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lng outlined that willkeep up the system
proportionately with the development ofthe
litylv other directions.

GUARDIANS OF THE PEACE.
(Fork offthe Police Force intlie Past

Twelve Months.
The St. Paul police have made a record

tor themselves the past year that they may
jell be proud of, placing in the
lands of justice more than 5,000
jriminalsof more or less importance. There
ire ninety-one men on the force, twenty
patrolmen having been appointed the pres-
ent year. During this time the office
»f lieutenant has been created,

md I. D. Morgan and Thomas
Walsh, old and service-seasoned
members of the force appointed to that po-

rtion. Two additional detectives have

been detailed, making five in all. with John
O'Connor at the head. The suburbs of the
city are patroled by six mounted men. The

annual expeuse of running the depart-

ment is abuut S-0.000. The council
committee on police have under considera-
tion improvements to be made in the com-

ing year. There will probably be sub-
police stations in the Fourth Fifth, Sixth

and Seventh wards, and arrangements have
already been made for the purchase of lots
in these localities. This will greatly
lighten the responsibility at the central sta-
tion, with which the sub-stations willbe
connected by telephone. The police patrol
telegraph system, which was introduced in
the eitv the past year, is now in good run-
ning order aud greatly facilitates police
work. There are now thirty-two patrol

boxes in the city, connected by thirty miles
of wire, eleven miles of wnich have been
stretched during tlie past twelve months.
The svstera up to the present time
has cost about 54.500. E. B. Birge is su-
periutendeut. and he has two assistants,
night and day operators. During the com-
ing year three new central instruments will
probably be added and other improve-
ments made in the department The mu-
nicipal court and the police department
_re closely allied and the prisoner whom

the polimnan thinks needs justice usually

Sets it from the court. Judge Cory is on
the bench and has two associate judges.

Bchoonmaker aud Hall. John J. Ahem.
for three years in the district court, is clerk
and William Dowlan aud H. N. Clause,

bailiffs. Tlie business of this court is
rapidly increasing and during the fiscal
year ending Oct. 31. 18S5. 3.4:37 criminal
rases were disposed of and from Jan. Ito
Dec. I.517.953.36 were collected as tines.
The civil business is rapidly growin_- and
the indications are that ere long the clerk
wilineed an assistant.

THEY SAVE OUR HOTIES.

St. Paul Fire Laddie* of Which the
City is Proud.

The St. Paul tire department has .been
brought to such a point of perfection that
the citizens may well be proud of it. Tlie
amount of property saved by the force from
the devouring element the past year runs
into the millions. The records show the
losses by tire to be £323, 180 less than they
were in 1884. The total loss is 5121.854,
insurance §385,763. There are 125 men in
the department, exclusive of the fire-alarm
system, which employs five men.
The officers are: Chief, John Black,

assistant chief. John Jackson: M. F.
Kellcher. acting assistant chief, and J. li.
Jenkins, superintendent of the tire alarm.
There are eight engine companies, two
truck companies, and live chemicals. The
department has sixty-five horses. 200.000
feet of hose, eighty alarm boxes, and one
Hayes truck with an eighty-tive foot ex-
tension ladder. At No. 5 engine house a
hospital has been established for the care
of sick horses. At headquarters there is a
library, for the use of the firemen, con-
taininng over 400 volumes. A tiremens'
relief association has been formed, and has
a surplus in the treasury of §4.500. It
costs about 51.">5.000 a year to
operate the department, the real and
personal property of which amounts to
nearly 8280,000. The chief, in his annua
report, recommended several improvements,'
among which was the purchase of four new
engines and two new trucks. Fire protec-
tion willbe given the Minnesota Transfer,
Dayton's bluff. Arlington hills, and the
Sixth ward. The committee appointed by
the council now having the matter of pur-
chasing lots for the location of engine
houses iv these districts inhand. The fire-
alarm system, an important auxiliary to the
fire department, has sixty-five miles of wire
and the council has been urged to purchase
twenty-five new alarm boxes the coming
year. Telephones, gongs' and electric
weight doors have been placed in all the
engine houses. The fire-alarm system is
Dying extended into tlie outside districts
and by the end of 1886 there will hardly be
a point that is not protected. The showing
made by the tire department the past year
is one that appeals to the appreciation of
the public at large.

To all dealers in cigars: Send for sam-
ples of Fetsch's "Paul Morphy" cigars.
Your trade willimprove.

JiOBTHWLSTKUS PAINT WORKS.

T. Li.Blood §t Co., Proprietors.

This firm is not only the oldest estab-
lished paint manufacturing house in St.
Paul, but ranks among the most prominent
ready-mixed paint manufacturers of the
West. Inorder to accommodate their rap-
idly increasing trade, they recently pur-
chased a desirable site located in our bust-.
ness center on Wacotita street, between
Third aud Fourth streets, and have erected
a massive factory, into which they are now
moving. Their new building, especially
constructed and intended for manu-
facturing purposes, has a frontage of
35 feet and a depth of 1-5 feet, is four
stories high, with a basement. ItIs partic-
ularlyadapted for their business, having
the light on allsides, which is very essen-
tial for the accurate matching of shades in
mixed paints. Tlie works are sufficiently
large to admit of a healthy expansion and
growth io their trade, which with their en-
ergy and application they have every reason
to anticipate. The factory willbe equipped
with the latest and most improved machin-
ery aud appliances necessary for tlie manu-
facture of mixed paints, white and tinted
leads, colors in oil, primers, putty, etc.
In addition to these specialties they
will always keep iv stock a fullline ofoils,
varnishes, dry colors, brushes, glues and
painters' materials. Being the onlystrictly
jobbing paint firm in tbe Northwest, with-
out combining a wholesale aud retail de-
partment, with the consequent coniiietion;
they are in the best position to fillall orders
.carefully and promptly. The highstandard
of the "Northwestern" brand of mixed
paints is fullyappreciated by the public.
The paint has had au extensive introduc-
tion, from the state of Illinois to tlie Pa-
cific slope, and for uniformity of quality,
wearing and covering properties, ithas no
superior in the market, ltis not a "zinc,"
"chemical" or "benzine"' preparation, but
an honest white lead, oxide of zinc and lin-
seed oil paint, which many first-class
painters are using freely.

Messrs. T. L. Blood & Co., the propri-
Btors of the Northwestern paint works,
have gamed an enviable reputation, owing
to the excellence of Uieir product and their
methods of doing business are such as to
;ominend them to a liberal share of the
patronage of the Northwest.

Fetsch's "Paul Morphy" cigars. Alllov-
Birs of fine cigars are pleased with the above
reliable cigars.

To all dealers In cigars: Send for sam-
ples of Fetsch's "Paul Morphy" cigars.
y/our trade will improve.

