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The Grandmother's Faded Flower.

“Oh grandmother dear, a masqucrade ball t
A ball, X'do declare!

I'll rohe mynelfﬂch in costime of old,
In aitrain;'and powdered hair.

And #'benutifal girl ofsixtecn years !
Knelt by her grandmother's chest;
While that stately dame, in a hish-blckt.d
chair, | .
Smijled at each ﬁmulnm

“Brogades and silks, and eatins antique,
Were strewn in confusion rare
Roundshe fujr youug glrl, yhile dlamond and
puarl
Bhe wound in her bright brown hair.

“What's thiu? What's this?’ she jestingly
cried,
Hu!ding high a fided flower;

“ Why treasure it hure, my guudmothur dear
With relics of bridsl dower ¥

. “ MY child, it ix dearer far to mo

Lhan silk, or wntin, oy pearl;
For jt 'minda my well of Yuuizhed hours,
ur hunu \l‘h\.u I Wiq 2 gtrl.

"“A,v, wall )i ruunrulmr “the “day "Img wyne” [

When my first love, lust love—gonu—
Came to my side with this then freah flower;

! I'tms a beuuul’ul ppilug-liky mory.

“ But he's gone befur\.—-i;u many u year!
Hil.lh Flu ! the pearls are thine ;

I'll meot him yet in perenninl spring;
Doii't crash tho Ho wer—Iu's m:m it

And t{;u fair girl gazed in mute surprise
At thie tear and’ Hushing choek;
Kisned the teur away. then her thoughts would

siray
T'o thy ball of the eoming week,
& * L R #

The ball is o’er—a pure white bud
}lo folda 1o her throbbing breast—
Bhe bas learned the power of the fading flower
She found in her grund-demo’s chest,
m

HARRIED 1N 1 lL\IJ VAR,

BY AMY RANDOLEN,

“Five and fifty years,” said Squire
Dackworth, mesditatively, shaking the
ushes 01t of his pipe, “five and fifty
yeurs, A mau an't likely to be married,
I guoss, when he's lived satisfied  with a
ulugle lot nll these yeuirs,”

“Stranger thmhs heye been known to
happen, Unele ])u:.k\mr;,h," sul-l Ierdi-
nund App-rley, who was n graceless col-
lege boy, of nincteen oy thercabouts.

“Not in these lere parts, I jruess,”
apined the Squire.

“Well, but, Uncle, 1thmgs are so dif-
ferent from what q,lwi used to be,” per-
sisted Ferdinund, “You sce, there never
has been a period hniura when Womén’s
lhghls were in the ascondant ay they ave
npw.'

“I don't see ns Lhat. affects my partic-
wlur case,’ salll Squire Dmkworlh “r
an't arwoman.’ ;

“Ah, but you llunl‘. compn.hmd the
immingnce of the danger,” enid Ierdi-
rand solemnly,

“Th?" anid the fquire.

“With Miss Arimathea Jenkyns liv-
ing next door, and leap-year at that,”
added young Apperley, mischievously
enjoying his relative's growing counsteriin-
tion.

worthy.

“But you don’ ta] pose—""

. “I snppose nothmg,", mturrqpted Fer- 1,

dinand, I only put ‘the cuse prohlu-

ml.tic.ally, just to convince you sir, that

you/can’t be too careful.”
“Oh pshaw I” said the Squire, uneasily

| drawing 2 huge yellow silk pocket hand-
kerchief across his brow, “4ou ¢an't seurd

me with your collegé nonsétise, Ferdy.

g _A man cun't bamnrh&d \hthnut snvln
‘T will,’ no more’n a wotuan.”

‘But when he went to the villnze that
afternoon, Ferdinand noticer! that he tovk
the way down Hollow Dam, a gmood
eighth ®f & mile out of his way, sooner
than pasa the cnsements of Misk Arim-
athea Jenkyns' one story residence, next
to his own, on the hibh roind.

“I've msde some impression on him, at
all events,” said Ferdy to himself, with n

sparkle of merry diablerie in his eycs.

The Squire was sltt.lug in the hr:.llght
that evening, enjoying the seison b tween
daylight and dusk, technically known px
“blind man’s hol:day."“ hen there sound-
¢d a soft tap on the panels of the door.

