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bore her away tothe dreamy Niffheim
the region of dsrkvess, where summer
mever comes, where no green leaf appears,
no cheering ray of light, where no flower
peeps above the dark soil. The singing ot
the bird is never heard there, for Bragi
and his barp are far away. A grey un-
sightly region, even st the border, it 1s;
but onward are bogs and rotting wods

brought her to the bank of Hels. In this
region of gloomy death she lay and gazed
into the fiery pit. Asshelooked down-
ward. her face grew thin snd wax white
her eyes grew large and fearful; shs
trembled and shivered, as ome stricken
with the cold. Long sbe lay, weary and
full of woe, and yet she kept her golden
treasure of life. Theevil giantsof Niffhe'm
sought to rob bher of her powertul fruit;
but she would not bid them eat, nor would
she partake herself, but kept it for her
desr companions in the realm of Asgard.
8o she waited for ber deliverance.

Bat the Gods grew weary for her, and
ssid: “Where is Iduna?’ Despair and
hunger has eome to the hearts of tho
Asir. Long time ago they sat at their last
feast of the of the golden apples, and now
they pined for the smile of the
goddess and for her immortal fruit.
The all-suspecting Gods wrung this evil
secret from Loki, Oden frowned, and
lifted his voice in thunder as he turned on
the traitor, “‘Depart,” he cried *‘from our
presence, and return ; but return not with-
out the radiant goddess Iduna. Tby lite
for hers; it thou betray, thoun sbalt perish.”
Then Loki departed. Buat till his return
the realm of Asgard languished, They
who no longer kuoew the light of Iduns,
who bad fed on ber immortal food, grew
ghastly. Gaunt and bungry, were their
forms, their faces were full of pein, and
their eyes despairing. The - meadows lay
without grass or flowers; the forests were
naked and withered, and the skies were
cold and clouded. The stubble ot the field
was black after the esilver trost. All the
world is woeful when the spirit of the light
and besuty is away. Her smile revives
the yesr.

On their bigh ramparts stationed, the
Gods looked ontward toward the Kingdom
ot Dis. Anxiouslythey scanned the horizon
to see the soft wings of Loki fanning the air
with the breath of ¢pring, and bearing home
the long desired goddess, Iduna. At last
they saw him coming, bearing bis fair
charge, but eagerly pursued by the swift
and sounding pinions of Thiassi, who with
his breath withers the bloom of the world.
Loki flies swiftly ; he gained the wall ot tte
city, and overpassed it. Then the Gods
basten to light the pile of pine boughs they
bad prepared. Down fell Thiassi in the
flsme, singed sand smothered. Consumed,
there remained the frosty jewels of his
eyes. In the deep sky they set them, as
light at the gates of the nor.h.

Joytul were the Esir at the return of
Iduna to the reslm of Asgard. Wasting
and dying, they revived as they clustered
around her. She looked at them with pity,
snd loved them snew, and gave them her
golden fruit. The tamished ones clutched
at the spples of life, and life and joy re-
turned to them again. Their skin grew
fair upon them, their forms were rounded,
and the warm blood went bounding in rich-
er streams through all their veins. The
Gods sat and sunned themselves in the
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Every morning they ssid to ber: ‘O Idons,
daughter of loveliness ! Bright is thy tace,
with the immortals ! Death cannot seize thy
radisnt limbs, thy brow and tresses of the
dawn. Thou givest life and joy to thy
loved ones. Beloved of the Gods, welcome
to the kingdom of Asgard ! Thou shinest s
perpetual orb of awakening, and all the
birds and flowers have gone before thy feet.
Afar in the cold north sky the Gods have

i | set the sbarp eyes of Thiassi. He can no

loeger harm us ; for over us thou shinest as
8 sun; and at thy call, O ransoming god-
dess ! rings perpetuslly in the green forests
the sounding harp of Bragi !”

This'is the legend of 1duna—the legend
of the spring.
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Mounteia and Poet.
Frox GAUTIENR.
“Thon idle m »unt 1" chided the tee ning plain,
*No useful b.oom i3 oa thy wind-swept brow 1
“Thou poet,” cried the crowd, ° what use art
thou "

Seeing him bendiog o’er his lyre aegain.
Then spake the L HLU ¢
The harvests that upon thy sol: do grow;
From tip of my white breast I bid ¢ flow
Tay silver-threaded strcams; I feed thy grais;
I temper thy nooa sun; I hold the clond;
Knead the white avalanche where thunders roll;
Dissolve the crystal glacier.” Then he spake—
The pale-browed poet—answering the crowd :
“Spare me my lyre, since from my wounded sonl
Gushes a straam the thirst of maa to slake.*

