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God, my God, give me the strength to bar out from 
my home this terrible evil ; give me the power to 
shield and to save my child from this gigantic 
misery—a misery so deep that no plummet can 
sound its depths—its fearful depths."

Alice Carington’s face grew deadly pale as her 
father spake, and she cried out in tones of agony,

“O father, spare mo all this ; I have not the 
strength to send from me the only man I love save 
my father. It is a dreary thing, dear father, for a 
woman to tear out from her heart the love of her 
girlhood and her womanhood, and to walk for­
evermore alone. How can my lips ever say to 
the man I love, ‘Go, i cannot marry you.’"

My child, you must.
I love him, father.
Tear,your love out of your heart, before it rends 

your heart, he said, bitterly.
(), father, she moaned.
Better that, my child, than hug an affection 

which can bring you only sorrow,—a grief whose 
talon claws will rend apart your very body and 
soul. Alice, you know not what it is to be a 
drunkard’s wife.‘

I will reform him after we are married, she said, 
eagerly.

Reform him first, and marry him afterwards, 
my daughter ; but à woman sadly overrates her 
strength when she marries a drunkard to reform 
him.

George Granville loves me, father ; and you 
know where there is love on the husband’s part, 
there is influence on that of the wife.

The rector shook his head sadly, and replied,
My child, where the vices of men are confirmed, 

women can possess very little influence over them. 
I know that your sensitive heart shrinks back af­
frighted al the idea of being a drunkard’s wife; 
with your ignorance of men, you think that love 
can accomplish miracles with them, and that the 
drunken lover will prove a sober husband. Ah !

who hail been so carefully reared, grew from bad 
to worse ; and when he reached reached man’s es­
tate, he was a confirmed drunkard.

There lived on the next place to Medway Ma­
nor a lowly girl, named Alice Richmond, whom 
Clarence Medway loved. She was young, younger 
by a year than you, my daughter, for she was only 
seventeen. She was a sweet, dove-like girl, gentle 
and loving, the idol of her parents and friends. During those long and weary dasa of his im 
and rich in every blessing that made life desirable, prisonment and trial, deprived of the accursed 
There never had been a sorrow on Her heart ; liquor that had made him a brute, a madman

looked at his daughter ; then he said, in tones 
whose touching pat hos she never forgot.

Your father, my child, your poor father.
She sprang from her seat ; she threw her 

arms around her father s neck, and sobbed out 
passionately.

God pity vou. my poor, stricken father.
He has pitied me, my child, even as you 

pitv me
Aid the father and daughter sobbed aloud 

as they drew nearer to each other in deepest 
sympathy and tender love.

Long years have passed since the rector of 
Rivington sat in his quiet study and told this 
sad story of his life to his young daughter. 
No longer young, Alice Carington now with 
there alone ; for her father has gone to his 
eternal rest. Her mother's history sank deep- 
ly into her heart, and she chose to live single, 
rather than to become a drunkard’s wife.
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answer. O. my God. my God! cried the 
rector, clyping his thin hands, I thank thee 
that thou didst, at length, pour peace into this 
miserable man's heart, for nowhere could be 
have found it but in thee

[ It was decreed that he should drink more 
deeply of the cup of suffering. When the 
fearful deed was bruited abroad, Clarence

:Medway was arrested and thrown into prison.
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and no minor note wailed through the songs that and a murderer, he came into the full posses 
she sung. Oh, that so fair a life should have been sion of his senses. Then his eyes were opened 
so cruelly blasted,—blasted, too, by the man to and he saw what a bitter wrong the drunkard
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does not only himself, but all who have the 
misfortune to love him. Siting in the solitude

whom she had given the priceless gift of her young
affections.

Clarence Medway sought her in marriage. He 
hid from her his body and soul-destroying vice; 
she knew not that the man who breathed passion- 
ate love-vows in her ears, was an habitual drunk­
ard. She had heard him called ‘wild’ and in her 
girlish fondness, her girlish ignorance, she thought 
she could tame him down, and make him a quiet, 
sober, domestic husband. Her parents, however, 
knew that she was about to peril her happiness, 
and expostulated with her, my daughter, even as 
I have expostulated with you. But she could not 
see the great, black, frowning rock standing out 
in what seemed a smiling sea ; she knew not how, 
on that rock, the rock of intemperance, her fairest 
hopes would suffer a cruel ship wreck. While the 
parents were expostulating, the lover was urging, 
and one stormy night, Alice Raymond, taking her 
destiny in her own hands, stole forth from her 
happy home and married Clarence Medway.