. “Come in,” said the Squire; and a tall
form entered, clad in sober hlack, with a
bonuet of rusty bombazine trimmed with
a huge jet buckle.
. “Good-evenin’ t'ye, Miss Avimathea,”
said the Squire a little tremulously, ns
he recognized the bonnet und garb of his
gpinster neighbor, “That thure colt o
mine been breaking through pickets
again? I declato to graciouy ['ve n great
mind to sell him'!"

S Tien’t that, Squire; thank-you kind:
ly,” was the answer.

“Sect down, set down!” said Mr, Dock-
“Bless me, what a cold vou've
got—you're ns hoarse as a crow "'

“Ahem!" said Miss Arimathea.
weather is trying to weak lungs;
called on business, Squire.”

“I knew it was the colt,"”
Squire, despairingly,

“But it ain’t the colt,” said Miss
Jenkyns.  “Iv’s myself, Squire.”

“Oh!” gaid the gentleman.

“I have concluded,” went on his visi-
tant, “to tuke advantage of the rights
accorded to our sex by the vear, and—
aud—in short, Squire—"

Mr. Dockworth moved his chair a lit-
tle back, hur Miss Avimathea anticipated
the movement by sinking theatrically on
one knee hefore him, e

“Joshua, will you be mine ?” she mur-
mured, with what might have besn eithor
a sab or a hysterie lnugh.

“I—I"d rather not,” said the Squire,
hitehing his chair back w little further
still,

“Jozhua ! wonld you break my heart '

“I gaess "tan't so brittle as all that,”
said the Squire uneasily,

“I love you, Joshun Dockworthy—1I
have loved you these ten years,” stam-
mered the Iady, still on hor knees.  “Say
—oh, say you will be my own! I'ma
frood cook, Joshua—I'm a mhster hand
with men's shirts, and everybody knows
that n pluce an't a place: without a wo-
mun to slick it ap.”

“T know,” said tho %qulm, “but—"

Miss Arimathen rose to her feet and
flung her arms ubout the Squire’s neck.

“Joshua! Joshua! you.will say Yes!"”

There was a rattling at the door latch
of the room heyond. The Bquire grow
scarlet as the possibility of Ferdinand
Apperley breaking in upon his unoxpect-
ed tote-u-tete occurred to his mind.

“Take your arms away,” said the
Squire nervously. “Pleaso. There's a
dear gir] ?"

*Not until you epeak the word that is
to seal my future bliss,”” persisted Miss
Jenkyns, letting the rusty honnet dranp
on his shoulder,

“Tlhia
but |

said the

“Quick it gra.sped our heru “tlmrca
sone one coming,'

“Say Yes, then, dearest Jmhua

The footsteps drew nearer.
prused almost at the door,

“Yes?” gasped the Squire, breaking
into & clammy pernplrntmn all over—

“yes, yes. Oaly golli.

Miss Arimnthea Jmk\ ni only paused
for n parting pressume of her lips to Ler
ancient lover's brow, and hurried away
with subdued rustling of sombre drap-
erics; while on the other side of the dvor,
the threatening sound of footsteps passed
by without any one entering.

“Thank goodness for that!” said Mr,
Dockworthy to kimaglf. “If that young
rascal Ferdy had Im‘rponcd in just (hen
—But what, what have I done? En-
gaged wmyselt’ to marry that old maid!
I, at five and fiftyjyears of age! I'd
hetter go into a lunafic usylum. at once.
What will Ferdinundl say? I wonder if
L couldn’t go to Chirin or California or
Japan, or some of tho:e far away places!
Or, perhaps, it ight be hetter to swear
her over to keep thepence, or—"

Aund Squire Dockforthy smote his two
hand despairingly off the bald spot on the
top of his head, agf he reflected on the
futility of any remelf short of matrimony
for this ailment of'] ip-year.

Yet na he mused dn past, present and
future, he could nog help thinking that
mitny n mun had fouhd & worse help-meet
after all than Mits Avimnthea Jenkyns,
She wax not young (6 bo sure, but then
neither way he.s Hlighw
proity : she wasa very handy at a wed-
ding or funeral; she comprehended per-
tectly the exigencies of the needle; and
she was just tho element that he needed ;
to brighten up the solitury old furm
house.

