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NOVEMBER MEETING 
HIGHLIGHTS 

 

MERRY CHRISTMAS!! 

The November MeeƟng proved to be 
exciƟng as always.   

-the lodge voted to authorize ex-
penses in the amount of up to $1500 
for the purchase of food items for 
the Christmas dinner give-away. 

-The Lodge Christmas dinner will be 
held on Monday, December 15th 

-The Rockwall Christmas parade will 
be this coming Saturday, December 
6th. The float will be decorated Fri-
day night.  And the parade will begin 
the next morning.  If you are inter-
ested in helping or parƟcipaƟng, 
please let the Secretary know at 214 
402-3531. 

-the Treasurer asked everyone to 
please fill out the scholarship com-
miƩee survey sent out at the begin-
ning of November. 

-vote was taken to authorize $185 
for the historian to conƟnue his work 
in preserving the PM pictures. 

-Brother Ben Domingcil  (Garland 
441) gave a very informaƟve presen-
taƟon on Masonry in the Philippines. 

-peƟƟon for affiliaƟon by dues card 
was approved for Brother GarreƩ 
Chamberlain of Ennis Lodge 369 and 
Chambers Creek 499. 

CHRISTMAS DINNER  
This years Christmas dinner will be 
held on December 15th at ET.  The 
dinner will begin at 7:00 PM.  You 
can begin bringing your dishes at 
6:00 PM Please sign up via the fol-
lowing link:  

 hƩps://evite.me/8nVAN3j5k3 

If you have any quesƟons, please 
contact JW Glenn Goodrich at 972 
975-0324. 

 

CHRISTMAS MEAL  
GIVEAWAY  

 FAST APPROACHING 
The annual ET Christmas meal give-
away is fast approaching.  Helping 
Hands is excited to be working with 
us again this year.  The date of the 
giveaway is tentaƟvely scheduled 
for Monday, December 22nd, form 
10:00 AM unƟl 6:00 PM.  If you are 
available and would like to help 
with, please contact Bro John 
Gordy at 214 402 3531.   

DUES  Well it’s that Ɵme of 
the year again.  Dues are $200 
beginning this years and are 
due by the 1st of January.  
Many brothers are paying thru 
Grand Lodge, which makes 
things go a lot easier.  If you 
would like to pay the tradiƟonal 
way, then please send your 
payment to:  

East Trinity Lodge 157 

104 South Goliad 

Rockwall, Tx 75087 
 
 
 

Fraternal Eats.  The dinner for this Monday will be beef stew and banana 
pudding.  All washed down with soŌ drinks, tea, and water 
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EAST TRINITY LODGE HISTORY CORNER 

This month we are featuring the lodge’s 25th Worshipful Master Joe H. Chisholm. 

Joseph (Mc) Henry Chisholm 

Biography      

Worshipful Master for the East Trinity Lodge (1905) 

 

 

JOE CHISHOLM 

Joseph H. Chisholm was born on 22 June 1846 in Tennessee. His parents were Rufus K. Chisholm and Emma-
line Taylor who were born in Tennessee. 

We first found Joseph listed in the 1850 Census, (age four years), living in his father’s household in Law-
rence County, Tennessee. His father was 44 years old, his mother was 35 and there were seven children: 
son John (15), son William (13), son Alexander (10), son James (8), son Benjamin (6), son Joseph (4) and 
daughter Mary (10). 

There was some confusion with Joseph’s name between the early census records and the later ones.  The 
1850 census lists Joseph as Joseph M. Chisholm.  The 1860 census lists Joseph as Joseph McH Chisholm and 
1870 census lists Joseph as Joseph H. Chisholm.  In later documents, he was listed as Joe Chisholm or Joe H. 
Chisholm.  It appears that Joseph’s parents actually named him Joseph McHenry Chisholm but as Ɵme went 
by and he became an adult, he decided he would be known as Joseph Henry Chisholm. 
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In 1870 Joseph was 23 and sƟll living in his parent’s household and his occupaƟon is not listed.  On 25 De-
cember 1877, Joe married Miss Sallie Jane E. Chisholm in Rockwall County. 