FOREIGN TRADE,

As Indicated by tbe Custom House
Keceipiv.

The business of the St Paul custom house
is continually and rapidly increasing. Every
year adds to the number of St Paul jobbers
who send to foreign countries for their
goods. One of the article* of which the
largest amount imported is that of burlap
material. This is manufactured in Scot-
land, ready to be made into bags. * Very
large quantities of ri__rs are also imported.
On one lot entered on Monday last theduties
were $-,000. Dry goods, which

comprise fine laces, as well as the coarser
goods, constitute another class of
which there is a large amount imported
by tho St. Paul jobbers. Wines and liquors
of all kinds are imported freely and pay a
large duty. The article of the largest
value and the one that is brought here
in the largest quantities is tea, but
as tea pays no duty it does not count in
the consideration of the amount of business
transacted by the custom at this port. Of
coffee there has never been but one Im-
portation. Tanned calf skins from Ger-
many are also imported in very large quan-
tities by our manufacturers of boots and
shoes.

HOW IMPORTATIONS INCREASE.
The increase of importations is readily

shown by the comparison of the value of
the goods and the duties paid upon them in
1885 as compared with those of the preced-
ing year.

Value. Duties
Imported in 12 months,

1884 $185,763 $80,462 97
Imported In 11 months,

1885 247.159 73.225 05

Ino. of 1885 over 1884... $61,396 $12,762 08
Some idea of the increase in the importa-

tions and duties can be obtained from these
figures. Itshould be kept in mind, how-
ever, that in the above comparison that the
figures are given for the full year in 1884,
whereas in the comparison of the year 1885,
it is made for eleven months. Giving the
year 1884 the advantage of one month's
importations the value of the goods im-
ported in ISBS shofc an increase of 33% per
cent, and that the duties were one fifth
more for the same period.

Fetsch's "Paul Morphy" ciears. Alllovers
of line cigars are pleased witb the above re-
liable cigars.

TiltST. PACE CARPET CO.

Id ward *coll,President.
This company is an important branch of

commercial activity, and one particu-
larly deserving of special mention in a
review of the business interests of
the metropolis of the Northwest,
iv the sale and importation of carpets,
paper hangings, upholstery goods and drap-
eries, including plushes, tnoquettes, tapes-
tries, curtain fixtures, poles, etc.

The resources of this house are such that
the largest orders can be filled in the
promptest and most satisfactory manner.
The trade of this popular firm exteuds to.
nearly every town from the lakes to the
Pacific and isannually growing ivvolume.

This trade of late has developed to large
proportions, stimulated by an active de-
mand throughout the civilized world for
fresh triumphs of European skill and inge-
nuity, and by the superiority both innov-
elty, finish aud perfection of recently im-
ported carpets, paper-hangings, etc. To
the fertility of the brain of Mr. Edward
Scott is due tlie wonderful success and pop-
ularity of this firm. Being thoroughly ed-
ucated to the business he has made ita.
close study and exhibits that fertilityof.
conception and grasp of what are novelties
ivcarpets, rugs, paper-hangings, curtains
aud window draperies that willreadily take
with the public. Skill, capital and talent
have made this house the most important

in this section.

To alldealers in cigars: Send for sam-
ples of Fetsch's "Paul Morphy" cigars.
Your trade willimprove.

POKER WITH THE INDIANS.

APot Opened With a Call. Raised a
tow and Seen for Two more.

New York Sun: Butch was a grand
scamp, a brave, reckless ruffian, but he had
some very good points. For instance, he
could make excellent hoecakes, and he was
cheerful and companionable, and could
tell highly interesting lies. One evening,
as we sat side by side on the sandy soil,
leaning against the house aud smoking our
atier-supper pipes, a group of Indians,
driving cattle before them, rode from be-
hind a rocky point that was thrust into the
waters of the Columbia.

Instantly. Butch sprang to his feet and
rushed into the cabin. He put on a cuu-.
niugly-devised harness that held two navy
six-shooters in a handy position under his
arms. He put on his coat. He pulled at
the pistols to see if they were loose, and
that there would be no hitch inthe perform-
ance if anything more than a rehearsal
should be required. In a few minutes a
party of horsemen drew rein ivfroutof the
cabin. They were three voting bucks from
Moses' camp in tlie Grand Coulee. Butch
greeted them cheerfully and helped to cor-
ral the cattle. Then he told me that these
men were the selected poker players of the
Columbia Plain Indians; that they had
been staked by the tribe to play with him
in hopes of winninga number of cattle.
Yes. he said, the cattle were the stakes.
Before the first hand was dealt Butch
quietly informed the Indians that English
and Chinook only could be spoken at the
table, and that the first Indian who spoke
inhis own (and to Butch unknown) tongue
would have the top of his head shot off.
The braves cheerfully agreed to this con-
dition. Then the relative value of cows,
calves and steers was agreed upon. They de-
cided to play table stakes. The checks were
pistol and musket balls. Teu pistol balls
were equal in value to a call or to a musket
ball. Three musket balls equaled a cow in
value.

Aheavy California blanket was thrown-
over a rough table. A candle was thrust
into a tomato can that was filled with
beans, and the trame began. Hour after
hour passed and not a word was spoken by
the players. With faces as unchangeable
as bronze the three Indians played, and fa-
vored by the dim lightand the fact of Butch's
having but one eye, how they did cheat!
The luck varied, as it always does in a
poker game. Now they would be ahead,
now Butch. Idropped asleep, and when I
awoke it was nearly morning.

Butch's back was toward me. Isaw
some cards thrust under his coat collar. I
knew he was waiting for the end to come.
One of the Indians dealt. Butch picked up
his cards, raised his right hand to scratch

p the back of his neck, adroitly exchanged'
the cards he held for those in reserve, and
then thrust the cards he had received below
his shirt collar. Then he turned to me.ex-
posing the back of his head to the Indians,
and he winked a wink of great sagacity at
me. He talked to me for an instant and
then turned to the table. He was an aged
man. The Indian to his left bet a calf.
The next one straddled it. The dealer
went a cow better, and Butch saw itall and
raised the pot two cows. Allstayed. All
stood pat. Then the betting began in earn-
est. Itw^nt on until all the cattle the In-
dians brought were staked. Then came tlie
showdown. Butch had four queens and
an ace. The Indians all had fours, which
they had stolen, of course. They grunted
loudly. They struck their mouths with the
palms of open hands, to express surprise.
Then they bade us good-bye and mounted,
and.singing as they rode. disappeared in the
faint gray lightof eariy morning. Butch
had won thirty head of cattle. As we got
breakfast the king of clubs fellout of
Butch's right trousers leg.