1 be rector of Rivington arose from his seat and 
hastily paced the floor. He stopped in front of his 
daughter, who was watching him, with sad, anxi­
ous gaze, and said.

There are some memories which sit like hideous 
nightmares upon the heart, and that we can only

iof Ids cell, as memory carried him back to his 
early life, he wept to think what be was, and 
what he might have been ; he had sold theceries. proud birthright of his manhood for a miser- Serene and happy, her days passed in deeds
able mess of pottage. of gentle mercy, and she sheds around her the

Overwhelmed with grief for the loss of his precious perfume of a pious life. She has 
wife ; crushed by the fearful crime he had folded the wings of silence over her early love, 
committed; deeply humiliated by his painful the rememberance of it never disquiets her, 
position, Clarence Medway passed through and she daily thanks heaven for giving her 
his trial for the murder of the woman whom the strength to put away from her lips the

gether with

Jottry. glittering cup held by Love, in whose depths 
were concealed the deadly poison of despair.

Men of America. God has given us a good 
ly heritage ; majestic rivers, lofty mountains, 
vast forests, a balmy clime, and a fruitial soil

Some flowers of Eden we still do inherit,
But toe trial of the serpent is over them al!.
This serpent is Intemperance, that is trail- 

ing it- hateful length through this fair domain, 
crushing, as it goes, the beautiful buds of home, 
withering hopes, and destroying body and 
soul. This serpent it is that clings to u4 io 
our grand march onward, to stand side I y side 
with our sister nations, their compeer has all 
save years.

Truly, it is time for the daughters of Amo-, 
rica to protest, when her sons are selling their 
fair birthright for a mess of pottage.

he had sworn to protect. I cannot go over 
the distressing details of that proceeding, when 
the life of thia unfortunate man ling trem- 
bling between time and eternity. On the day 
the verdict was to be delivered, the halls of 
justice were crowded ; silent the criminal sat, 
awaiting the words that were to consign him 
to life or death. They came, and as he stood 
up to receive his sentence, his ears heard the 
dreadful words. ‘Hung by the neck until 
dead,’ then all grew black,—black as mid- 
night.—and he was led away from the. room.

All this while the girl had refrained from 
speaking, but these words seemed to electrify 
her, and she caught her father’s hand convu! 
sively, and said.

RDWARE
JIMMY.

Jimmy and I are fellows for play !
Never tired of it, rain or shine.

Jimmy was six the last birthday. 
While I was only—sixty nine I

So little Master Commonsense
Gives himself superior airs,

Guiding my inexperience
By the wisdom under his own white hairs.

Sometimes it happens the hoary sage —
Over-anxious for Number One—

Turns to account my tender age.
And I am most atrociously “done."

No matter how it may chance to be, 
Jimmy’s argument never fails:

The copper is always wrong for me. 
And Jimmy is winner, heads or tails.

Well, I have lived to be boy and man,
Dad and grandad, yet, I vow, 

Never was I in my threescore and ten
Half so sharp as Jimmy is now !

And sadly the question bothers me, 
As I stop in my play to look at him —

What will the Twentieth Century be, »
It the Nineteenth’s youngsters are all like

usually found fw ouch sn.e 
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cea, to merit a share of public
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Co., of Hartford,land y ! and accident., "
LUMBER YARD, from which 
ober for buildup and other pur- 
to transact businesajas as Aue-

Hong F did they hang him ?
He walked from that dreary scene in the

my child, many a poor, foolish woman has wrecked bear by God’s help; such is the memory of what court-room, niy child, to his c-ll in the prison, 
her hopes of happiness on just such a fallacy as,I am now telling you. and prepared to meet bis ignominius fate. In
this. Again be took his seat. It was evident that vain his friends strove to obtain a pardon; pe-

The tears that had been slowly falling from the nothing but an overmastering sense of duty made tition- were sent to those in authority, but 
girl’s eyes, now came down in torrents. She laid the father confide this sad story to his daughter’s there wee-no pity for the miserable wretch