We have before our eyes a bunch of the
so-called Spanish *‘moss’’ gathered during
his recent trip Southward, by Hon, Char-
les H. Collins of Hillsboro, and sent to us,
together with a disquistion, a portion which
is given to our readers. As we inspect
these long gray vegetable filaments, im
agination can construct a picture of gigan-
tic live- oaks, bodering the bayous ot Lou-
isisna, hung thick with these tasels, re-
flected agsin in the bosom of the stil]
waters. Itis termed ‘‘moss”, but botani-

the surrounding sir, which would, but for
this plant, be loaded with poison for human
lungs and skin, from the rapid decay of
southern *vegetation. The reason it can-
Bot live on & dead tree is because the bark
among the crevices of which its tendrils
creep has slipped off ; hence, when the tree
dies, the moss soon turns black snd drapes
iteelt in mourning, as if for the tree, its
mother. This is the -resson there is so
much black moss in the Dismal Swamp of
Virginia. Many persons have only seen
this kind. No scenery in Nature can so
impress any but the dullest mind more than
8 moss covered swamp. As you push
your pirouge (or canoe) through the lofty
wreaths and greenish gray arches of the
living moss, amid the eolitudes of the
swamp, you notice the tall columns ot cy-
press rise up on every side, like huge
stalagmites, upholding the verdant cavern
above. From the roof of this cavern de-
pend long masses of moss like innumerable
stalsctites, so shutting out the sun as to
make it twilight at noon. AsI bave said
the living moss isa greenish gray color.
It bhas long branching fibres or filaments
and at esch bifurcation produces tiny,
trumpet shaded flowers, smalier than tobac-
co flowers, and of & peach blossom color.
It grows rapidly and is easily propagated.
A single thread blown from one tree to an-
other soon grows into 8 mass of moss. In
good localities the bunches will grow
twenty or thirty feet long. Otften a single
live osk tree, such as may be seen near
the mouth of the Atchataleya, will in ad-
dition to the enormous weight of its own
ponderous horizontal branches carry
twenty to twenty five tons of green moss.

“A curious feature of the Spanish moss
is that 1t has spparently no beginning and
no end. You may experiment for hours—
in vain you will search for & discovery of
this fact.”

Myron Reed, a very talented and a very
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cally it belongs to a different species, and
is not properly a moss at all, but an epi-
phytic plant drawing its nourishment from
the air, while rooting itself harmlessly in,
the bark of trees. Mr. Colline has com-
piled iderable iaformstion on the sub-
ject, bur he writes also from his owa ob-
servatico.

““Tae palnt bes not been careful'y -studi-
ed, and information is scant{about it in
in spite of all the savants of science. Itis
yet a mystery. A great msny botanists,
or pretended ones, have been sent South
as emmissaries from the New Eogland
universities to teach wbat they call the
poor benighted South. These peopls
more keen on the scent to find fault than to
learn have passed under the long trailmg
greenish grey garland. irom the live osks
and cypress without seeing snything ex-
cept that some peculiar growth was swing-
ing from the trees. A just ides of this
plant as I have found it in Texas and Lou-
ifiana must discard more botanical terms
and study its native habitat. It prefers
the tops and branches of living trees and
is denser upon those which grow in the
gloomy swamps or on their borders. In
the dark recesses of the deepest and most
dismal cypress groves, above the exhala-
tions of ewerlasting mud and water it
revels in its glory and covers as with a
mantling psll the great broad-armed live
oaks as well as native oaks which fringe
the ridge margios of the lakes and bayous.
On @ drive to Lake Ponchartrain or around
the Spanish Fort, or infict anywhere out-
side of the built up portion of New Or-
Jeans it is abundant. You may see where
it has drifted trom the cypress and tupes
sndencroached on the higher lands adjacent
to the swamps, where it grows in festoons
aund covers with its sombre drapery other
trees, even the sweet-gumi, ‘¢lm snd ash.

“The driver of the carriage, an old resi-

independ preacher, recently deceased
in Denver, Colorado, has had poetic
tributes from diverse sources, and some
of what orthodoxy would regard as of
questionable - character, One, evidently
“‘of the people,” embodies the tollowing
anecdote :

*Bill Nye tells this story of him (an’ o' course it
maust be true) :

Onct when Reed waz humbly prayin’, some one
*way back in a pew

Bhouted, ‘Louder I’ An’ the preacher paused, an’
slowly razed his head : 5

“I'm addressin® €od Almighty, sud not you, sir,’
Myron sed.’

Sach an episode during divine service
has a {ree and easy, not to ssy farcical,
sound, at both ends. We suspect it to be
as humorously and philosophically true as
Bill Nye usually was. Mr. J. Gordon
Temple goes on with his poem, giving us
e pe—

What is Scott’s Emul-
sion ? )

It is the best cod-liver oil,
partly digested, and com-
bined with the hypophos-
phites and glycerine. What
will it do? It will make
the poor blood of the anzmic
rich and red.

" It will give nervous energy
to the overworked brain and
nerves. It will add ilesh to
the thin form of a child,
wasted from fat-starvation.

It is everywhere acknowl-
edged as The Standard of
the World. :

wad rpeek,
Why, he evei sed he lived upon *Shore Akers® fer
s week.
‘When Reed talked he sed somethin®, an’ the people
tak it home.

