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other tools of his trade; a young, wellgrown lad he
was, with shining eyes. The grimy fellow pointed to n
similar brench in the doorway of the house, and said,
threateningly :

‘ See here, you, do you know that I put that there ?°

The professor mspected the huge may and nodded,
comprehendingly,

‘ Yes, yes !’ he said, with a smile of radiant friend-
liness. ‘I understund ! Ah, love, love! DBut don’t
despair, my friend, perhaps the young woman will give
vou the preference over vour rival, 1 see you have se-
lected betudn pendula. the so-called weepine birch, Why
was that ? You should not lose courage so quichly
Good morning to vou., my dear fellow.’

With these words of comfort he turned and continucd
his walk. The other stared after him in perplexity, then
pulled the door-bell violentlv, anhd when the maid came
to the door, hegan a harangue in tones which d:d noti
harmonise with the gentle tribute he had laid on the
door sill at dawn.

When Miss Greta Schaffner came down to breakfast
an hour later a letter lav beside her plate. She smiled
ns she recogniscd the handwriting.

* Well, Babette, did you get any may ? ' she asked
the housckeeper as she opened the envelope. She had
innocently stumhled on a sore peint, for DBabette had
waited twenty years for her first may, and found the
reminder of it bitter,

‘ Good heasens ! ’ she said, shrugging her shoulders,
‘T am glad that no one bothers me with such nonsense.
‘The girl next door has fought with her young man al-
ready this morning because he came along as an  old
gentlaman from the town was leaving a piece of may
for her.’

Greta wias not listening ; her whole mind was occu-
pied with the verses of the amateur poet. ‘ Yes ?’ she
asked ahsenl-mindedly, and continued reading.

‘ Yes,” Babette went on, eveing her. ‘T don't Lnow
what has come over the citv folks: they arc plaving
all sorts of tricks. Now, look what was on our win-
dow ledge this morning ! The night watchman, the one
who took our Aror to the pound, saw who put it there
And who do you think ? Youne Dr. Borndorf.’

The paper in Greta’s hand t{rembled ; she prew pale
and stared speechlessly at the sprayv of wild cherry that
Babette placad beside her plate.

‘Now, what do you sav to that?’ asked the good
Babette. * Was that nice 7’

‘No, certainly not,” said poor CGreta, with uncteady
voice ‘Throw the masty thine into the fire, Dabette,
and sav nothing to vour master ahohit it.’

She rose and Ieft the room, and Dabette looked after
her, well satisfied.

‘ That settles it,” she thought; and <he might well

54Y 50.
»

The {heatricals were going hadly  Greta Schafinar
kad retracted her promise to take part and had fallen
out with scveral of her friends in consequence. A sub-
stitute for the character of wood-farry was found but
the poet and dircctor scemwed to hatve lost mteiest  in
the affair, and excused himsell an the plea of studies,
leaving the young ladies to do what they conld  with
higs verses by themselses  Greta Schaffner had retnrned
his poetical effusion on the true amd false mav, with
the following note :

‘ Miss Greta Schaffiner thanls Dr Karl Tioindmf for
his tactful  remembrance and begs that ke will  spare
her his attentions in future *

Since then he had Torsworn <ocreiv and Tived  avane
ald German manuscripts  1his scarnfil lady went avround
looking =0 troubled  and  pale 1hat evin hor learned
father noticed it : her diaiy was The rtepository of seve
eral closely-written pages [ull nf the |ollowness of hie,
longing for death, and impressive exclamation  points
She also spent hours walking 1n the wood-, and when
she met Professor Wendelin Borndorf, <he returned his
paternal greetine with a certain svinpathet e friendiness,
as if to commiserate him on heing afflicted with such n
nephew

Of course Drofessor Wendelin Porndof had no idea
that there was anything wrong hotween his nephew and
the fair-haired daughter of his colleague, Schaffner  Rut
ahout a week after that portentous Mav-dav he made o
great discovery. Yle was sittine in the wood on o
bench by the road which led from the town to a willage
on the heiphts, letling the mormine hreeze plav with his
venerable locks, and garine thoughifully up intn  the
branches of an oak tree in front of him Suddenly ho
hecame aware of a round ohiect that cecemrd to  pro-
trude from the middle of o hroad hiranch  ITe 1emforeed
the spectacles by the lorgnette, peered np  exeitedly,
muttering to himself, and finally rose and began g ven-
lous attemipt to clamber up the tree Dut the trunk was
too thick and the lowest Liranch was several teef ahote
his highest jump

At this moment the voune chimnev-sweep happened to
come along whicstling e had wark to do in the 1il-
lage on the hill and was in a1l working tiun When
he recognised the old gentleman he stopped whigtling
and scowled, .

“Ah, my lad, vou come at the right time with vour
ladder,’ criad the professor in delieht, * Would vou mind
helping me up this tree ” T helicve I sce something up
there that demands my presence '

An unholy grin spread over the face of the chimney-
sweep,

‘T'Il take care of vou all right !’ he said, placing
the ladder against the trec The professor monnted,
swung himself into the branches, and climbed toward his

goal with such eagermess that he did not see his helper
take away the ladder and hide behind a bush some dis-~
tance off.

* It actually is viscum album, the popular mistletoe !
T he .ﬁrst. time I bave ever scen the species on this sort of
trea: eried the professor from above, greatly excited.