The 1880 census records show Joe (33) and wife Sallie (22) are living in Rockwall County, Texas and they have 
one daughter, A.G. Chisholm.  Joe’s occupaƟon is Farmer.  

In the 1900 census, Joe and his wife are living in Rockwall, Rockwall County, Texas.  They own their home and 
they have one daughter, Emma (17) and two sons, Benjamin F. (13) and Luis H. (9).  Joe’s occupaƟon is Coun-
ty Clerk for Rockwall. 

The first appearance of Joseph, in the East Trinity Lodge records, was in 1904 and he is listed as a Master Ma-
son.  This was another one of the Worshipful Master mysteries.  I’m reminded of the biography last month 
for Henry A. Briscoe.  You might remember he had been the Worshipful Master for the Fate Lodge #802.  In 
1903 he demiƩed from Fate and came to East Trinity and then immediately became the ET Worshipful Mas-
ter in 1904.  I checked the other Rockwall County Lodge Returns in the Grand Lodge Proceedings and found 
something interesƟng: In 1892 & 93, Joe H. Chisholm was the Worshipful Master of the E.P. Chisholm Lodge 
#667. Ten years later, in 1904, J.H. Chisholm demiƩed from the Chisholm Lodge and came to East Trinity.  
That’s how he became our Worshipful Master in 1905 without being listed as a Senior or Junior Warden for 
our lodge. Another interesƟng piece of our Lodge history. 

In 1905, Joe H. Chisholm became the Worshipful Master of East Trinity Lodge No. 157. 

           THE OFFICER LINE-UP FOR 1905 

Joe H. Chisholm – Worshipful Master 

R.M. Womack – Senior Warden 

J.F. Allday – Junior Warden 

E.C. Heath – Treasurer 

L.W. Wilkinson – Secretary 

Olen Mason – Senior Deacon 

W.W. Hartman – Junior Deacon 

Gus Hartman – Senior Steward 

R.T. Tipton – Junior Steward 

W.G. ScoƩ – Tiler 

 

Past Masters - W.C. Lanham, E. C. Heath, E. W. Hardin, H.A. Briscoe. 

 

Master Masons - M.S. AusƟn, I.J. AusƟn, J.L. AusƟn, F.M. Anderson, John T. Adams, T.H. Adams, D.J. Ander-
son, M.A. Brown, J.E. Baugh, T.W. Baily, W.W. Bishop, H.B. Barnes, H. Bagley, J.C. Barringer, J.T. Benbrook, 
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C.W. Bryan, W.E. Bourn, J.T. Bailey, Ebbie Carnes,  J.F. Corry, G.M. CurƟs, J.E. Crisp, J.H. Chisolm, L.L. Craw-
ford, Frank Clark Jr., Jefferson D. Cox, Charles A. Corey, C.W. Darr, L.L. Darr,  T.J. Evans, T.J. Evins, J.R. El-
dridge, E.D. Foree, L.F. Gregory, T.J. Green, J.F. Greene, A.W. Harvey, Guss Hartman, William F. Harvey, J.S. 
Hulbert,  Thomas D. Isbell, E.A. Jacobs, J.L. Jones, T.L. Keys, B.F. Keasey, W.C. Lock, A.E. Love, W.L. Lawhorn, 
T.L. Lawhorn, George Lindsey, T.B. Lanham, G.R. Limley, H.W. Manson, L.W. Mason, W.A. Murcherson, J.L. 
McCaster, Hubert McCurry, Joseph Moore, C.C. Newman, J.F. Peek, R.M. Payne, T.E. Parker, J.L. Posey, W.P. 
Soyth,  W.C. Roberts, E.O. Rigsbee, W.C. Roberts, Ned Rigsbee, V.T.  Stowers, B.F. Spofford, R.A. Snead, I.R. 
TroƩer, W.C. ScoƩ, James T. Vance, James W. Vance, George F. Vernon, J.A. Wilkerson, R. White, H.H. 
Walker, T.U. Wade, H.M. Wade, Jacob Zoospan: Total, 93. 