\u25a0
Defying- C x|.c» t Iestimeny.

Client (to lawyer)
—
Iam afraid the physi-

cian's testimony will convict me.
Lawyer (reassuringly)

—Don't he alarmed
about that. I'll read up a little about
poison in the stomach, and in ten minutes
I'llhave that doctor iv a cold sweat and
make the judge and jurythink he isa hired
perjurer.

A POK.TJ OF PASSION.

"Married!"he cried, and his face grew white;
"Married!" You're very kind

Not to have told me till to-uight
—

AhIthat 1 was so blindI

Hadn't thought that I'dreally care?
Thought Ihad learned (he truth?

Just the old tale toldeverywhere;
Sold in your blooming youth.

"Papa thought itbest;" indeed?Oh. what a hurning shame!
Sacrificed young to a parent's greed-

No, you were not to blame.

Can 1 forgive you? Indeed, Ido,
Heartih

—
dear, dent cry.

Iknow you always meant to be true
Forget jrou? Never! Good-hy.

Say, when I'm wandering far away,
"His was a loyal heart"—

What do you mean? "Don't go,"ypu say;
"Only married to Artr"—

Boxbury Advocate.

THE WIFK'S REVERIE.

0 heart ofmine, Is our estate—
Our sweet estate of Joy

—
assured?

Itcame so slow, it came so late.
Brought by such bitter pains enduredi

Dare we forget those sorrows sore-
And think that they willoomeno more?

With toilfuleyes 1scan my face,
\ Aud doubt how he oan find it fair;

Wistful, Iwatch each charm aud grace
Isee that other women wear;

Of all the secrets of love"s lore,
1know but one

—
to love him morel

Isee each day he grows more wise,
His life is broader far than mine;
Imust be lucking inbis eyes

In many things where others shine.
0 heart Ican we this loss restore
To him by simply lovingmor9?

1often see upon his brow
A look half tender and half stern;

Bis thoughts are far away 1know;
To I'aiiunn them 1 vainly yearn.

But naught Is ours that went before;
0 heart 1 we can but love him morel

1sometimes think that he bad loved
An older, deeper love, apart

From this which later feebler moved
His soul to mine. O heartl Oin artI

What can we do? This hurteth sore.
Nothing, my heart hut love him morel

UNDEE THj_"m_ol__j_ToE.

A GhriwimaM Story.

BY CHRISTIANRETD.

"If1 were as pretty as you, Carrie,Ithink
Ishould be happy." said Janet Holmes,
wistfully, as she stood by her beautiful step-
sister, watching her make her toilet for the
evening.

"I'm very sure that you are mistaken, my
dear," said Carrie Mildmay. composedly.
'•My beauty doesn't keep me from wanting
many things. Ioften thiuk 'if 1 were as
rich as Janet 1 should be happy.'

"
'-"ftrehes don't make one happy," said

Janet, with a sigh.
"Neither dues beauty," responded Carrie,

trying the effect of a camelia against tiie
dark masses of her hair. "Itwon't do,"
she went on.'-' laying down the flower. "I
can't stand pure white—l must have rich
color. Give me that crimson rose at your
elbow, please. Janet 1 only thought of

.wearing .this camelia because Arthur Kirby
begyed me to do so. and brought it over
fr.fm his greenhouse. It would suit you;
let me put it in your hair.

"Nt). thanks." said Janet, drawing back.
"IfMr. Kirby brought the camelia for you
Ido not- care to wear it."

•\u2666Why not. you absurd child?"asked Car-
rie. "Of course Ishall explain to him why
Icould not wear it. tioger Dulany says
that crimson is the most becoming color to
me. and he is right. Heigho! ifonly Roger
Dulany. had Arthur Kirby's fortune, how
perfect he would be."
"Isuppose you would marry him then,"

said Jantet. coldly.
"1might, if Isaw no one more agree-

able," answered the beauty carelessly. "If
Iwere as rich as you Ishould please my-
self, and 1should not be easily pleased,
either."

Janet answered nothing, but as she Went
down stairs she thought with something of
a pang: "You might be as rich as 1,and
yet not able to please yourself."

Maplewood. the pleasant country-house
of Mr. Mildmay. was at this time thronged
withguest 3. Christmas was drawing near,

and the hospitable doors were always set
more widelyopen at that season than at any
other. When Janet slipped into the draw-
ing-room—the young heiress was simple in
her manners as a chid

—
she found it tilled

with a gay company, and although she
knew every one present, she lingered for a
few minutes in the background, feeling lit-
tle disposition to join in the hubbub of
voices and laughter. One pair of eyes
espied her, however, and Arthur Kirby
came to her side.

"You are the only member of the family
that has not welcomed me, Miss Janet." he
said, extending his hand. "Ihave been
away for three weeks. Did you know it?"
"Idid not think it had been so long."

answered Janet, giving him her hand, and
then drawing itout of his grasp again.

"Itseemed to me a good deal longer,"
said Arthur, half laughing, half piqued.

Janet lifted'her blue eyes and looked at
him with a glance which he did not under-
stand. She was thinking: "No doubt that
Was because you were anxious to return to
Qarrie." but she did not utter the thought

—
partly because badinage of the kind was
not iv her line, and partly because she was
never at ease with Arthur Kirby. There
had been a time when this was not the case,

when she had spoken to him freely and
gavly whatever came most readily to her
lips, but that seemed long ago. before Car-
rie's beauty had come between them and
stolen away his

—
to herself she did not say

his heart, but his liking.
Arthur, meanwhile, felt puzzled and a

little snubbed, as he had felt often before,
but nevertheless he went ou with what he

\u25a0had come to say.

"I have ventured to bring you a few
flowers from my greenhouse. Iknow that
you have plenty of flowers here, but I
thought of you when I6aw these, and^-
well. they seemed to suit you so well that I
brought them. Will you accept them?" .

Janet glanced at the flowers inhis hand—
a lovely half-blown tea rose, a sprig of

heliotrope, two or three geranium leaves
and an orange blossom.

"They are all fragrant," said Arthur. "I
would bring you nothing which was not. I
think the most beautiful blossom has little
worth without perfume."

Didhe see the blush which at those words
rose to her face as she thought of the odor-
less camellia up-stairs. Butmen arearrant
flatterers, often with double tongues

—
she

had learned that. Very likely he had
told Carrie that the pure, perfect camellia.
with its waxen petals, typified her flawless
beauty.

"You are very kind."she said, a little
coldly

—
despite evefv effort she could not

be other than constrained with him—
"they are very fragrant and Iam much
obliged."

She took the little bouquet as she spoke,
and as she was fastening it on her breast
where a lace scarf was knotted together, a
tall, handsome man with a statue-like head
and a closely-cut crop of fair, curling hair
came up.