N_ow we  will see how he gels down again,’ said
the chimney-swoep helow, complacently.

Half an hour jater Greta Schaffner came and  sat
down on the hench. She loved this place, so shady and
solemn, particulurly when the wind played among the
branches.

“hhe Jorest rusiles, the dlouds fioal Ly, © she «fua-
ted. and raised her BLlue eves to the tree. There, close
o the wistlevoe, shie saw (he professor, with blackened
hands and dangling legs. e bowed to her benevolently,
pomted_to. the parasite, and catled down :

. " This is indeed a lucky 1norning, dear child. See
this big piece of mistletoe. viscum album, The common
;woplq call it also ouk mistletoe, but, as a matter of
fact, it very seldom grows on the oak trees, and this
18 the first time 1 have ever scen it im our locality, Am
1 not to be congratulated 7’

‘How did you get up there, asked
Greta,

. " A kind yound man, a chimney-sweep, helped me with
his ladder. But I don't see him now. Do ygu see him
anywhere, child ¢ *

*T sce neither man nor ladder,’ replied Greta.

‘ Oh,” said the I'rofessor, ‘fi am sorrv. 1 remember
now that I neglected to ask him to wait. Will you
please get me another ladder. my dear ? I really think
1 had better not attempt to jump.’

“Tor Licaven's sahe, don't, DProlessor ' * eried Qreta.
* Stay where vou are, and T will see if T can get help.”

She must have walked about five minutes hefore she
saw two people : they were her father and—Ir. Borh-
dorf. The dn;ehoimralh had brounght his companion into
this secluded place 1o confide to him his theories regard-
ing certain questions of Gothic acoustics, Hastily, and
without looking at Karl, Greta told her father of the
professor’s plisht

‘H'm ' What are we going {o do nhout tt ? ' asked
the geheimrath * If vou were to notify the fire depart-
ment to send the hook and ladder company——"'

‘T think we can manaee,’” interrupted the doctor,
stretching himseli to the full height of his tall figure,
“if Miss Schafilner will show usithe way to the tree.’

‘ With pleasure,’ sajid Qreta. coldly. and led the way.

* The hypoerite ' ' she thought, *ITe has sat under
that tree with me for manvy vears, and hnows where it
is as well as T do. He only wishes to annoy me with
his presence ’

Tha profescor was waving a branch of mistletce at
them in the distanee,

* A _splendid diseovery my friends ! 7 he cried.  But
where is vour ladder 27

‘T am afrnid we must do withont, unele *
doctor, standine under the trec.
your font on my shonlder ’

“That isn't necessarv, gir said the chimney-sweep,
emerging from s hidine-place “The old gentleman
should hare whistled for me: T was in the wood nick-
me wild flowers Mot T want to take this chance to ask
the aentleman whv he hrourht mv oirl a mav branch
when he didn't even know  her Sneh fonlishness isn't
dignified far a learned eentleman with white hair’

The professor meantime had deseended the ladder. He
Ioohed al his gquestioner in ammasement

“ABY he said. “now 1 remember. Tt was in Dis-
imarek streed, wasn't 102 Why, v deay jellow, that was
a rustal e You refer fo a Lhranch of Howering may tied
with o Dlne oibhion, do vou et ? 1L was Iving on  the
witidow-will when T ocame along. | took 1t away quite
ahsent-mimmdedly, amd was merely putling it hack.’

Dr. Kari Dorndorf leaked d@éabtiully at s uncle and
then at Greta, who had chonged color, and was leaning
agamst the oak

“Are vou surve, unele. that yon put the mav back
in the right window * ' he ashed. * Perhaps it helonged
to 1he next house.’

“There was a wild cherry hranch there,” said Greta,
with downeast eyes, pulling at an gak leaf

" Oh, good gracous, ves ' oexdlaimed the professor.
‘T had been carrving that in mv hand  Where could my
wits have been that morning 2 Ah, 1ell me, my friend,’
he continned. taking the geheimrath a few paces aside,
“do vou suppose dhal this unknown servant girl of vonr
neighbor’s could—uwhat shall T say ?>—biing a suit against
moe on account of ting misunderstanding ?° It would be
ey unnpleasant.’

fNa, T don’t thmk so.” Tanghed the goheimirath, and
hie beckoned to the chumnev—sweep

‘You sce, my man,’ he sard, “ it was< all o mistake.’

ALl right.” replied the sweep. * We've made it up,
anyvway, nie pwd mv girl ?

“And T am very glad to hear it,” saud the professor,
diring wnto his pochet  ‘ ITere, take this and give it to
your fiancee '’

The sweep exed the gold piece undecidedly.

‘T won't take any presentg for my giirl,” he said at
last, *but 17’11 tell vou. T'11 tnhe it for helping you into
the tree’” Withh which he pocketed the gold piece and
walked off.

‘B¢ this is the mistleloe, is it 2’ asked the geheim-
riath, examining the twiz in his colleague’s hand. * Cur-
ieus 1 1Tt was a sacred plant to our heathen forefathers,
Al von know that in England 1t still retains certain
traditions of love ; il a mav catches a girl under the
nnstletoe at Christimastide he may kiss her. And now,
what are you young people deing 7 °

Proiessor 7'

said the
‘But if yeu will put
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