 

Entered ApprenƟces – T.E. Hutchison, H.R. Turner, I.H. Webster, McKnight, R. Floyd, Jr., I.N. White, J.L 
Moore, T.B. Moore. 

 

Fellow CraŌs – J.F. McCrisƟe, R.W. Wynn, J.W. Glover, B. King. 

 

DemiƩed – J.S. Davenport, E.L. Manson, A. Green, W.E. Burtner, J.E. Crisp, J.P. South. 

 

Death – W.C. Vernon 

  

In 1920, Joe and Sallie were sƟll living in Rockwall and their 26-year-old son, Lemuel, is living with them.  
Joe is 73 and Sallie is 62.  Joe’s occupaƟon is Fire Insurance Agent. 

Joe is listed in the Lodge Returns, Grand Lodge Proceedings as an East Trinity #157 Past Master from 1906 
to 1922. In 1923, the East Trinity Lodge Returns reported that J. H. Chisholm had died that year. 

Sallie conƟnued to live in Rockwall aŌer Joe’s death and the 1930 census shows her living with her son 
Frank Chisholm. Sallie is 72 and her son Frank is 43. 

Joe H. Chisholm died on 18 December 1923.  Joe’s wife, Sarah Elizabeth died on 24 July 1934.  They are 
both buried at the Rockwall Memorial Cemetery. 
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Rockwall Memorial Cemetery 

Rockwall, Rockwall County, Texas 

 

 

Compiled by Brother David L. Powell, East TrinƟy Lodge No. 157 

(Special thanks to my editor Barbara A. Powell) 
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MASONIC TRUE STORIES AN EVENTS 
hƩp://www.mastermason.com/bridgeportlodge181/STRANG08.HTM 

Brethren, There is only one story from this web site in this month’s newsleƩer.  It is a long one, but one I thinks is 
fiƫng for the Christmas season as well as our duty as Masons.  John G. 

The CraŌsman - 1867 

"No, Mary, you shall never be the wife of George Stanford," said old Mr. Carleton, with a lowering brow, and 
a determined eye. 

"And why not, father?" said the gentle Mary, striving to conceal her emoƟon. "Is he not of a good family; is 
he not regarded as a high-minded, honorable young man; are not his business prospects flaƩering, and is not 
his aƩachment to me as strong and sincere as you or I would wish?" 

"That may all be very true, my child; but he has associated himself with a society which dares not to unfold 
its secret workings to the world, and which the world has never been able to discover as accomplishing any 
good. In short, Mary, Stanford is a Freemason. 

"And is that your only objecƟon, Father?" 

"Is not that a sufficient one?" he said, sternly. "Dare you, a mere child, presume to array your feeble judg-
ment against my age and experience?" 

"I do not wish to be disrespecƞul my father, but I cannot help thinking you judge Masonry unjustly. I have 
known, for a long Ɵme, that George was a Mason, and this fact has led me to invesƟgate its principles. Elder 
Williams, who lives next door to us, is a Mason, and he has allowed me to read his Monitor, magazines, and 
other Masonic works; and if Masonry is what those works describe it to be, it is a good insƟtuƟon, and the 
world would suffer from its loss." 

"You can tell nothing about it by the books they publish. They are only printed for effect, and to conceal the 
real corruptness of the insƟtuƟon. If there was anything good about it, it would not be kept secret. The Bible 
commands risen not to hide their light under a bushel." 

"But, father, the Bible says also, 'let not thy leŌ hand know what thy right hand doeth;' and I think I have dis-
covered some good deeds by Masons. There is old Mr. Strong, who lives down by the mill, and who has not 
been able to work for nearly a year. The Masons have taken care of him for along Ɵme. They bring him provi-
sions and every thing else he needs, and every night one or two of them come to stay with him - for he is fail-
ing very fast, and it would not be safe to leave him alone." 

