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TRUOTH.

“Yos, Grauny,” said Jack, “excopt——"

«Execopt that when you warry, dear, I
only wish especially for two things in your
wife—that sho bo a good girl and a lady.
You won't forget that your mothe. was
both "

Jack edged his chair o little nearer to tho
ol lady’s and put s arm argund her ina
winning way pe:barly his &wn, ' Dear
Granny,” ho sad- **1 nover kuew my mo-
ther but [ shall not forget that my ir;md-
mother is the very idealcf bots, 1 ahall
never bringanywifeto, you,Grauny, that you
would bo ashamed to receive; you have
spoilt moe for sccond-rate women."

« My dear boy,"” sho cried.

«And if that isn't o pretty speech for a
child of twenty to make to his grandmoth.
er,” Jack cried, ¢ why, beat it if you can,
Grauny, that’sslL”

Thus with the approval and confidenco of
his nearest relations, Jack Trovor went
down to Brighton to join his regiment. It
is a turrible ordeal for any young man, but I
must say o got through 1t asweasily as he
could “have expected or wished,§ Ho
had nover seen the cramped little
barrack= but as ho drovo up to tho officers’
mess and looked out at the double rows of
windows all decked out with "smart flower-
boxes filled with blooming moou-daises and
red geraniumy, bo thought the placow sas

cheerful and home-likc as any placa he
ever lived in ;and then hegotout ot tho
carriage and wondered what would become
of him next.

Whilo ho was waiting there a tall young
man came out and accosted hitn. I sup
you're Mr. Trevor * How d'you do?”

“How do you dn?" said Jack,

“My name is Dorrington,” said tho tall
young man, ‘‘orderly officer forthe day,
more'’s the pity.”

“Very glad to meet you,” said Jock in lus
easicst Voice. ‘‘And can you tell where my
things areto go t’° )

“ Well, you are to have the rooms nexs to
mine,” said Dorrington,  your cab had bet-
ter go round to the back, and I'll tell you
what—put your traps into'my quarters ead
you can dress there.”

“Oh ! thanks awfully,” said Jack.

Dortington looked aside at him. “Xet's
walk round—look here, mv friend, Tl give

rou the straight tip—don't let the Colonel
wear you say *awfully,” it’s like ared 1ag
to » bull and scts him off on tho Service go-
ing to the dogs, how officers ussd tobe
gentlemen, und all thatsort_ of thing, and
all the fellows who have to sit and listen to
his tommy-rot will hite you like foisan."

“Thank you,"” Jack said gratefully.

He had already had alittle expericuce of
the ways of commnnding officers and knew
the value of good advice when he saw that
it was g

“\When do your things comc—hairs—
tables—cot and ail that?” Dorrington
asked.

«] Lelieye they've con.e alresdy,” Jack re-

lied.

P “Then the sooner they are started mak-
ing you comfortable for the night the better;
or stay, I've got a second little cot id my
room-~I put my brother up sometimes when
he comes to see me.  Will you sleep there
to-night? Itll be much more comfortable
than yourowa quarters can possibly be.”
“I’s Yeally most—uncommonly good of
you,” said Jack, who had bech on the point
of using the obaorious word again.

4Nat 4t all, ot at all. Come into the
mess-room knd hayo 2 brandy and soda, and
thea Il tac- poieritnd to.the offico and in-
troquee ¥4 YWiYlivslonek - Jlo’s not in'the

of (¢

Dot af fit s ho-discovered. this

oy -
"~

ckarses, ableast they'ro coming- to-morrow,
J ‘:'%sg' faid Dotrington, gciting straight o
")

#

Juck Trevor hna lived all his life in an
ntiosphere of command, but ho thought
Dorrington cne of the very finest fellows ho
had over come acroes and hia very adinira.
tion made tho dreadful ondeal of joining
come tho casforto hfin,

I suppose you've got your chargors,”
said his now friend as they walked across
thesquaro townnds the office.

**Oh, yes—they’'ro comivg down to-
morrow, my chargers and my own gees.”

Dorrington began to bite the end of his
thumb in o thoughtlul kind of way, *IX
wonder whero the devil you'll put them?”
ho remarked.