He talked of probl ‘ms heer an’ now—things nesd-
ful om this erth. 4

Fer ‘Equality’ a1 Jestice,” an® sich themes he

liked the most,

Ar’ ‘Hamsnity’ meat more to him than did the

*tioly Ghost.” .

Ihumnh.hhhh—bn now, a-givia® out his
3

Ken see his featyurs, hear his wit, s-wunderin
what cum next.

1 ken hear thet purty musick thet wuz rendered by
the grire;

Thet wud make s f:ller better, sa’ was shure to
lift him hier.

His ‘Tims to @it Together,’ I di

respeckt,
He dida't hav prayer meetia’s, ner no forin mis.
shun plate;
E'f vo wasted to helpothers, look inside yer own

H

Of Riley, Thoreau, Dickens, an’ of sll who good
bev dun.

Axn’ Robert Looy S evenson his thots wad much

engage;
Abe Linkin wus his idle, sn® when men get close
te bim
The chances for thair bein® wrong, I think, air
mitey slim.®
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Miss Agnes Maule Machar, of Kingston,
Ont., well known for her writings in prose
and verse has won the Montreal Daily Wit-
nees prize for the best patriotic Canadian

Forever,” the successful poem :
Our Canads, strong, fa'r and free,
‘Whose sceptre stretches far,
‘Whose hills look down on either sea,
And front the po| H
Not for thy gr 8—hardly known—
Wide plains our mouotains grand,
But as we clsim thee for cur own,
We love our native land.
Chorus :
God bless our mighty forest land
Of mountain lake and river,—
Tae loyal sons, from strand to strand,
Sing, ‘Canada Forever.’
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We are informed *‘that a very favorable
and generous offer his been received from
a Montreal firm” for the publication of the
Memorial Edition ot Archibald Lasmp-
man’s Poetical Works and that it *‘will
probably be accepted.” Pastor Fevrrx.

Itobiog, Burniog, Oreeplag, Orawliog
Skin Diseases relieved in & few minates
by Angew’s Ointment. Dr Agnew’s Oint-
ment relieves instantly and cures Tetter
Salt Rheum, Scald head, Eczems, Ulgers,
Blootches, and all Eruptions of the %
Itu_lgothinglnd%;iadngudm ike

umors, Irritation ot
the Scalp or Rashes during the teething
time* 85 cents. Sold by E. C. Brown
and all Druggists. . ;

Hustiog Votes,

ly canvass the district and solicit the veters
one by one, to cast their ballots.ifor him.
‘Lhe solicitation is often ‘sugar coated,’ ap
in the case mentioned by a London journal.
‘Madam, may I kiss these beautiful chil-
dren ? inquired & candidate for the coming

whmonndnnudﬁom.
88 he leaned over the front gate.

'(_Jotuinly, sir ; there no is possible ob-

jection.
They are lovely darlings, said the would-
beM. P., after e had . finished thie

7 n&ftﬁ?ﬂ."&n"m‘ A

No discoarse on “our fatyur life;’ yo got yer muny’s ‘
wurth.

Ax**Charity Begins at Hone’ wan for han grate | i
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song. This is the first stanzs of “Canada | ;

InEn.hndsundid-tawhinwbi&ou \
to snnex M. P. to his name must personal- | &

by-election in the Midlands the other day, |

be the popular preacher in the near future!| o

“He cad sre good in the opery; good of ackters he

A DYSPEPSIC’S BELEASE.

Safe from thie Di og mﬁr

Mspy Months—Found Only one Medicine
to Help Him.

The farming community at Port Robinson
snd many miles sround, are intimstely
Eq.-iud with Mr. gu-ny Horton.

e is 8 young man, vears of a,
-hhl-'nn-nrnzd tollows & m..'
thresher i Autumn and winter. While

strength
continued taking the pills and now atter

ever ani am in splendid flesh. I can est,
digest and sleep well. while before sll food
soured on my stomach and cansed awfal
distress. I can now enjoy lite and am
satsifed that Dr. Williame’ Pk Pills have
saved me from untold suffering.

Rl g
Pleasant as & Caramel.

Dr. Von Stan’s Pineapple Tablets are
Dot & nauseous com but pleasant
pellets that dissolve on the tongue like a
inmp :‘l‘ :upr just as :n;;nple, just as barm-
ess, a potent aid to digestion and
the prevention of all the ailments in the
stomach's category of troublss. Aet direct-
ly un the digestive organs. Rulieve in one
day. 385 cents.

PLUNGED TO HIS DEATH
Insidious Disense Lurks Bverywhere.

A bright young man in Grey County Ont.
tlwn:;anly plunged in:’tlln lske at s
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*tAbide wit
and be you

Let me t¢
friend of mi
Earle. It

Tumbling
he thought
jolly day ¢
for dinner |
won't the ot
my Sunday
afternoon (
ways have
Uncle Franl
the best rec
any of ’em v
Easter poem
than Miss '
wonder thon
asked whom
morrow. I
maybe Jack
meant that.
when she as}
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