W. B. MORRIS. Arroros of the Dolly Varden style of rai-
*4,1871. ment, so much talked of in the present

have seen no description of it so succinct and 
clear as the following : "The starboard sleeve 
bore a yellow hop vine in full leaf, on a red 
ground, with numbers of grey birds, badly g- 
ilated by the seams, flying hither and thither

lier head on the table beside her, and sobbed pas- keeping. Who had murdered his wife iu a fit of dronken
sionately. Her father was prepared to see her Well, they were married, this happy young girl, €tiriam.
grieve, but he did not anticipate so wild a stoim and this drunken young man. The fatal step was ime wore on, and the day of extension ar 
of grief as this. He knew that his child loved, taken,—taken by her with Love and Faith sing- [1, hela presses his sweet child to his 

with all the ardor of her affectionate nature, the ing sweet songs in her trusting heart. It took her morrow on its Josthtimecwand Tiediorerhcl 
man who hi I sought her in marriage. He was some time to 4 scover what an error she had made ; taken „ sad and solemn farewell of him, and 
handsome, intelligent, and amiable ; but one ter- how she had buried every joy ; how she now stood now all that was left for him to do was to 

on the desolate shores of a sad reality, far away mount the scaffold and give his life for that 
from the peaceful pleasures of the old home that precious life he had taken.

MAILS, 
lc'-■, 
ARRIVE.
West, daily by train, Sunday 

m St. George, daily at 6 P M 
m Chamcook and Bocacee 
SPA ednesdny and Friday 

rom Grand, Manan, Cam » 
ello, Indian Island, Lord’s Cire 
ridatkirhaven, on Tuesday and 
Tourday and Saturday at 

DEPART./ 

Sunday excepted,. 8.36 A. M.
St. George, daily, 7 A.M 

amcook and Bocabee, Monday 
ednesday and Friday, 7 A. M. 
o Grand Manan, Campe B.ll., 
Indian Island, Lord’s Cove and 
airhaven, Wednesday and tie- 
urday at 8.30 A. M.
10,304.2 and Saturday * 

8A.M. forwarded by Traie 
al hours during the day, the.
for delivery I hour and 301. 

r the arrival ef the Train.

GEOF. CAMPBELL, 
Post Master, 

y _________^

in wild dismay at the approach of a green and 
black hunter. An infant class was depicted 
on the back ; and in making up the garment 
truant scholars were scattered up and down 
the sides and on the skit; while a country 
poultry fair, and a group of bounds hunting, 
badly demoralized by the gathers gave the 
front a remarkable appearance. The left 
sleeve had on it the alphabet in five different 
languages.”

rible failing overshadowed these qualities; he was 
a drunkard. He could plunge a woman into 
misery, but be could add nothing to her happi- 
ness.

And while the girl wept, the rector of Riving.

she had forsaken. What she suffered as the hide- The rector shuddered, and his thin fingers 
ous knowledge broke upon her, none save herself grasped nervously the baud of his daughter, 
could tell. Still she loved, and trusted, and hoped, i that lay on his lap.

ton sat with his sad eyes fixed upon her. He and prayed ; but the dark clouds grew.more It was a lovely day, full of balm and beau- 
knew that he could give her no comfort; he might lowering, the more deeply her busband drank. 1y. * ED the gloomy procession moved from 
even „..,.„ in luer ayes like the cruel destroyer of On. year pneseid by : . year of misery to the bangtian stnod ready touren led. ^ 
her peace ; but with the bitter remembrance of the drunkard s young wife, and ai

Jim !
—[Harper’s Magazine.

Enteresting Cale.
THE RECTOR OF RIVINGTON.

Story OF A. MISER —The Italie, Tin,, 
says the following scene occured a few days 

sweet child into etrenity. There was a breathless silence; ago at a railway station : a bitter onid,
a----- -I.- ... _—_i . . day a millionaire applied at the ticket officethe past still gnawing nt his heart, he frit that he came to gladden her heart Then came, when the crowd stood around, some pitying the poor 

had a stern duty to perform, and with the help of 1this hebe was only a lew months old, a scene wretch who the demon drink had brought to 
his heavenly Father, perform it he would. He so terrible that I can scarcely tell it to you. this fearful end. Suddenly there was a loud 
waited until her passionate grief had spent itself; For weeks, Clarence Medway had drank deep- clattering of horses' feet, and a shout went 
then he approached her, and parting aside her ly, until, reason leaving its throne, he grew up- 

some deep sorrow had left ita trace. As be sat curls, kissed her lovingly on her wet cheek. He mud, yes, mad as any lunatic chained in’ 
leaning thoughtfully back in his chair, his dark drew her to a chair near him, and said, with deep bedlam, aving an dang-rous, his brain 

. I,. . 21.2:0: ., ST on fire with the accursed stuff he had beeneyes fixed on the glowing coals in the grate, his emotion thrilling in hi. tonne 1
countenance wore a troubled, anxious expres­
sion.

for a third class atieket- ‘What F exclaimed 
the official, who knew him, ‘you sir, take a 
third-class on such a day as this?′ • Why, 
I must,’ was the col reply, since there is no 
fourth -class.’ 'I beg your pardon,’ answered 
the official, handing him a ticket, ‘but there is

BY ELSIE B CHESSBORO.