"Then he is one of their number, and their care of him is owing to a species of honor among thieves," said 
Mr. Carleton. "No," said Mary, "he is not and never has been a Mason. He told me so himself; only this morn-
ing, when I went to carry him some fruit and flowers, and he said he should have died of want long ago but 
for their kindness, and he hoped God would bless and reward them. And then," conƟnued Mary, "there is 
dear Maƫe Dow, whose father belonged to the society, the Masons are sending her to the young ladies' 
boarding school, and preparing her for a teacher. They are paying all her expenses, and she told me they had 
cared for her ever since the death of her parents, and that she loved them as much as if they were her own 
brothers. Oh, father! it cannot be that those who perform such good deeds are bad men, for a tree is known 
by its fruits." 

But old Mr. Carleton was not a man to be turned from his purpose. His prejudice against Masonry had grown 
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stronger and deeper as he had grown older and the gentle pleading of his beauƟful daughter only served to 
irritate him. 

"Mary," he said very sternly, "it is of no use to talk to me about Masonry; and it is worse than folly for you 
to aƩempt to gain my consent to your marriage with George Stanford. You were eighteen years of age yes-
terday, and can, of course, do as you please in this maƩer; but, if you dare to disobey my wishes, you are no 
longer my child. I would sooner sink my wealth in the depths of the ocean, or give it to the most miserable 
beggar in this great city of New York than bestow it upon a daughter who is so ungrateful as to marry 
against her father's will. Choose, therefore, between your father's wealth and love, and George Stanford, 
the Freemason. I shall expect your decision tomorrow morning. 

Mary Carleton arose and leŌ her father's presence with slow, unsteady step, she sought her own room. She 
felt that the crisis of her life had arrived, and she knew not how to decide. Her father had encouraged the 
aƩenƟons of Stanford unƟl within the last few days. Discovering that he was a Freemason, Mr. Carleton had 
told him haughƟly that he must renounce all connecƟon with the insƟtuƟon or disconƟnue his visits to his 
house. The young man had met this unreasonable demand with the proper spirit, and firmly, but respecƞul-
ly, asserted his determinaƟon to be a Freemason while he lived. He had been ordered from the house, and 
told never to enter it again. Such were the circumstances leading to the above conversaƟon between Mr. 
Carleton and his daughter. 

Mary knelt at her bedside, and implored her God to give her strength and wisdom. She felt that her father 
was in the wrong, but could she meet his frowns and lasƟng displeasure? She thought she could not; but 
there prose before her the vision of her affianced husband, the noble, upright, generous George Stanford, 
and she realized that his loss would cause her a life of misery. 

There came a rap at her door, a servant handed her a scaled note, and departed. She opened it and found it 
to be a few lines from Stanford, inclosing a ring enƟrely plain, with the excepƟon of the small leƩer G on 
the upper side. The note was as follows: 

"MY DEAR MARY: Your father has forbidden our further correspondence; but both duty and inclinaƟon 
prompt me to seek a knowledge of your pleasure before conceding to his wishes. I love the Masonic insƟtu-
Ɵon, and cannot, consistently with my feelings, and with my sense of duty and honor, renounce it. The ring 
I send you, is ornamented with the leƩer G a Masonic emblem. If you are willing to become the wife of a 
Freemason, wear the ring for my sake, and I will protect you while I live; if not, its return will signify to me 
that we must henceforth be strangers. GEORGE." 

On the following morning, Mary sought the presence of her father. She was very pale and moved wearily, 
for sleep had not visited her eyelids. 

"Well, child," said Mr. Carleton, "I trust a few hours' reflecƟon has served to show you your duty, and that I 
have this morning an obedient daughter." 

For reply, she held up her hand, upon which was the ring sent her by Stanford. 

"What means that ring?" said the old man, starƟng violently. 

"It means" said Mary, in a voice low, but firm, "that I have decided to wear it while I live, for the sake of Mr. 
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Stanford, who will soon be my husband." 

Mr. Carleton was dumb with astonishment. He had not believed his daughter would dare to meet his dis-
pleasure. 

Mistaking the cause of his silence, Mary advanced to his side, and, twining her arms about his neck, she 
kissed his cheek. 

"Oh, father!" she said, "do not, I pray you, turn me from you. You will be lonely without me, and I cannot en-
dure your frowns. Let me beg of you to consider that Washington, Warren, LafayeƩe, and the pious Wesley, 
were Masons. Surely that cannot be evil which was honored and loved by so much nobleness and talent." 