“Whyt

¢ Because there Isn't a stall to spare in the
whole barracka. What a joke it will be if
they have to turn the Colonel’s fornge out
1o puta roof over your horses’ heads ! Now,
here wo are.”

Ho opened tho door of the office and Jack
fouud himself in the presenco of the Com-
manding Officer, who was sitting on tho
table in the corner of the reom. .

8 I've brought Mr. Trovor to see you, Sir
—~the now subalterr,” said Derrington.

“Br—How de do--how de do? Very
glad to sce you," said tie Colonel, getting
off the table for a ininuts and then immedi-
ately sitting downagain when ho had shaken
Jack by the hand—** I hopo you'll like your
work and find your quarlerz comfortable.
Mr. Dorrington must look after you and—
and put you up to our waysa little.”

Dorringtorr put up his bund ma gestuio
that was hall a salute and half anexpression
ofasscut to the Colonel’s words—Jack made
haste to ossure the commanding-officer that
this had already been done, or rather had
alrcady been begun.

“Thank you, Sir—I've already been aw—
that is uncommonly well looked after,” he
gaid, in his pleasant easy voice2-'Mr. Dor-
rington has been quite the Good Samaritan
to me.” "

“Not lLecause ¥oa have fullen among
thieves, I hope,” said the Colonel quickly,
then went off into o fit of laughter at his
cwn joke, Dorrington and Jack both icining
ires if wit so Lrilirant hadl never fallen upon
their ears before.

“Let mesee,” said the Colonel, when the
bad recovered themselves a littlo—*‘Lo
Gascoigne isyour guardian.”

“And my uncle, Sir,” Jack answarod.

“Qh, really ! Then your mother was——"

«Lady Constauco Gascoigne, Sir.”

“And your father®”

“Was Bishop of Blankhampton.”

“You don't ssy 80. Why, I once dined
with him at the Palace—-1 remember him
well.  He was once head-master of—"

% Yes, Sir, he was.”

“ And avery firs fellow he was too—Iam
very glad to have his son amongst my
officere.  By-the-bye, have you gov your
horses dowa yct "

#No, Sir, they come to-norrow,” Jack
enswered.

““Ah ! yes s and how many?”

¢ Three, Sir.”

“Three—I sce.  Well, we haven't much
roomn but—er—Mr. Dorringtou, you might
speak to Mr. Long about it. Ho must tind
roow for them, of course.”

1N tell him whet you say, Sir,” said
Dorrington with grin humour, and Jack,
remembering his little story about the foller
Shed, was seized with awild desire to go off
nto a fit of laughing. Ha&pily tha Coloncl
dismissed themthen, and they wero abie (o
go out into the open uir and luugh as much
as they pleased.

*‘Here's old Long comiug," said Dorring-
ton as they walked back across the square.
“Long, tlis is the new subaltern, Mr. Tre-
vor.”

The Quarter-Master put out Lis hand.
“Very glad 10 sco you.”

*How Q’you do ¥ said Jack.

“3r. Trevor has brought down three

Gocg—~“‘and. the.Colonel says. you'vo
“%d 0P . aonicwh{m or
A}

.t §mo Tald the Quartér

Wi 5
=X Be¥rackxare clastic. T
1yt Jbrog oxtz horses arg go-
» jie)¥ ounyhorses out nto

- <R tomight &g thinl: abous
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o Chief |

& ¥ think the Colo-

me

n>.soothingly.. -

somehiow and.youn'll probably have to pay
toll, 80 to speak.”

*Ob, I shall get over that,” sald Jack
good-natyredly,

Well, after this Jack really 5 *t on uncom-
monly well—ho wus ©* drawn’ thofirst night
that he slopt In his own quarters, which
wero smalland poky and liko the roynl **wo”
oxpieased more than thero wos to oxpress;
and the sccond night they made lm{ in his
rooms, and thio third they tried him by mess-
room court-martial for one or two tritling
blunders ho had mado during the day. Yet
on thoe wholo he got on remarkably well aud
was soon at home among his brother-officers,
sooncr than ho was in tho strange muzes of
Rrighton Socicty, whose two hundred and
fifty clearly defined and distinct cliquss soon
make the unwary one, who goes therefeeling
in love and charity with all men, learn to
tread like a woary pilgrim on unboiled peas.
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Beantifa Snow.