"What!" he said, laughing. "Is Kirby
still distributing his floral favors? Icall
this a very unfair advantage to take of a
man who has no greenhouse

—
nor. indeed,

a house of any kind." And. with a quick
glance at the little bouquet which Janet
jas wearing

—
"he is even offering orange

flowers! How very significant!"
Tlie impertinence of his tone made both

Janet' arid Kirbycolor
—

the former with
confusion, the latter with anger."vl'here is no possible reason why I
should not put a spray of orange in the
flowers Ihave had the pleasure of offering
Miss Holmes" he said, haughtily.

"Not the least," replied Dulany. tran
quilly. "ifMiss Holmes cares to accept it."

"Idid not observe it." said Janet trying
to speak carelessly. "But Idonot think I
care for orange blossoms at all."

"Do you not?" said Dulany with another
laugh. "Then you are different from most
ladies. But since Ido care for them ex-
tremely, whynot give the spray to me?"

Janet's slender fingers plucked at itnerv-
ously, but as she drew it out she cast a
doubtful glance at Kirby. His brow was
overcast and he made a stiff little bow.
"Pray do what you please with it,"he said.
Then he Walked away.

Dulany extended his hand with a smile of
dawning triumph. "Youplease to give it
to me,Ihope?" he said in a soft tone.

"No,"answered Janet, decidedly. She
turned and the next instant the flowering
spray was tossed in the great red logs of
the roaring Christmas fire. Then she, too,
walked awa}\

Dulany looked after her, still smiling.
"That ought to settle Kirby," he thought,
"As for me

—
well, heiresses are not won in

a day. They know their own value too
well. Ah. here conies the beauty!

—
she

kuows her value, too. and ifKirby chooses,
he may fare better there."'

Carrie Mildmay certainly looked beauti-
ful as she came into the drawing-room
and was soon explaining to Arthur Kirby
why she had not been able to wear his
camelia. "1 tried to persuade Janet to let
me put inher hair," the added, "but she
refused."

"Ihave been very unfortunate with my
flowers." said Kirbv. "1brought a few to

Miss Janet but she did not seem to care
for them."

"Janet cares for very few things." said
Carrie complacently. "She is so cold

—
so

difficult to please."
"She was ueither cold nor difficult to

please formerly," said Kirby.
"Ahme. all change, with time!" said Car-

rie, "and Janet realizes her own im-
portance better vow than formerly."

"1scarcely think
—" Kirby began, and

then stopped. After all, It might be so.
He did not know much of Janet; he felt
often sorely puzzled by her. What had be-
come of the frank, simple, charming girlof
a year or two earlier? Itwas an altogether
different person who met him now with a
reserve which put him back into the region
of mere acquaintanceship, and who cer-
tainly did seem both cold and difficult to
please. Sometimes

—
to-uight for instance .—

he said to himself that he would cease j
making any attempt to please her. Here
was a beautiful face that met him with I
ready smiles, a hand that responded to his
grasp, a voice that was always cordial.
What more could a man ask? He would
forget this girl who had once charmed and
now repelled him.

After dinner there was a dance in the
large hall, which had been elaborately dec-
orated with evergreens. Cedar and holly,
ivyaud box were mingled in the great
wreaths that hung in heavy festoons on the
walls and garlanded the pictures. But Kirby,
wiio was dancing with Carrie, suddenly
looked up and said. "Your decorations are
incomplete

—
you have no mistletoe."

"Not yet," she auswered: "but the boys
are going out into the woods to make a
search for some to-morrow. Ithas become
hard to find. 1 believe."

"1shall go with them." he said. "Iam
pretty certain that 1 know where some is to
be found. And 1 used to be very fond of
gathering it for Christmas. The search
willmake me feel like a boy again myself."

"Why should we not all go?'" said Car-
rie. "Itwillbe an appropriate amusement
for Christmas eve. What do you all say?"
raising her voice so as to address the com-
pany. "Shall we not all go out to-morrow
to search for the mistletoe which is at pres-
ent wanting in our decorations and which
must have a place in them?"

There was an immediate assent from
most of the couipany

—
for when people are

ina country house with nothing in particu-
lar to do. almost any form of diversion is
welcome to them. Only Mr. Dulany re-
marked that while he was willing to go in
search of the mistletoe, he must decline the
task of gathering it "Forunless myrecol-
lection is at farit,"he said, "it is found
only on high trees, and my tiee-clunbiiig
days are over."

"The boys will do the climbing," said
Carrie. "We shall demand of you no ex-
ertion more arduous than that of using your
eyes."

"My eyes are entirely at your service."
said he. with a look which emphasized the
words.

"Gathering mistletoe sounds very poetical
and Christmas-like." sa.d one young lady.
"Ihope the weather will be good to-mor-
row."

The weather next morning proved to be
much what was to be expected at the time
ofyear —

a gray sky from which itlooked
as if snow-flakes might at any moment be-
gin to float softly down, and a raw. cold at-
mosphere. But nothing daunted, -after
breakfast the party proceeded to wrap
themselves up aud set forth—a pretty, pic-
turesque procession as they passed across
the lawn, with the bright colors of their at-
tire thrown into relief by the brown earth
and gray sky, with dogs bounding around
them, and boys almost as fullof spirits as
the dogs, leading the way.

Janet, at all times the chosen friend and
comrade of these boys, was with them now;

her trim, delicate figure showing to great
advantage inher walking dress, her face
fresh as a rose under the feathered toque
which she wore, and her light, elastic step
proving her delight in the physical exercise.
Arthur Kirby watched her with a pang in
his heart. Let him make what resolutions
he would, she seemed to him infinitelymore
attractive than her beautiful step-sister who
walked by bjfs side and gave him now and
then a melting glance from her large dark
eyes. These glances were intended to keep
him in good humor while she bestowed the
most of her attention on Dulany, who also
attended her; but, ifshe had only known
it,Kirjys thoughts were so incessantly
wandering that he scarcely heard a word of
her gay chatter.

He was thinking of another Christmas,
two years before, when he and Janet and
the boys had gone out like this in search of
mistletoe. There was no gay party with
them then

—
but they were gay enough not

t-> need or desire any additions. How
friendly and delightful Janet had been, and
how confidentially they had talked as they
wandered through the leafless woodlands
under just such a sky as this! ltall came
back to him with singular vividness and he
wondered afresh how and why the change
had occurred which had put them so far
apart. He remembered that uot long after
that Christmas, Carrie had for the first
time come to live in her father's house, on
the death of the aunt who had brought her
up. He admired her, of course

—
who

could fail to do that?
—

and she, being prac-
ticed in demanding attention, he
was drawn, he scarcely knew how, into
close association withher, while slowly but
surely Janet drew away into a fortress of
reserve which he was never able to pene-
trate. He went over the whole thing

—
and

withmasculine obtuseness failed to under-
stand itnow as he had failed to understand
it while it was going on. But he said to
himself, wistfully, that he liked old friends
best, and lie wished he was not so sure of
being made to feel himself uuwelcome ifhe
went as of old, to join Janet and the
boys.