Mr. Carleton pushed his daughter from him angrily "Go, foolish child," he exclaimed, "never dare to speak to 
me again. You have no longer a father or a home." 

Poor Mary was too wretched to reply; but the yearning look she cast upon her father, as she glided, ghost-
like, from the room, haunted him for years aŌerwards. 

In a week she and Stanford were married. With a view to remove his wife from all unpleasant associaƟons, 
George emigrated to a western city, and became a partner in a mercanƟle house. His business prospered, 
and a beauƟful house was purchased on the shore of one of those crystal lakes so common in the West. 

But the tocsin of war was sounded, and leaving his business in the care of his partner; Stanford collected a 
company of volunteers, and bidding adieu to his wife and infant son, hastened to Washington. 

It was now Mary Stanford's lot, with thousands of others, to watch eagerly for news from the army, to pray 
for a husband's safety, and wait for his return. 

But there came a day when news of a terrible baƩle went flashing over the country, and a telegram reached 
the city of L staƟng that Company A had suffered severely, and that Captain Stanford was among the miss-
ing. Gently as possible was Mary made to understand that she was a widow: but the shock was too great for 
her delicate frame, and for weeks she raved in the delirium of fever. 

When at length she slowly recovered, it was to find that her husband's partner had proved recreant to his 
trust. He had taxed the credit of the firm to the utmost, by borrowing, and with the money thus obtained leŌ 
the country. 

"Mary's elegant house was her's no longer. She now wrote to her father, acquainƟng him with her bereave-
ment and misfortunes, and begged him to receive her again into the home of her childhood. Long and anx-
iously she waited for a reply, but none came. Then she determined to go to her father, and in person entreat 
him to receive and care for her child, while she would support herself by teaching. 

With what means she had remaining, only about three hundred dollars, she set out upon her journey to New 
York. She proceeded in safety unƟl she arrived at the city of B. Here a brief but severe illness of her child de-
tained her for a few days; and when she was ready to proceed, she found that she had been robbed of all 
the money she possessed. Deprived of the means of going to her father, she determined to make one more 
effort to communicate with him. She addressed a leƩer to a gentleman who had been a friend of her fa-
ther's, asking him to inform her whether he sƟll lived, and if he was in the city. In a few days came a reply to 
the effect that Mr. Carleton had leŌ New York some two months previously, and that he was not expected at 
home for a year, as business would detain him in a distant city. 

It now seemed to Mary Stanford that heaven had indeed deserted her, and she could only caress her child, 
and pray that God would interpose in her behalf. There remained but one course for her to pursue. She 
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sought for and obtained an humble room in an obscure street; and disposing of her jewelry and some few 
arƟcles of wearing apparel, discharged her indebtedness to the landlord of the W- hotel; and, taking liƩle 
Willie by the hand, set out for her new lodgings with a sad heart. She hoped to be able to earn a subsistence 
by her needle, unƟl her father should return to his home, when she firmly believed he would relieve her 
sufferings, if not for her own, for his grandchild's sake. 

Bravely she entered upon her new life. Morning, noon and night found her bending over her sewing or em-
broidery. Her form drooped, her cheek grew paler and paler, her eyes were dim with weeping. No answers 
came to the many leƩers she addressed to her father, and hope at length died out of her heart. To add to 
her misery, the winter was at hand, and she was forced to the convicƟon, that the avails of her needle were 
not sufficient to supply her wants. But there was no alternaƟve, and, with a sort of dumb despair, she sƟll 
toiled on. 

The morning of January 1st, 1864, found Mrs. Stanford placing in the grate the last of her liƩle store of fuel. 
The cold was intense, and she covered closer the form of the sleeping Willie, now nearly three years of age. 
She knelt by his side, and imprinted kiss aŌer kiss upon his pallid brow. Never before had she felt, as now, 
the meaning of the sunken cheeks and bloodless lips. She shuddered with a new fear, for the convicƟon that 
he was slowly starving had fastened itself upon her mind. "Oh, God!" she cried, clasping her hands in agony, 
"hast Thou indeed forsaken me? or art Thou sƟll the widow's support, acid the friend of the fatherless? I pray 
Thee, stretch forth Thine hand and save my child." 