They

“It an't a bud iden,” snid the Squire
to himself; “hut I wish she had'nt been
the one to propose it.  Very likely I'd
ha' thought of it myself, if ghe'd gin me
time.  Fiowever, leap-year is leap-
vear, and I don't suppose we ought to
blume the women for takin' whatever
advantages the lnw allows ’em. I won't
suy nothin' to Ferdy, but I'll just drop
over there in the course of the morning.”

Mr, Dockworthy was as good as his
word. Miss Arimnthen Jenkyns' break-
fust dishes wera hardly washed up, the
next day, when he walked in,

How pretty she Imoked,
blossomed cabbage-rose, or a dahlia,
or uny other nature bloom, in
the neat black gingham gown and white
bib apron she wore, stunding in front of
the kitchen sink. Not a gray hair in
her abundant brown hair tresses—not a
crow’s foot at the corner of her eyes.

“Well, Squire,” said Miss Jenkynsg,
with nonchalance, ns she wrung out her
disheloth and hung it on a nail at the
corner of the dresser.

“I've come to talk that there little
matter over with you.”

“What little matter 7

“Why, about our being married.”

Miss Jenkyns paused with the bib-
apiron half untied, and stared at the
Equire with wondering blue eyes.

“My snkes alive!” she ejnculated,
“who's talking about being married?
Nobody has nsked me yet, und if they
did, I'm not by any means certain that I
should say Yes."”

“But they've asked me,”
Bquire beamingly.

“Mho hns "

“Why, yon—haveun't you?”

“Joshua Dockworthy, are you crazy ?"
demanded Miss Jenkyns with dignity;
“I asked you 7"

“Yes; last night,
ber "

like a full

said the

Don’t you remem-

Aaivy freshoand | s
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 “Last mght! “'h\, “widow ] Per(.y

took tea here, and spent the' evening,

and I never went across my owi thres-
hold. Andif I had, it isn't likely that I
should po philandering "over to your
hicuse to ask you to marry me, I guess ?”

“Well, then,” said the Squire, “look
here. It's a trick of that rasca! Ferd-
inand—one of his college games.”

“That's ‘probable cnough,” said Miss
Jenkyns, who looked prettier than ever,
with reddened checks and shining eyes.

The Squire’s countenange fell; he was
more disappointed than he cared to own.

“Look here, Arimathes,” =said he,
+Don’t you &’pose—"'

“Yes,” said Miss Jenkyns, laughing
and coloring, “I do suppose—that is, you
wished it very much.”

“Well, T do,” said the Bquire. “And
I'll tall you what—we'll be even with
Ferdinund Apperley yet.”

And when the young colleginn heard
that his chances of an inheritance from
his rich bachelor uncle were to be dim-
inished by the marriage of that elderly
relative, he stared in dismay.

“You are really going to be married,
uncle ?" gasped he.

“IReally und surely.”

And what on earth has put it iuto
your head ?'’

“Leap year, I think,” said the Squire,
with a sober twinkle in his eyes, which
revealed to Ferdinand that the uncle
Liad detected his trick.

The Briken an
A STORY FOR BOVA T e
A boy went to live with a man who

was aecounted a hard master. He never

kept his boys; they ran away or gave
notice they meant to quit; soho was half
his time without and in search of a boy.

The work was not very lhard—opening

und sweeping out the shop, chopping

woud, goiug errands and helping round,

At lust Bam Fisher went to live with

him. “Sam’s a good boy,” said his moth-

er.  “I should like to sce a hoy now-a-
duys that had a spark of goodness in
him,"” growled the new master.

It is always bad to begin with a man
who has no confidence in you; beeause, if
you do your bost, you are likely to have
little credit for it. However, Sam
thought he would try; the wages were
good, and his mother wanted him to go.
Sam had been  there but three days, be-
fore, in sawing o cross-grained stick of
wood, he broke the saw, He was a little
frightened. He knew he was careful,
and he knew he was a pretty good saw-
ver, too, for a boy of his nge; nevertheless,
the saw broke in his hands,

“And Mr. Jounes will thrush you for it,”
said another boy who was in the wood.
house with him. “Why of course I didn't
mean it, and aceidents will happen to the
best of folks,” said S8am, looking with a
very sorrowful air on the broken saw.
“Mr, Jones never makes any allowances,”
said the other boy; “I never saw any-
thing like him. That Bill might have
stayed, only he jumped into a hen's nest
and breke her eggs. He darn’t tell of it;
but Mr. Jones kept suspecting and sus-
pecting, and laid everything out of the
way to Bill, when Bill couldu’t stand
it, and wouldn't.”

