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‘The Stqryteller

MAY

What a beautiful spring it was ! Just as if it had
been made 1o order by a poet for a happy pair of
lovers. ln the beginnmg of Marceh the last 1ce carnival
had been nheld, at which fair-haired Greta Schaflner had
uarrelled with her true kmght, the young prolessor, Kari
orndorf. leading ber shrewsl friends 1o conelude for the
hundredth tune that these two would be the next to
become engaged. Six weeks later the gandens and or-
chards which surrounded the town amd extended to the
beach forest on the beights were covered with white
cherry blessoms. The farmer does not like so early a
spring, but the city people delighted in it, and the skies
were in accotdance with the feeling of the majority, and
continued the fair weather as if there were a full supply
of it for 2]l succeeding months.

In the garden of the university, outside the windows
of auditorium No. 8, a nightingale sat emong the blos-
soms of a great magnolia tree and sang as insistently
as if he alone had the right at this season. to lecture
to the studenis. Ji was small woender, when one con-
siders that his was the only course that had been begun
punctually on the first day of the summer term, the 2nd
of April, for years and years. Dut he had never fdund
hiz desk, the magnolia trec, so beautifully decorated
since his first return from the long vacation on the Nile.
S50 he made o special efort this time ; be had already
been addressing the class for twe wecks, day and night,
and 1t was nhot hus fault if one ol the siudents behind
the window panes allowed his observations to pass un-
heeded:

At any rate, they influenced Professor Karl Borndori,
who on the last day of this sunny, lazy April, as on
every cGther Tuestday and  TFriday, from six to seven
o'clock, Iectuired on ' Oid Germanic Myths and Folk
Lore.” To-day, when he came to the end of his speech,
he raisctd his eves {from his hook and sintled at his col-
league 1n the magnolia  Then, with a commanding look,
as a gencral collects his forces, he caught the attention
of his pupils, who were already beginning to put up
theit bools, stroked his brown moustache, and said :

‘ Even among olir owh surroundings, gentlemen., at
this particular season of the vear we find many of these
old Germanie customs springmg to life again like the
flowers and the songs of spring and of love—like love
jtself. To-day, as 1n centuries past, on the eve of the
day which was once the most important festival of the
Germanic peoples, the villnge vouths go into the coun-
try with great secrecy. There they gather the flowering
may, and on the fHirst night of May they place it hefore
the windows ol their swweethearis ag a declaration, often,
perhaps, the frst formal acknowledgment of their feelinga
and hopes Tt the maiden who is gier coy, arvogang,
and cold is given the false mayv, and when she opens her
windows on Mav-dav she finds o Lranch of the gnarled
wild cherry as a sign that she has dmien  away  the
guitor, who thns shows her what her character is—early
blossoming, but hard, obstinate, and untender, We of
the ¢ities have forgotien this flower language, gentle-
men, and have eachanged 5t for other learning., Dut its
spirtt reaches us frem Gime to time, and in the suburbsg
at least, nhere the wvillas of the city husiness man ¢n-
croach on tho lledd nields one who gets up  carly
enongh <hall find here and there on the firet of Mav a
house before which 1s Iad the mayv—or possibly the false
may .’

After this thicconrse D Kar! Torndorf took Ieave of
his thirec fasthiul pupils  and left auditerium No. 8 to
take an eovening walk 1 the woods and work out pocti-
cally the cubstance of his learned romarks

ITeaven hnd endowed Tl Hiberally The voutn? pro-
fessor  had already a fair reputation for scholarship,
and, in additton to heing well connected, he was  the
furorite rnpil of 1he  welldinnwn Geheimrath Schaffnen
and nephew of old Profesecor Wendelin Borndorf, who
occumed the chair of bhetanv in the university and was
as famous for his learning as for his ahgentmindedness
But as o budding poet Dr Borndorf was the soul of all
private theatricals and cnch affaurs in eolloge eircles e
was o valuable assistant, whe alwavs found something
anpropriaie (o write for a ' nealter-abend, a iuhilee, a
dedication, or a charifv farr Without imagining him-
sell a Goethe, he  plied {his art of versemaking with
untiving wilhngnese and even with pleasure, when the
name of Oreta Schafiner was among thnse whe had need
of il

COf comnrse she is to bhe there aeain,’ he wonld  re-
mark in the same  tone and with the same resignoed

smile with which Creta, when she was invited to take
part in these entertainmenfs, said
‘Well we must learn aneother dazen of Dr. Born-

dorf's allegorical verses b heart and aceept his lectures
an incorreet intopation  patiently at rehearsals ' The
patienca was of a peenliar kind. to he sure, and the
intercourse hetween atnthor and leading ladv was puncin-
afed hy remarks as sharp as a hedgehog's quills . but
the strange thing was thot he gave her the host parts
and the prettiest vorses time after time, and that she
followed his instructions mimntelv when the performance
came off, although she had ran counter to them with a
shrog of her shouviders or with aflected amiahility at
réhearsaly

*Tt's the funniest thing ahout those two.” old Mrs.
Mahlke used to say. * When they were school children—

heavens, I have known them, from their cradles |—well,
then, right through their school days they were the best
of comrades ; and now, why they quarrel so that they
can scarcely endure each other.’