When they fairly entered the woods there
was a tendency of the party to separate

—
most of its members preferring to keep to
the beaten path, while the boys and dogs
dashed at once into the thickest of the close
growth surrounding them. Kirby followed
their lead, but Jauet

—
who did not usually

mind undergrowth or dead limbs or fallen
leaves

—
drew back and joined the more un-

adventurous party inthe road.
"You are quite right. Miss Holmes," said

Dulany, whom she speedily found by her
side. "There is no good in losing one's
seif in a jungle, and there is asmuch chance
of finding mistletoe along here as in there."

"On the contrary, there is not the least
chance of finding it here," said Janet;
"but the boys can search without our aid."

"To give a boy something to exercise his
superfluous energy upon is to play the part
of his benefactor,

"
said Dulany. "Mycon-

science js entirely at rest, therefore, and I
can enjoy the walk without any draw-
back."

"Is there anything to enjoy?" asked
Janet, a littleperversely. "Iconfess Ido
not see anything particlarly charming."

"You have not the pleasure of seeing
yourself." said Dulany. smiling

—
perhaps

at the obvious opening fora compliment.
The girl colored vexediy. She also saw

the opening too late.
"You make everything personal. Mr.

Dulany," she said. "Iwas speaking of
what lies around us."

"How canIhelp making everything per-
sonal," said Dulany, "when you ale the
central object of my interest? Iscarcely
think an Italian landscape could distract
my attention, but certainly"

—
with a dis-

paraging glance around
—

"not like this."
"Ithink 1have mentioned before that I

do not like flattery," she^)bserved. coldly.
"Flattery!" said he, lowering his voice.

"You do me an injustice. Nothing could
be more serious, more earnest, than my ad-
miration

—
my devotion. 1should not men-

tion the last at such a time and in such a
place as this except to justify myself. But
when you speak of flattery to one whose
whole heart is fullof

"
"Hush!" said Janet suddenly liftingher

hand. She was not silencing him, because
his words were growing too ardent but be-
cause a sound in the wood had caught her
ear. It was a most unflattering cause for
interruption, Dulauey felt as he stood
watching her. while she turned her head [
and listened eagerly. After a moment she I
looked back at him. "It was the sound
with which a great limb breaks." she said.
"Ifear itmay have broken with one of the
boys."

"Itis almost impossible to hurt a boy
—

they are made of india-rubber." said Du-
lany. inwardly autrry, but outwardly pre-
serving composure. "You may be sure
nothing has happened."

Nothing, indeed, could be heard, so with |
evident reluctance Janet walked on. "11
should not hnve left them," she was saying
to herself, while Dulany was revolving in

his mind how he could gracefully resume
| the thread of his interrupted declaration.

Presently he saw his way.
"You have thought for every one but

me," he said, reproachfully. "How can
you be so cruel?"

"Cruel!" Janet started a little at the
charge. She had certainly forgotten him.
"Ibeg your pardon." she said. "It is not
well-bred to interrupt any one. but Iwas
startled. And sometimes interruptions
happen fortunately, 1 think it was so in
this case."

"You mean that my devotion can be
nothing to you?"

She looked at him with her clear, sincere
eyes.

"Imean that 1do not think there Is any
devotion In the matter," she answered,

iquietly.
Dulany was about to break into protesta-

!tious, but again she started and lifted her

Ihand.
"Hush!" she said as before. "Some one

is calling."
In fact from the woods on their left a

long-drawn shout was to be heard.
"Iam sure something has happened."

said Janet, and without another word she
was gone, runningas rapidly as obstruc-
tions would permit toward the guiding
sound.

Dulany stood*and looked after her with a
degree of disgust depicted on his counte-
nance which words could no more describe
than words could have uttered it. That he.
the man of fashion, the man whose atten-

tions were eagerly sought after and received
by women of the world.should be treated in
this cavalier manner, not even listened to,
but ignored and set aside for the shout of a
boy. Amazement was. if possible, greater
even than auger withhim; and disgust as
already said, overpowered both.

Carrie Mildmay. who came up just then
withher attendant train, laughed when she
saw him.

"What, all alone?" she said. "Has Janet
dererted you?"

"Completely," he said, rousine himself
to the necessity for some dissimulation.
"In the midst of our conversation one of
the boys shouted in the woods over yonder.
and she instantly darted away aud left me
as you find me."

"But why did you not followher?" asked
a young man.

Dulany surveyed him calmly. "Because,"

he answered.
" through the wood, through

the wood, follow and find me," may be a
very pretty play, but for my part in it I
prefer a wood with less undergrowth and
fewer fallen trees."

"Itis refreshing to see any one so uncon-
ventional as Janet,'' said Miss Mildway.

"She is a perfect child of nature. Icon-
fess that Iam uot. and 1 find nature rather
chiily and fatiguing this morning. Since
we are not doing the least towards finding

the mistletoe, suppose we all go home? If
there is any to be found, Janet and the
boys willbring it."

The party warmly agreed to this
—

no one
more warmly than Dulany

—
and so they

cheerfully turned their faces homeward.
Janet meanwhile, had run on, stumbling

inher haste over many of the fallen trees
which lay across her way. saying to herself
that she was sure that something had hap-
pened. Itwas not an ordinary shout that
she had heard, but a cry for heip

—
she was

certain of it Suddenly it sounded again,
now quite naar at hand, and the next mo-
ment she met one of the boys, running like
herself.

"Oh. Janet!" he cried, when he saw her.
"Mr. Kirby fell from a tree where he found
the mistletoe, and Itli nk he's dead."

Dead! Janet's heart seemed to stand
still. She herself stood still for one in-
stant, gazing at the boy with dilated eyes,

then she said with a sort of gasp: "Where
is he? Show me— quick!"

*Heturned and went before her, talking
eagerly, but she did not heed him. Was it
so. indeed? Had that crash been a death
warrant, and had she heard it and gone on
quietly listening to inanities? This was
what she was saying to herself while they
broke through the undergrowth towards the
foot of a tall tree which Jack pointed out as
the tree Kirbyhad climbed. "He wouldn't
let me or Tom go up." the boy said. "He
was afraid it wasn't safe. You see it's half
dead and very high. He was reaching for
the mistletoe when the bough he was on
broke. Ireckon he fell thirty feet."