The carliest known publication of the
pocin was in Ziarper's ¥eelly on November
8, 1838. Ita toxt is as follows:

Oh ! the snow, tho Leautiful anow,
Filling the sky and carth below ;

Over the housetops, over the atrect,
Over the.heads of the people you meet,

ancinﬁ... g
irting,

) Skimming along,
Beautiful snow, it can do.no wrong't
Elyiug to kiss a fair lndf"s cheok,
Clinging to lips in a frolicsome freak.
Beautiful anow, from the Heaven above,
Pure as an augel, gently as lovs )

Oh ! tho snow;, the beautiful snow,

How the flakes gather and laugh as they go,
Whirling about ia its maddening fun ;

It play(s: l::s its glee with every one!

g,
i.\ughing,
Hurrying by.
It lights on the faco and it sparkles the eye,
And e{’gn t(}xe dogs, with a laugh anda

un

Spap at the érystals that eddy around:
The town is alive and its hieart is aglow
To welcome the coming of buautiful snow !

How wild tho crowd gocs swaying along,
Hailing éach other with humor and song !
How the gay sledges, like meteors, flash by,
Bright for the moment,. then lost to tho

eye;

Ringing,

Swinging,
Dashing they go,

Over the crust of the beautifal snow
Snow 8o pure when it falls from the sky ;
To be trampled in mud by the crowds rush-

ing by;

To be trampled and ¢racked by the thou-
sands of feet,

Till i4 blends with the filth in the horrible
strect !

Once I was puro as the snow, but I full!

Fell li}t:ou the snow-flakes from heaven to
ell; N

Fell to be trampled as filth of the street ;

Fell to be scoffed, to be spat on and beat ;

Curainf).
reading to die,
Selling my soul to whoover would buy,
Dealing in shame for n morsel of bread,
Hating the living and fearing the dead.
Mcrci?ul God ! have I fallen so low?
And yet I was nuce liko'the beautiful snow !
Once I was fair axit  beautifal snow.
With an sye lin. its .iystal, a heart like its
ow :
Onco Igwas loved for my innocent .
Flattered and sought for the charma of my
face?
Father,
- Mother,
Sisters, all,
God, and mysclf I have lost by my fall
Theo veriest wretch that goes shivering by
Wilt ml;o‘la. wide sweep lest I wauder too
nighs
_"¥or of all that is on or above me I know
There is nou!li.ug that's parcas the beautiful
v Show

‘ ‘Ho‘f:ﬁ:nngc it should ba that this beautiful

- stow
Should<fall on a sinner with nowhare to go;
How strange it should be, when the night
coines again, .

If the atiow and tho ice struck my desperate

,,,,,,

lgying alone,
cked for prayir, tooaveak for a groan
«heard: it the streets of the crazy

towni* )
g Y Ju s tlic joy of-the suow coming
hee .3

S\ighin my terrible woe
?\a.:hmud_ of the leautiful

N

STRANGE STORY OF A CRIME.

Wus The Wrong Man Manged 2

On Tucsday week Mr. Churton, County
Coroner, Cherter, received o letter from o
cormsrondcub at Now Orleaus, stating that
amanhad confessed to the rertorof St Paul’s
thero that Ue murdered John Bobbington,
gamokeeper to Mr, Edwin Corbett, ot Til
stono Lodge, Tarporley, for which Joha
Blagg was oxccnl:{l at Cliester in 1857 Mr.
Churton remembored the trial and the execu-
tion of Blagg. Tho ovidenco was purely
cirenmstantial, tho chief point being foot-
print corresponding to Blagg's boots. ‘Iho
man who hias mado u confession states that
ho borrowed Blagg's bootson the night of
the murder. A press representative on
Saturday visited Alpmhawm, tho locality in
which the inysteriousmurder of the gawmo-
keeper DBebbington took place thirty.threo
years ago, M. Blagy, tho widow of John