Tenderly she laid her hand upon his curling locks, and as she did so, her eye fell upon the ring and the leƩer 
G, which years before she had placed upon her finger as the seal of her desƟny. She gazed at it vacantly, as 
her mind busied itself with the past. SwiŌly the various scenes of her checkered life passed in review before 
her; all finally terminaƟng in the misery of the present. What was to be done? Willie would soon awake, and 
she had no bread to appease his hunger. The fire would soon die out, and then both must perish with cold. 
The ring must be of some value, and she could sell it and obtain enough to preserve them a day or two at the 
least. It was the last arƟcle she possessed that would procure bread. Her heart gave a great, painful throb; 
but she looked at her child, and her decision was taken. 

Wrapping a faded shawl around her emaciated form, she sƟrred the expiring fire, and closing the door soŌly 
behind her, descended into the street, and walked rapidly in the direcƟon of the shop, where, months be-
fore, she had disposed of her jewelry. Although the distance was short, she reached her desƟnaƟon be-
numbed and shivering, and paused for a moment before the glowing rate before making known her errand. 
An old gentleman enveloped in a great, warm cloak, entered, and advanced directly to the counter. 

"I wish to purchase a bracelet, as a New Year's present for my daughter," he said, cheerily. 

The shopman placed a case of jewels before, him, and then turned to his poorer customer. 

"How much will you give me for this ring?" she said, with emoƟon. 

"Its actual value is but trifling," he replied; "it is very old. I will give you one dollar." 

"Oh, sir! is it not worth more than that?" she said. "It is very dear to me for its associaƟons, and nothing but 
the most pressing want would induce me to part with it. I pray you to give me all it is worth." 

"I can give no more," he said, dropping it on the counter carelessly. 

Mrs. Stanford grasped it, and pressed it to her lips; then she laid it down reverently and extended her hand 
for the money. 

The old gentleman who had come to purchase a bracelet, had listened in silence to this liƩle dialogue be-
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tween the poor woman and the shopkeeper; but he now moved to her side and said, respecƞully: "You seem 
very unwilling to part with this ring, madam; will you allow me to examine it?" 

"Certainly, sir," said Mrs. Stanford, passing it to him. 

The man started as his eyes fell upon the leƩer G, and he asked, quickly: "Where did you obtain this?" 

"Oh, sir!" said Mary, "it was a giŌ from my husband, previous to our marriage. I prize it very highly, for he is 
dead, and it is the last memento I have. But his child is starving, and it must be sold." 

"Do you know the meaning of this leƩer?" he said. 

"No, sir, except that my husband told me it was a Masonic emblem, and if I was willing to become the wife of 
a Freemason, I was to wear it for his sake." 

"Well, well," said the old man, "I presume you are in haste to return to your child. I have taken a fancy to this 
ring, and I will give you more for it than the shopkeeper can afford to give," and placing a ten dollar note in 
her hand, he deposited the ring in his vest pocket. 

"Oh, sir, a thousand thanks, and may heaven bless and reward you," said Mrs. Stanford. 

"How far is it to your house?" said the gentleman. 

"Only two blocks distant," she replied. 

"It is very cold, and I will accompany you, and lend you my cloak," he said, kindly. 

Wrapping it carefully around her, he walked by her side in the direcƟon of her poor lodgings. 

"I must stop here, and purchase some bread for my child," said Mary. 

"Very well; I will wait for you." 

In a few moments she returned, and they proceeded. 

A single glance at the wretched room served to show to the kind-hearted old man the full extent of Mrs. 
Stanford's poverty. Willie was awake, and sat shivering upon his miserable bed. His great, hungry eyes light-
ed as they fell upon the package his mother deposited upon the rickety table, and the only response to her 
caress was, "bread, mamma; bread!" 

The old man, standing by the door, waited to hear no more; and when Mary turned to thank him for his kind-
ness, he had gone, leaving his cloak behind him. 