"Then he must be dead." said Janet in
a voice that seemed the very echo of
despair.

They came to him the next minute. He
was lyingas he had fallen, svith a spray of
the mistletoe clutched inhis hand. As her
glance rested on him, Janet, too, thought
that he was dead: but when she knelt down
and felt his pulse she knew that he was
living. Stunned, unconscious, perhaps, but
still living. The discovery at once put new
hfe and resolution into her. She turned to
the panic-stricken boys.

"Bun as fast as you can to the road.
Jack, aud tell the gentlemen that some of
them must come here for Mr. Kirby. See.
l< o, Miat somebody goes as quickly as pos-

ble o the house to send for the doctor.
Do.11lose an instant— fly! As for yon.
Tom. go and findsome water. There must
be some in that hollow yonder. Take my
handkerchief with you and bring it back
wet."

Whije both boys darted away she bent
over the insensible man, recalling with a
terrible sense of fear a recollection of her
childhood, how she had once seen a man
fall from a tree and die in a few hours.
Would itbe the case here? Would this
life,so full of promise, be ended by an ac-
cident at the very season of joy and peace?
It seemed to horrible to be credible— yet
how white and still he lay! It was her
turn now to recall with a pang those other
Christmas days when they had looked for
the mistletoe together, and to remember
how. less than a hour before, she had fallen
back rather than go on with him. "IfI
had kept with them this might not have
happened," she thought

—
and then she

added, aioud: "Oh, Arthur, Arthur, how
can Iforgive myself!"

As ifher words had been a spell. Kirby
opened his eyes. The touch of her hand,

the sound of her voice, had snmmoned him
back to consciousness.

"What had you to do withit?" he said,
faintly. "Itwas— an accident."
"Ishould have begged you not* to climb

that tree ifIhad been here," she said. "I
wish that Ihad been!"

"1wished it too," he said. "ButIwas
not suprised that you did not come. You
are so changed

—
to me."

"Ihave never meant to be." she said
hastily

—
scarcely knowing what she did

say. "But thank Heaven you are able to
talk! Do you think that you are much
hurt?"
"Ifeel badly stunned and shaken, and

perhaps 1have broken some of my bones
—

itwas a stiff fall. Ah, yes"
—

with a little
cry. as he tried to rise— "l see there is
trouble with my left shoulder. Itstruck
the ground first."

"Be quiet," she said, alarmed byhis pale-
ness. "1 have sent for help

—
and here

comes Tom with some water."
She eagerly took the wet hanclkerchiet

which Tom brought and began to bathe his
head. He looked up grateiully. "That is
pleasant." he said, "and you are very kind.
ItIs worth the fall to be treated so kindly
by you once more."

"Why do you speak so?" she asked. "I
have never changed. Itwas-

—
you."

"I!How have Ichanged? In what?"
"Oh, it does not matter now. Tom, I

hear shouts. Some one is trying to find
us."

Tom shouted in reply, then darted off to
act as guide, while Kirby said with quick
eagerness:
0"Itdoes matter now

—
itwould matter if

1 were dying. How could you think Iwas
changed

—
towards you. You have always

been supreme inmyeyes —
the supreme type

ofall that is most charming, most wotlhyof
love. But when you were so cold, when
you repelled and avoided me, could Iper-
secute you?*o

"No
—

of course not," said Janet anxious
to agree with him. "But this is not the

Itime to talk of it
—

you ought not to excite
yourself. Andothers are coming."
"Icould have got on without them." said

Kirby ungratefully. "Just let me tell you
this

—
it was your saying •Arthur' that

brought me back to life: and ifyou don't
mean to say it again, Ishall be sorry Iwas
not worse hurt than Iam."

"You should not talk in that manner.
Itis dreadful."

"But it is true. Ithought last night I
Iwould never offer you anything again: but
]Isee now the futility ofsucli a resolution.
!Ah, here they come, confound them!—meanwhile,, willyou take this bit of mis-

tletoe. which is all that Isucceeded in
bringing down?

Janet was wearing the spray of mistletoe
with its white berries, when the next night—

Christinas night—Kirby, whose dislo-
cated shoulder had beeu set made his full
explanation under the large mistletoe
bough which the boys had determinedly
gone back and obtained. They had hung
itover a curtained arch where these two
sat in the shade and told the old story,
while the great yule log blazed before them,
and from the next room clear, sweet voices
floated out in Christmas Carols. The beau-
tiful old words mingled a strain of heavenly
exultation- with their earthly joy. Peace
was theirs in fullest measure, and good
will to all; while Janet promised that she
would uot fling away the next orange blos-
som brought her. and Arthur vowed that
the mistletoe should never fail to deck his
house on Christinas day.

—
Frank Leslie's

Illustrated Newspaper.

MARION HARLAND.
Further Discussion of Every-Day

Bill*ot Fare.

Approved Roceipes for Preparing
Three DallyMeals.

Written for the Globe.
BKB.iKFAST.

Hominy Porridge.
Fish Balls. Risen Muffins.

White and Graham Bread.
Chocolate. Tea. Fruit.

Hominy Porridge.
—

One cupful of small
hominy, one quart of boiling water, one
tabiespoonful of butter: salt to taste. Wash
the bomin) in two waters, leaving it in the
second forau hour or so; dram in coalander
lined with coarse cloth, and stir into the
salted water, which should be boiling, in a
farina kettle; cover and cook half an hour;
beat up from the bottom with a wooden
spoon and boil uncovered fifteen minutes:
beat in the butter and pour into a deep
dish. Eat with sugar or cream, or with
cream only.

Fish Balls.
—

Mince, or pick into fine
shreds, a cuoful of salt cod. soaked, boiled
and cold. Mixwithitan equal quantity of
freshly mashed potato, and half a cuoful of
drawn butter, in which a raw egg has been
beaten. Work lightly until well mixed and
soft: flour a rolling board, and drop a
spoonful of the mixture ou it. Roll into a
ball and layon a cold platter. When all
the balls have been made set in a cold
place. Do this over night. Heat lard
or dripping enough to cover the fish
balls in a deep frying pan; try one
to see ifit is hot enough to cook it quickly
and fry, a few at a time, to a tine golden
brown. As you cook lay them iv a hot
colander to free them from grease. Heap
on a heated platter, slice a lemon thin and
garnish the edges of the dish with it

Risen Muffins
—

Four cups of flour, four
tablespoon fuls of yeast two eggs, one
tabiespoonful of sugar, one tabiespoonful
of butter or sweet lard, one cup ofmilk,

oue tabiespoonful of salt; beat the eggs
light, add milk, salt, yeast shortening
(melted) sugar, at last the flour. Let the
batter rise all night setting itat bed-time.
In the morning bake in muffin rings ou a
griddle, or in small tins.