Blng;i'. the man who was oxocuted, still .
n

livesin the villago, in o cottage almost with.
ing stono's throw of the sceno of tho tragedy.
Sheis advanced in years, andiscin poor
circimnstances, but is ablo tocarn a few
shillings as » teacher or caretaker of her
noighbors’ little children. Inreply-to ques.
tion ehe said:—‘“On tho night 'beforo the
murder there came a rap at our door when
Johnand I were togother. 1 opeacd thedoor,
and theio was John Jones. Lnever did liko
that man. Tasked what hs wanted, and ho
called my husband outside. X wondered
what waa on, and when John camein again
I asked him, and be said “‘Oh; nothing.’
1Vell hie got his boots froin-where they wire
usually kept, and gavé themt to Jonos,
Jones cama inside, and.took .off his clogs,
end.! {t them in our houge. Ho very seldom
v sclogs, but he had clogs on when he
cawmo to our honso that night, X can't say
whetlfer it was o plot betweeh them, and £
did not & t at the time that anything
wrotg would bé done.” Thae reporter sug-
gested that the real pointin the caze was
us to whothek her husband- was at home
throughoat that night. Mrs, Blagg replied
thasho was, butin answer tpanotherquestion
said-ho got up, sho thonﬁht, tbout four
o'clock in the morning. $he supposed he
went out, but when she.- got up. betwewn
six an sevan o'clock, he, was sitting in the
kitchen, having lighted a fire and prepared
breakfast Thiere was nothing nnusual in
his manner or ap ce. ‘Theboots had
then Leen returned.  She could not say how
or when he had received them back. She
heard of the murder a ~ou e of hours unfter-
wards,  Before the pol.- » came for her hus-
band she saw them pass <ith Jones, who
looked palo and agitated. . But they did not
keep him, she added. They only wanted
her husband, as thoy “had 1t in” for hiu.
Asked why her husband was at all suspect-
cd, the old lady said that various stories
were going about the village, one of which
was that her husband had been heant to
swear ho would shoot the keeper. It was
not true, she was perfectly sure. He was
suchan inoffensivo man that Lo would not
do an injury to anyonc. Mre. Blagg was
able to tell from memory all theitetails
of the arrest of her hushand, wlo offered no
resistance, and simnply said hio was innocent,
though his own_boots aud yun were used.
It scomed to pain tho old lady to recall the
farcwell sceno on the day beforo the execu-
tion, when she, with their little daughter,
since dead, had a last interview with the
condemned man at Chester Castle.  fHus
words to her at p:\rtin¥ were, “lam asin-
nocent as that child, I have not had justice.
They have goncagainst me justos they liked
and thoy might as well have hanged me on
the nearest cak. But nover mind. I in-
tend to go
TO TIIF. SCAFFOLD,

for T shall never tell.” She asked him if
there was apything aho might do for him,

aud he replied, ‘*No, you have a bit of
money. It will be of nouso to monow.
Tt will be of uso to you. Don't part with it
for my sake.” “'Ho never said how il wus
dono,” remarked Mrs. Blagg, “but at one
jnterview he did say tomethat if he disclés.
cd all that he know he wouid be transported
for life, and he would prefer instant death.’

The old-lady pathetically concluded—*And

now, after 33 long years, when it was let
alone asa thing to bo forgotten and buried
in time, it hag risen up again in this new
form. I wonld ratherit wer '2 alone.”
Mrs, Bla%g tutned awne: in tears. The
Inndlord of a villngo inn informed the same
reporter that up to two year ago Jones, who
was a wheelwright, wayg employed in tho
Potterics, and on ouc occasior sinee ho ad
vasited Alpratar,, and called at that houso
for somo refreshment.  There is certainly a
difference of opinion in tho locality whero
tho tragedy took place, and whcm}mt-
ics wero so well known, as to the alleged
jnnocenco of Blagg. 01d inhobitants agree
tint he was & notorious poacher, and in diz-
position was vesy sullen and reserved,
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