A few moments aŌerward, Mary opened her door in response to a loud rap, and found a large basket of coal 
upon the threshold. The person who brought it had already reached the foot of the stairway. But there could 
be no doubt for whom the coal was designed, and Mrs. Stanford's poor house was soon comfortably 
warmed. 

A half hour later, a supply of provisions arrived in the same mysterious manner, and the loving mother wept 
and smiled by turns, as the greedy Willie, with hands trembling with excitement, liŌed package aŌer package 
of wholesome food from the basket to the table. At the boƩom lay a note which read thus, "Place your trust 
in God, and He will supply and guard you." 

On the following evening, Humanity Lodge, No._, met in regular communicaƟon. The usual business of the 
evening having been transacted, an old man arose and said: "My brethren, you all know a Freemason's duty 
toward the widow and orphan, especially the widow and orphan of a brother. At No. 6, E street, lives a poor 
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woman, who was forced to encounter the intense cold of yesterday morning, in the effort to procure food 
for herself and child, and fuel to keep them from freezing. I have placed them above present want by a small 
supply of provisions and coal; and her landlady, who describes the poor woman as one who is worthy, and 
has seen beƩer days, will care for her unƟl we can aid her further. I first discovered her in the shop of a mer-
chant, endeavoring to procure money by the sale of a ring engraved with the leƩer G. The merchant would 
give her but a trifle for it, and I purchased it myself. She told me it was a present to her from her husband 
previous to her marriage." 

"Have you the ring with you?" said a strange voice, quivering with emoƟon. 

"Yes," replied the old man, searching for it in his vest pocket. "Any one who wishes may examine it." 

The stranger, who was a tall, fine-looking man, but very pale, as if from long sickness, crossed the room 
quickly, and looked eagerly at the ring. 

"Oh, heaven!" he exclaimed, "it is Mary's ring. Where did you say, No. 6, E street? My wife! my poor wife!" 

He vanished from the room, but the old man followed. When he reached the house of Mary, it was to find 
her lying insensible upon her wretched couch, and her husband endeavoring to restore consciousness by 
bathing her brow, and chafing the hands hardened by toil. 

Captain Stanford, of Company A, had been indeed among the missing, but he was not dead. He had pressed 
forward in advance of his men, and fallen where the fight was thickest. He had been borne from the field as 
a prisoner, by Confederate soldiers, and it was many weeks before an exchange was effected. Then, reward-
ed for his bravery with a colonel's commission, but sƟll weak from the effects of a severe wound, he ob-
tained a furlough, and hastened to his western home. His wife had leŌ for New York; his perfidious partner 
had been discovered and arrested, and a large part of the money he had purloined had been recovered. 
Leaving the case in charge of an aƩorney, Colonel Stanford followed his wife. Reaching New York, no trace 
of her could be discovered. Thinking perhaps she might have ascertained the locality of her father, and gone 
to him, Stanford resigned his commission and went again in pursuit. He finally succeeded in finding Mr. Car-
leton in St. Louis, prostrated with fever, which in a few days terminated fatally. George remained with him 
unƟl the last, and on his death bed, the old man had repented his unjust treatment of his daughter, and in-
structed George to bear to her his blessing. 

Thinking that perhaps Mary might have returned home in his absence, he again sought the city of L. But she 
was not there and, half-maddened with grief and anxiety, he renewed his search. 

But his cause seemed hopeless, when, arriving at B, he determined to visit the Lodge, and request his breth-
ren to assist in ascertaining if she was in that city. The result we have already seen, and it only remains to 
say, Colonel Stanford, his wife and the boy Willie, now the picture of health and happy childhood, are dwell-
ing again in their beauƟful home on the banks of Lake W. 
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Owned by East Trinity Brother Dewayne Irwin, 

Hwy 66 in Rockwall 
Owned by Brother Sam Gibbins, Ft Worth 

Walk Ins Welcome! 

Every Ɵme a brother gets a haircut at Yellow 
Jacket, just menƟon the Masons and they do-
nate $1 to East Trinity!!!! 

Owned  by  East Trinity Brother Josh Deaton 
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East Trinity Brother Geoffrey Lyons 

Brother Jeff Bryan  214 232-9933 