The Rector ot Rivington sat in his study. He 
was a venerable-looking man, on whose pale face

Alice pressed her father's hand, as she ex
claimed.

Thank heaven, he was saved —here is one.’ The man of wealth hastily 
paid for it. and rushed forward to take hisemotion thrilling in his tones, 

"My child, let me tell you the history of a man’s
drinking, he was carried home from a low den A shout went up, replied the rector. A 

pardon ! a pardon 1 and that man, with the place, On the door keeper asking to see his 
ticket the traveller produced it. but was ra-

to the young wife whose life he had made
life and a woman’s death, and then answer me, if, miserable. For days, that devoted wife hov- rope almost around his neck, overcome by this 

from th* very depths ered-over his bed ; shocked at his situation, feelings, fell fainting to the ground. He was 
teen, was with him, and her face, too, was clouded of my heart, ‘My Father in heaven, save my crushed to the very Orth by grief, she yet removed by his friends from the scene, and in 
by sadness. As she tossed back her bright curls, child, my previous child, from the doom of the dung to the frantic maniac to whom she was a quiet home they nursed him lovingly and′ 
and raised her eyes lovingly and trustingly to her drunkard’s wife.’” chained by matrimony. He did not recug-forgivingly through the long fit of illness that ti
father, who had so tenderly supplied her mother’s Alice Carington looked with wondering eyes at nize her as she bent over him ; he did not ensued. They uttered no reproaches, for
place, proving that men, too, have a deep fount of her father ; she bad never seen him so deeply know who it was that loo-d into 1 is wild eyes well they knew that hi* poor heart was tor’ur
tenderness in their natures, which at times, can moved, and there was a tone of agonized pathos with pity but n 1 four. For days and nights ed by the keenest of all reprogches, self-re
even be maternal; the parent’s heart smote him in his voice that told of some hidden woe. That loving woman wate e and wept,— wept proach. When he recovered, taking his pre. 

ns she heard the madman * ravings, and saw cions child with him, ho left the beautiful 
his fingers point to imaginary spiders which shores of England forever.

He was not alone; his daughter, a girl of eigh- I do any wrong in crying out •her taken aback on being told that the ticket 
would not do for him. “And why li t ?' 1.0
exclaimed ‘Why, sir, because it is a dog-
ticket !′

We commend this to our brethren of the
faculty at Belevue Hospital Medical College. 
It shows science and a kind heart : A cele- 
bra ed physician was called upon recently by 
a per-on suffering from rheumatirm, who in- 
sisted up m his doing something for him. The 
physician wrote a prescription, and as the pa- 
tient went out of the room, said to him. I wish 
you would let ine know if that does you any 
good, for I have myself been very much trou­
bled with the rheumatism lately.”

for the pain be was inflicting. | The rector of Rivington leaned back in his
But the rector of Rivington never paused when arm-chair, and closed his eyes for a moment, as if

he had a duty to perform ; however painful that looking inwardly. His face was pale, and it evi-1
his distempered farcy anw on the wall. Ile selected a seclude d village in America 

save one, for his home, and the grace of God having 
....................................... .... , , , the loving wife, had withdrawn for a few mo- visited his heart, he studied for the ministry

up inflinchingly to the story that had been buried so long. At length, ments into a distant room, Chr-nce Medway and was admitted to orders On one subject 
Turning his sad eyes on his opening his eyes and fixing them on the fire with | leaped from the b-d. and seizing a loaded —for they knew not his fearful story—the 

I that peculiar gaze which we sometimes see in the | gun, which stood unobserved in a closet, lev-l people among whom he lived, called him cra-
1ed at his wife and shot her dead—dead. Oh 1 zv ; and that was the subject of temperance 
my God, she died.—shot to the heart by the His heart was stirred to its depth", when he
monster she called linshand ! saw the monster Drink raging through the

