

\

“Joy, joy, my husband! You aré free
‘again; free, free! look here!”

Girace’had a pardon from the Governor
in her hand; but she trembled so, that
when she held it toward Ler astonished
husband, xt fell fluttering to the stwne
flags. ¢

He did not pick it up then,for a dearer
burden lay against _his heart-—his wife—

bosom as she had mever wept before in
her whole existence.

Again | the bells ‘merrily chxme the
birth ofa new year. The death-month
and the birth-month have,come together
-uonce more. The bells ,mve rung, the
snow has woven, as no monarch’s robes is
woven, the white Christmas rebe, and at
the baptismal‘ fount,” we welcome and
christen the new year. Dear reader, let
| us take a peep into the hame of Ralph
Clarkson: ' A cheerful fire: glows in the
“grate, thedding its' soft, ‘mellow light
over all. The room is furnished : with
everything a refined taste can suggest.
Ln one corner stands a handsome piano,.
- at“which is seated a beautiful lady singing
| in sweet-musical tones, a glovious anthem
to the dying year,.and as the last, note
dies away into silence, :he little French

: clock chimes. the hour “of .twelve. She

turns and places-her’hand in that of her
husband, who is bending tenderly over
_her with a'look " of ‘deep, unselfish love
beaming from every feature. The wife
looks confidently, yet shyly, into.the face
bent over her, while tears—tears of joy
and happiness glisten in her eyes.

‘‘Ralph, I am so happy,” she murmur-
ed, in soft;lowaccents... :

“‘Heaven ‘bless you, my dear wife; I
am glad for your sake; but can you for-

get; Grace—can you forget the sceres of

ong yéarago to-night—my cruelty?’
" “Do not speak of it, Ralph,” and a
sofc white hand is placed chidingly over
his lips. “I can-forgive and forget all,
dear Ralph. With the old yedr let us
bury the painful recollection of the past.”
* “‘Glod bless you, 'my ‘angel wife,” he
e\clmme. ‘while the silent tear rolls down
his cheek.

*Reader, we will':drop the veil overa
‘scene so'sacred. Let 'us leave them in
their new found ] happiness,  for if happi-
mess is not' theirs; then 'there’is no such
‘émotion 'to be felt*on this earth.

. . Ralph Clarkson ,is now an honored and
respected:-citizen of ‘the city of A—,
‘a1d & member of 'good staudmg in the

«devoted wife he ower all.
Wte ehe not his “G\lar:h!m Angelf"

: & 7 (The End.)
1 Wb.y ne Married. .,

»(vhﬂwnmﬂn oiEughnd vhm rabbit
‘o _" r i nehln vogue, swift, well-
‘rained dogs often  win large sums in
pﬁ.e.ux!t is ‘theréfore littl> to be_won-

his own true wife, who wept upon his.

Temple of Honor; and to. Iue futhful and |

The Queens County Gazette will
be issued from the oﬁice of
Jas. A. Stewart,

Main Steeet, Gagstown, N, B.

EVERY .. o

WEDNESDAY  MORNING,

In time for Desptaeh by the
earliest mails of the day.

The Subscmptlon pmee wﬂl be

$100 PER YEAR IN ADVANGE

THE GAZETTE

dw at that the owners of those animals
should bestow so much attention upon

HAn old Yot'kblilre ‘collier, well known
 for his snccess in’ counrsing. field re-
cently surprised all his mates- ‘by ‘marry-
'] ing s very unprepossessing -woman. He
had always ‘Been  reckoned a. confirmed
h&be: of the other sex.
**Why has'ta gone and' got sphced lad,
‘at thy age?’ one of his friends asked him.
**Oh, that’s.not much. of a tale,” an-
swered ‘the old man, stolidly. ' I agree
wi'ye "at Beﬂey yonder is no  beauty—if she

'had been I shouldn’t have wed her. But
.{-there deg o’ mine, he was simply pinin’
for somebody to look after him while I
.was away ab t’ pit. I couldn’t bear to
leave him in the house by hissen, so I hit
.4-on the idea of marryin’ Betsy. .She’s not
handsome, but: she’s mlghty good com-
pany for the dog.

——
CTIVE SOLICITORS WANTED EVERYWEEBE
for ‘““The Story of the Philippines’ by
Murat Halstead, conmneswne‘f by the
Government as Official Historian to the
War Department. The book was written
in army camps at San Francisco, on the
Pacific. with General Merritt, in the Hos-
pitals at Horolulu, in Hong Kong, in the
American trenches at Maoila, in the in-
surgent camps with Aguinalde, on the
deck of thie ()'lympm with Dewey, and in,
the roar of battle'at the fall of Manila.'
Bonanza for agents.  Brimful of origiral
pictures taken by government photograph-
ers on the spob Large Book. Low

prices. Bmms Freight paid.
Credjt glven rop all trashy unofficial
war books. Outfit free. Address, F. T.

Barber, Sec’y., Star Insurance Bldg.,
Chicago. ;

James Stirling,
Manufacturer of Harness, St. John,

Horse Blankets,
Carriage Rugs,
Sleigh Bells,

WHIPS, BOOTS, HARNESS OILS,
. BRUSHES AND

Evepything in the Harness Line.

Now is the time to Order.

JAMES STIRLING,

12 Charlotte St., - St. John, N. B

Wm. Hillman,

GOLD AND SILVER PLATER

s BB 7 e BT

. All kinds of Old Silver Wafre replated

and repaired and made to look as good as

new at reasonable prices. | Orders by

mail promptly attended to. JAll kinds of

Carriage Irons plated witth Gold or
Silver.

|
NO. 11 GERMAIN STIREET,

ST. JOWN, - 'N.B.

is equipped with good press, new type ‘nd a
complete stocx of material. We keep on hand a

large and well assorted stock . all kinds of

Stationery. We are in a position to do all kmds
Job Printing, such.as

Letter Heads, -
Note Heads, s
Bill Heads, S
Statements,
. Envelopes, :
Business Cards,
Visiting Cards,
. ' Pamphlets,
Dodgers,
Posters, | e
Circluars,
Labels,
Tickets,
e
Books,
- | Ect., Etc.

Address all communieatiex’is to

Jas. A. Stewart,
Publisher;,

I3

Gagetown,

MALL ORDERS PROMPILY ATTENDED T0.