“Did he tell Mr., Jones about the eggs ?”
asked Sam. “No,” said the boy; “he waa
"fraid; Mr. Jones has such a temper.” “I
think he'd better owned just at once,”
said Sam. *I suspect you'll find it easier
to preach than practice,” said the boy.
“I'l run away before I'd tell him,” and
soon turned on his heel and left poor Bam
alone with his broken saw,

The poor boy did not feel very com-

.

fortable or happy, Ie shut up the wood.

S b i
We uotme that. Colonel Atkmsun uf"

=il i
huuse. walked out into _&ha unrdcn, and
then went up to hislittlachamper under
the caves. ; He wished he t-qur'l{l tell Mrs,
Jones; she wasn’t mu.lablt., ‘and 'Ke Kad
rather nat.  “Oh, my, God,” ald Sam,
falling upon his kuew, "help uu. tn do
the thing that is right” '~

I do not know wlpal. nma 1; wns, but
when Mr. Jones came into the house the
boy heard him. . Hec got up, crept down
stairs, and met Mr. Jones in the kitchen.

“Sir,” said Sam, “I broke your saw,
and I thought I'd come and tell you
'fore you saw it in the morning,”

“I should think morning soon euotlgh
to tell of your curclessness, Why do you
come down to-night "’

Tecause,” said Sam, *I was afraid if
I put it off I might be  tempted to tell n
lic about it. I'm sorry Ibroke it, I'tried
to be careful.”

Mr. Jones looked at the boy from head

“Shake hands; I'il trust you, Bam. Thsl'l‘- 53
right. Go to bed, hoy. ‘Never tenr. 11
glad the saw broke; it shows the amettle's
in you. Go to bed.”

Mr. Jones was fairly won. hevcr‘ml‘o
better friends after that than Ban dnd
he. Sam thinks that justice hasnot béen’
done Mr. Jones. Ifthe boys had'treated
him honestly and “above board” he wolild'**
havo been a good mean to live with. It"*‘
was their conduct which soured and madu
him suspicicus. 1 do not know how this
is; I only know that Bam Fisher finds in
Mr. Jones o hnd and fmthlhl mnstor

. e —— REATD,

Cobb County, near Marietta, Ga., has a
grove, of several acres of common chest-
nuts, from which he proposes, so soon as
the trees come into hearing, to gather the
fruit for market, We have been sur-
prised that some progressive man lins not
loug since commenced the cultivation of
the chestout us o matter of 'profit—as
the nuts bring from 84 to $8 per bushel
in the murkets of the world, and scarce
even at those prices, Land that is
scarcely fit, or too poor for almost any
other purpoee, wiil producethe chestnut
in luxuriance, it seems to be the home of
the fruit. We are glad that Colonel
Atkinson has embarked in the entérprise,
and havo no doubt of his sucees.

Dertit To PLANT BEED.—The proper
dopth to plant seed is & question of con-
siderable importance and one which, like
many other similar questions relating to
plant’s growth, cannot receive a definite
answer thut would be of general or uni-
versal application, In dry sandy soil,
situated in dry climates, a decper cover-
ing will be required, than would be ju-
diciousa where hoth goil and climate indi.
cate the reverse of these conditions, For
instance, it has been shown that peas con.
tinuolonger in bearing condition on sandy
eoils, when sown at s depth of six
inches than they do when placed near
the surface, and it is said that the Indians
upon the tahle lands of the Colorado plant
corn 10 or 12 inches below the surface
with the best results; but if planteq with
only one or two inches of covering, the
crop fails, Scedsalso vary in their ab.
ility to penctrate depths of soil in gor-
minating. Loguminous seeds, and some
of the largest seeding gramine, can be
planted decper than those of a lighter
character, ": has been given as a gen.
erul rulr aat all seeds germinate most
speedi’ when covered with a depth of
80il eq..l to their own thickneas. and
where the constant presence of sufficient
moisture for germination oan he main.
tained. This rule is, perhaps, as nearly
correet as any that can be given,

to foot; then strotching our his -handjia,