Chocolate
—

Six tablespoonfuls of Wil-
bur's chocolate wet to a paste with cold
water; one quart of milk. Heat the milk
in a farina kettle, stir in the chocolate
paste and boil five minutes. Draw the
kettle to the front of the range and with a
clean Dover egg-beater whip the hot choc-
olate one minute before pouring into the
pot in which itis to go to the table. Sweeten
in the cup.

LUNCHEON.
Calf's Brains.

Scalloped Tomatoes.
Steamed Corn Bread.

Mock East India Preserves. Cookies.
Calf's Brains

—
The brains of a calf, two

beaten eggs, one tabiespoonful of butter,
half a cup of gravy. Souie rouud» offried
bread, or of toast Wash the brains in
cold water and take out fibres and skin.
Drop into boiling water and cook fast for
fourteen minutes. Leave inice water until
perfectly cold. Mash them then with the
back of a spoon, beat in the eggs, withsalt
and pepper to your liking. When ,youhave
a smooth paste, heat the butter to hissing
iva frying pan, stir the brains in, and
cook, keeping the spoon busy, two miuutes.
Have ready some rounds of fried bread on
a hot dish, pour on each a teaspoonf ul or
two of scalding broth or gravy' and heap
tlie smoking mass of soft, brains on them,
as you would scrambled eggs.

Boiled Corn Bread
—

Two cups of white
corn meal, one cup of graham flour, two
tablespoonfuls of sugar, two-and-a half
cups of milk, one teaspoonfulof soda, twice
as much cream of tartar, one great spoonful
of shortening, half lard, half butter, and a
teaspoouful of salt. Sift soda aud cream
of tartar with the flour, add the meal and
and sift again, rub sugar and butter to-
gether, salt and stir in the milk, the latter
should be slightly warmed. Pour this
liquid ina hole made in the mingled meal
and flour, gradually stirriug down the dry
flour toward the center, beat all hard two
minutes at least, pour into a greased pud-
ding mold, set in a pot of boiling water and
keep at a steady boil foronehourand three-
quarters at least, two hours willbe better.
Dip for a second in cold water and turn the
bread out upon a warm place. Eat at once.
Itis very good.

Scalloped Tomatoes
—

Strain most of the
liquor from a can of tomatoes, butter a bake
dish, spread a layer of tomatoes in the bot-
tom, season withbits of butter, salt, pep-
pers, sugar and a few shreds of onion.
Cover this layer with tine bread crumbs, put
over it another of tomatoes and seasouing
and so on, until the dish is full. The top
should be a stratum of seasoned crumbs.
Set in the oven, covered, and bake, remov-
ing tlie lid ten minutes before taking itout
that itmay browu delicately.

Mock East India Preserves
—

Six pounds
ofpared and minced pippins or other win-
ter apples, six pounds of suear. three lem-
ons, three roots of white ginger sliced thin;
put the sugar over the tire with a cup of
boiling water to prevent burning; as itdis-
solves increase the heat and bring to a brisk
boil. Cook thus twenty minutes without
stirring, but watching to see that itdoes not
scorch; skim and add the apples, the lem-
ons, minced (all except the seeds) and the
sliced ginger; boil to a clear yellow, as
briskly as is safe, pack in small jars.

Cookies;
—

One large cupof sugar. one scant
cup of butter, two beaten eggs, four table-
spoonfuls of milk, one-half teaspoonful of
salt; nutmeg and cinnamon, each a half
teaspoonful; nearly three cups of prepared
flour, enough to enable you to roll itinto a
soft dough. Rub butter and sugar together,
beat in the whipped eggs, the spices, salt,
milk and stir in the flour. Roll into a thin
sheet and cut into shapes with a cake cut-
ter. Bake in a quick oven.

DINNER.

Calf's Head Soup.
Halibut Steak.

Beef's Tongue, au gratin.
Potato Puff. Stewed Oyster Plant

Baked Apple Dumpling. Brandy Sauce.
Fruit. Coffee.

Calf s Head Soup.
—

A calfs head, cleaned
with the skin on. Six tablespoonfuls of
butter and a likequantity of browned flour,
six quarts of cold water, one onion sliced
and fried and one grated carrot: bunch of
sweet herbs, pepper and salt; teaspoonful
of allspice, one tabiespoonful of Worcester-
shire sauce and one of sugar; one glass of
brown sherry. Boil the head tender and
set itaside in the liquor. Next day take it
out of the stock, scrape off the jelly and
cut the meat neatly from the bones. Re-
serve that from the top of the head and
cheeks to cut into dice and set, for this
purpose, with the tongue in a cool place.
Set the stock over the fireand add to it the
bones, tbe refuse meat the herbs, fried
onion and carrot and cook one hour;
strain, when you have picked out the
bones, and rub the vegetables through the
colander. Put the butter into a fryingpan
and when warm stir in the flour to a brown
roux, as itis called: add the spice, the pep-
per and the salt and turn into the soup;
boil two minutes, drop into the dice of
meat cut with a sharp knife, heat to a
quick boil and put in the sauce. The wine
is added in the tureen. Lay thin slices of
peeled lemon on the surface of the soup.
You may. if youlike, make furcement balls
of the brains, stirred up with raw eggs and
flour, also add a cup of tomato juice. There
is no better soup than this when it is prop-
erly made, nor is itso difficult as one might
imagine from the length of the recioe.

Halibut SteaKs
—

Wash and wipe the
steaks, dip in beaten eggs, then roll in
cracker crumbs, seasoned withpepper and

salt and fryin hot dripping; or you may
broil the steaks on a gridiron, as you wouldbeefsteak. Serve on a hot dish, rub on bothsides with a mixture of butter, pepper and
salt and tlie juice of a lemon.

Beef's Tongue au Gratin.— Wash, trimand scrape a line, fresh beefs tongue andcook in boiling water, slightly salted, one
hour. Take up. wipeoff the liquor, cover

iwith a beaten egg, roil itin cracker crumbs,
|putinto a dripping pan and brown, brush-
| ng it twice with meited butter while it is|in the oven. Keep hot in a chafing dish,

\u25a0 winie you add to the gravy in the dripping;pan a cupful of the liquor in which the
\u25a0 tongue was boiled, a tabiespoonful of but-
Iter cut up inbrowned tiour, half a teaspoon-
rui of made mustard, salt and pepper, andthe jmcc of a lemon. Boil up and straininto a gravy boat.

Potate Puff-Boil and mash the potatoesin the usual way, with butter and milk,
beat In two eugs. and pour into a butteredbake dish. Brown on the upper grating ofthe oven, and serve in the dish in whichitwas baked.