But it had really gone too far at the last rehearsal.
The occasion was g little play for the * polter-abend ’ ot
a friend of Greta’s who was t0 marry a man 1in the
igresiry department, and Greta, in the role of * wood-
fairy,” had the lion’s share of poetry. At first all went
well, but when Dr. Borndori announced that for tech-
nical reasons he must lengthen the wood-fairy’s mono-
logue sowme three munutes, and the wood-fairy exclaimed,
*Goud heavens, mwore of the stufl ! ° the troubic began.
Greta Schafiner had the last word, as usual, but she
1ealiscd that she had overstepped the bounds of polite-
ness. ‘' It's all his fault, though,’ she tried to tell her-
self in answer to her qualms of conscience ; * Why cen’t
he put an end to it ?°'

It was with an air of great decision that Dr. Karl
Borndor{ placed his ‘ Monologue of the Wood-fairy * in
an envelope with a short accompanying note, directed
it to Miss Greta Schafiner, and set out (Lo leave it per-
sonally at the Schafiners’ house in Bismarck street. But
he chose an hour in which only important telegrams are
usually  delivered—between one and two o’clock in the
morning., He glided through the streets of the suburbs,
with their little houses as like as peas in a pod, a8
guictly as o thief, and, in addition to the letter, he
drew from beneath his coat something which, however, he
did not put in the post box. But he was not unobser~
sved. The old night watchman of the district, who had
made himsell a very comfortable resting-place in the
doorway of the opposite house with the help of his e¢loak
rolled up like a pillow, recognised the quiet visitor and
took note of what he was doing.

‘ Now, see that ! ' the watchman growled to himself.
‘The idea of these city folks having nothing better to
do. Bver since the Kneipp cure came in they must copy
the peasants in everything.’

Then hoe got up and walked after the retreating
figure with the greeting, ° Good evening, doctor. May I
itrouble you for a light ?’

“ Certainly,’ replied Karl Borndorf, with quick under-
standing, and he brought forth his well-illed cigar case.

The watchman congratulated himself that the pro-
fessor had net forgotten this form of student expres-
510N,

‘Thank you, doctor,” he said, drawing out two
cigars and sticking them: in his waistcoat pocket. ' You
can rely on me: I have seen nothing,” and he helped
mmself to another cigar, which he lighted at the flame
ot hig lantern.

Then they parted with {riendly nods, and Bismarck
street was guiet and dark again save for the occasional
tapping of the watchiman’s stick on the pavement, and
the glow of his cigar, which shone like a giant light-
nng bug 1n the May night.

Toward six o'clock in  the morning the watchman
wenl homwe to fortify himself with breakfast and sleep
for new duties, among which was that of dop-catcher.

At daybreak other young men with green branches
i their hands flitted about with an air of great mys-
tery, stopping at sundry doors and windows without be-
mg disturbed by the night watchman. As 1t grew light
the stieet became alive with people. Whistling bakers’
hovs trudged aleng and hung their baskets of Thread
on the door-knobs. Here and there a servant girl peeped
out of the house expectantly simpered and blushed when
she «aw 0 may branch putside, but did mot take it in,
for het master and mistress must first admire it, and,
aboyve all, the nerghboring maids who were not favored
with <uch a love token must behald and envy. At seven

o'clock, hefore the shutters of the houses were opened,
the first ¢ty pedestrian  appeared. This was Professor
Wendelin DBorndorf,  called simply Wendelinus by the

students, a round  Dhttle gentlemnan with long, white
lochs, spectacies on his nose, and a lorgnette hanging
[rom his nieck, for he was verv near-sighted. e was ag
early o riser as any old maid, and it was his habit to
take a walk in the woods as soon as the sun was well
un, deep in thought over an engrossing problem, and
usindly carrying in his hand something that he had
rmickad up on his wav and would lay down elsewhere In
his ahsentmindedness. This time he held a branch be-
tween his fingers, a gnarled. crooked branch with white
lowers

Tefore the window of-the Schafiner house hig atten-
tion was attracted. e laid down the wild cherry spray
nnd1 held the new object of interest close to his  spee-
tacles

“To Nhe sure.” he murmared, ’ the may. DBetula, quite
rieht. bhetvla alba, our true may. And tied with a hlue
ribbon  IMow <ingular’

Then ke meandered on, deen in his problems again,
i entieely nnconscious that he still ecarried the hranch
of betnla alba m his hand DBut ten or twelve houses
farther an he saw o couple of servant girls standing to-
gether and regneding another such hranch with  smirks
and nidees Then he recollected himself,

‘Oho ' he thought, *if that is the case, T must
:-lﬂn i!lm thing hack, where it belongs. Where was it,
hottgh 27

He retraced his  steps. pecering at the houses  with
bath spectacles and lorgnette, and stopped  before a
window

‘Tt muet have heen here ' he said, with satisfaction,
and he Taid the branch on the window-sill.

At the samr moment something black and hristly-
looking apnpeared elose  to his face, an odor o¢f 8socot
aasniled his nose, and when he turned round o chimnpey-
sweep stood before him with a ladder, brushes, and the
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