Large droops of aging stood on the rector’s great Republic, blasting with his fiery breath
brow, and he covered hi- face wi h his hands; the sweet flowers of home ; laying bright
when he raised them again, his daughter hopes low ; breaking hearts, and destroying
started back, for he was a-ben pale, and has reputations ; killing the body and murdering lips MEi
lips trembled with emotion. But he went on the soul This man went forth the sworn : Un* 
with his story ; he had nerved himself to the champion of temperance, imploring men, for 
Ia-k ; there was too much at stake to cease th- sake of the God wh , male them, for the 
now,—even his daughter’s happiness, sake of the friends who loved them, and for

This dreadful act, done in a fit of drunken their own sakes, to break the manacles which 
madness, restored him to his senses lle made them slaves,—lave- of the most cruel

One night, when the watchers, all
duty was, he walked up unflinchingly to it, even dently cost him a painful effort to unearth the sad• 
as the brave soldier walks
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Cannon’s mouth, 
daughter, he said,

“My child, you know that your happiness is a* eyes of those who are exploring the dim recesses
ANTE TOBACCO MOVEMENT.— Lady —"Ah, 

Leggett - I wish I could induce you to part, 
with that pipe!′ Leggett—"Why, mum, 
I shouldn’t Im’ thought you smoked ; but you're

dear, even dealer to me than my life, and I can- of the past, the rector commenced, in low, earnest
not willingly consent to your throwing it away.” i tones, his story, while his daughter fixed her

"Yes, father," she said, while the tears gathered mournful eyes on her father as he thus spake:
in her eyes, and fell slowly down in great drops Clarence Medway was the son of an English 
on her lap, “I know bow tenderly you love me, gentleman, a man of wealth, culture and refine-

worry welcome to it, and you'll find it as nice 
* litil- pipe as ever you pul between your

€ how you have been father, mother, nurse, and ment. He gave his children every advantage 
friend to me, throwing only sunshine around my which money could bestow, and his daughters and 
way, and shielding me from every sorrow, and—” sons, with one exception, grew up all that the most

• 9-0 • •
INFANT PRODIGY: "Why is your hair so 

gray, mamma ?′ Mamma ; “Well, because 
you’re such a naughty child sometimes ” 1. 
P.: "What a naughty child you must have 
been 1 Poor grandma’s hair is quite white 1’

“Yes, my child,” interrupted the rector, with loving parents could wish. But this one, this boy 
emotion, “and will continue to do so, if you will Clarence, was a wild dissipated fellow, plungingTANGE HOTEL, as.

King Street.
tephen IN. a 

J, NEILL. Proprietor.

only permit me. ′ My child, my child, I cannot into shameful excesses, and wasting the precious
stand quietly by and see you throw the jewel hap- 
piness away, and not put forth my hands to stay 
you, my voice to implore you.”

master under whom poor humanity ever 
served.

It is this sad, sad history, my child, that

hours of youth in the haunts of folly and the 
homes of crime. He gave his parents many an 
anxious hour, as such boys always do ; fortunate, 
most fortunate was it for them that they slept the 
quiet sleep of the grave before this boy, dishon-

threw himse If on the ground willly, and cal 
led upon the name of the dead wife who had 
loved him *n tenderly and bone so patiently 
with him. But loo late, too lat- I the pure 
spirit had winged its flight above, and the 
drunkard’s wife had found rest and peace in 
heaven. Long and loud wail, went up from

Master—Hallo. Pat. where are you off to 
now ?—on no good, I know. Pat—Faith, no, 
yer honour ; for sure, I was going to look for 
you!

If you expect good cattle, look first at the 
calves ; if you wish good men, look carefully 
after the children.

comes to me in warning tones, and says, save 
your daughter, while yet you may, from the 
miserable fate of the drunkard’s wife, lest she, 
loo, share th* doom of Alice Me Iway.

The pale face of Alice Carington grew still 
paler, and she asked, in low. eager tones

His tones were full of emotion, while his frame 
trembled with the intensity of his feelings.NGOU TEA.
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"My child," he continued, “if ever a parent’s ored and degraded, brought untold misery to the 
heart is stirred to its deepest depths, it is when he hearts that loved him.
sees the daughter he has tenderly nurtured link The rector’s voice trembled with 'emotion, bet 
her fate with that of a drunkard. I cannot stand recovering himself, he continued:
by-and ace this sacrifice without crying out, ‘My This boy tenderly beloved by his parents, and

that stricken man’s heart ; t* kissed frantical- 
ly the pale cheeks ; he implored forgiveness 
for the past, and for his dreadful deed ; but. SUCCESS does not consist in not making 
though the wan lips smiled on, they made no For one moment, the rector of Rivington blunders, but in never making them the sec-

My father, who was Clarence Medway?
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