Stewed Oyster Piant-Scrape and cutinto uich lengths a bunch of oyster plant
dropping it into cold water as you cut it tokeep the color. Stew tender and white inboiling water, a little salt Turn off the
water and supply its place with a cup ofhot (not boned) milk, stir in a tabiespoon-
fulot butter cut up in one of flour, pepper
hud salt to taste, stew three minutes, stir-ring once or twice to prevent lumping, andserve.

Baked Apple Dumplings- Four siftedcups of prepared flour, one teaspoonf uioflard and the same of butter, two cups ofruilk egiit hue tart apples, half a toaspoon-
rui ot salt; chop the butter aud lard into theflour (saitedj and mix with milk to a soflttough, roll into a sheet nearly half an inchwick;cut into squares about five inchesacross; pare and core the apples and put
one m the middle of each square; fold over
the four corners of the paste, pinching theedges together, and arrange in a flouredbasing pan, the iolded part downward;
bake to a lightbrown; rub withbutter whendone and rift sugar on the top.

Brandy Sauce— Two taplespoonfuls ofbutter, two cups of powdered sugar, three
tablespoon fuls of brandy, half of a grated
nutmeg; the butter should be rather softout uot melted; cream itlight witli sugar,
spice and beat in the brandy, whip hard,
heap on a glass dish and set in cold place
untilitis wanted on the table.

Marion Haklajo).
[Copyrighted 1885.J

POETRY OF CHRISTMAS TALES.
Stories Told in the Inglo Nook,

Warmed by tbe Yule Eog'
Lurid and ghostly tales were favorites at

Christmas time long ago, as they are now.
Who does uot remember cowering, when a
child, by the Christmas fire (and some ol
us can remember even au ingle uookj and
hanging with the fascination of horroi
upon some ghostly recital calculated tc
freeze his young blood, make his two eyes
like stars start from their spheres, and each
particular hair to stand on end like a porcu-
pine struck by lightning? The Christmas
poets of the past speak

—
Of uorrid apparition, tall and ghastly,
That walks at dead of ulght,or takes its stand
O'er some new opeued grave, and, strange t«

tell,
Evanishes at crowingof the cock.

Who cannot recall some supernatural
story in which an unpleasant apparition,
who had no respect for the amenities of life,
figured. and who stretched our verves to tha
last point of tension by exclaiuiiug:

Mybones are burieu ina kirkyard
Afar beyond tue sea;

And it is but my sprite, Marg'ret,
That's speaking now to thee.

Or perhaps the narrative was less blood
curdling; and in its peusive strain was hear*
the voice of the ill-fated heroine, pleading:

Omither, mither, mak my bed
Omak itsaft and uarrow;
Since my iove died for me to-day,
I'lldie for him to-morrow.

Or perhaps, again, the narrative takes a
still gentler complexion, and tells us howsome

Pretty babes, with hand inhand,
Went wauderiug up and down,

But never more could see the man
Returning from the town.

But, be this as itmay, a blessing accom-
panied the coming and the departure of
Christinas in the days of yore, as the sub-
joined night watch invocation illustrates:

From noise of soare-flres rest ye free;
From murders Benedicite;
From allmischances that may fright
Your pleasing slumbers in the night
Mercy secure you alt, and keep
Tbe goblins from ye while ye sleep;
Past one o'clock and almost two

—
My masters ah, "Good day to you."

We must bid farewell to this part of the
subject however, by relating a legend which
is borrowed from the Scandinavian mythol-
ogy, and which, itis reasonable to inter,
often used to be told, in bygone Christ-
mases, when young and old were seated
around the yule log listening to the roaring
of its flames mingling with that of the
harlequinading wiud without, and forget- .
ting in the fall of fire flakes the drifting
storm of flakes oi snow. The legend
runs as follows: Balder, the god
of poetry aud eloquence, and second
son of Odin and Friga. told his mother one
day a dream which he bad, had intimating
that he should die. The mother,
to protect her son from the fatality,
invoked all the powers of nature

—
fire, air,

earth, water, as well as animals and plants—
and obtained an oath from tliem thai

they should do Balder no hurt. The lattei
then assumed his place amid the combatants
of the gods, and fought fearless among
showers of arrows. He had an enemy,
however, named Loake, who resolved U
discover in what Balder's invulnerabilitj
consisted. Loake therefore disguised himse.
as an old woman and addressed himself U
Friga with complimentary remarks on tht
the valor and good fortune ofher son. Tha
flatterrd goddess replied that no substance
could injure him, as all the products of na-
ture had bound themselves by an oatb to
refrain from doing him harm. She added,
however, with that stupid candor from
which goddesses are not more free than lest
gifted mortals, that there was one plant)
which from its insignificance she di<
not think of invoking, as it was in-
possible that so contemptible a thing as il
should work disadvantageous^ to her son
At this Loake became ail ears, witb the ex-
ception of the modicum of tongue he use* ,
wherewith to Inquire what the plan!
might be. He was Informed thai
it was a feeble shoot growing
on the bark of the oak, and requirinf
scarcely any soil. Then the wily Loakf
knew that the plant was the mistletoe, I
spray of which he immediately procured
Thus equipped he entered the assembly ol
the gods, and said to Heda. one of them,

"Why do you not contend with the arrow!
of the Balder? Said Heda: "Iam bln_i
and have no arms." Loake then presented
him witb an arrow formed from the mistle-
toe and informed him that that would <tf
deadly work, even though shot by a blind
man. At this moment Balder appeared.
Heda shot under the guidance ofLoake and
Balder fell pierced and slain. It may bi
difficult for anybody but an accomplished
archaeologist, whose veryblood brims wit-
the "preterplu perfect" to explain the cor>
nectiou between this legend and the kiss
observances of the mistletoe, which are ex-
tant at the present day: but we confidently
leave the solution to those in whom the
imagination is vivid beneath the rust and
mildew of medifevalism. The story sug-
gests the addition, and we are sure that our
readers are sufficiently imaginative to sup-
ply the need. Here, then, is a pleasant
termination to the fable: All's well thai
ends well.

—
SHE FORGOT IOIffENDTHEM.

The beautiful maiden Is shopping to-day.
Quite Dusy, and to her surprise.

While through the thronged street she is tak-
ing her way.

Her beau inthe street she espies.

Good gracious I'tis awful! He's coming, M
doubt,

And swift toher heart strikes a pain;
The eyes of affection will single her out;

He'll see her aud speak, that is plain.

She halts, blushes redly, then crosses tha
street.

Avoiding the youth that she loves;
The maid it would mortify much should they

meet;—
There are holes in the Ops ofher gloves 1—

Boston Courier.
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