
til o wl th te col . hat was
%ide le cried a she looked around on every

lt n0 one answered, for the old man was
lier child was no where to be scen, and

Sthle corner creaked and groaned the old
yavy leaden weight ran down

4d thle withl a bang-and the clock stood still-
eg Poor Mother rusied out of the house and

on her child.
aek gidst of the snow sat a woman in long

r; <, bes--and she said to the bereaved Mo-
r eth has been with you-in your cham-

ili mhw but just now, come out with your
4 th e Was in great haste and walked swifter

Wesa d. He never brings back what lie

S,el ii Oh tell me only which way he went,
n him" said the Mother.

4'ts b ay" said the wonan in the black
tit nt before I tell you, you nust sing me

Q h that you have sung for your child-
n ~-I have listened to them be-

at l1h Niguht, and have seen your toas
r Your sick child."

s 0 erse own to rn t up, but thlat,
was indeed impossible, yet, the sorrowing Mother
thouglit that perhaps a miracle might be wrought
in her favour.

"No that will never do," said the Sea, "let
us two rather be of one mind-I love to gather
pearls, and thine eyes are the most precious S
pearls I have s.en. If thou will weep thenm out
into my bosom, I will bear thee over to the great
conservatory, where Death dwells. All these that
thou sceest are his trees and flowers, each of them
corresponds with the life of a human being."

" Oh! what would I not give to find my child,"
said the weeping Mother, and she wept still more,
until at last lier eyes fell out upon the sea shore,
and became two costly pearls.

Tien the Sea lifted lier up so softly, just as if
she were on a couch, and in a moment she found
herself on the wislhed for shore. There, was
a house, wonderful in size and structure, so
that one could not tell whether it was a great
mountain with voods and caves, or was divided
into numberless apartnents, but the Mother could
not see it, ah had wept away lier eyes.
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STORY OF A MOTIER. "I will sing theim all,-all" said the Mother,
Fe inizM 1t AERMAN or1 n. c. ANDErsEN, "but l oInot detain me IOw, I niust go and find

0 av ,oYN. mii child."

n0Ttiît sat he4iie lier child, sad and over Ilen the Nigit rat down silent and quiet, and

th care, lest it should die, for it was so the Mother wrung her hands, sung, and wept, and
nd its little eyes were ciosed, it drew as ther were nany songs but still more teare.

end at tims aA deep a breath as if it were Thien said the Night. " Turn to the right among
its lit tle life away, nd the mother looked the dusky pinles, I saw Death go in there with

ure sorrowfullv uponi lier child. A knock your little child."
4 heard at the door, and a poor old man caie Deep and far into the dark pine wood did the

Seemed to be covered all over with a Mother work lier way, and ie knew not what
rse cloh, to keep hlim wal mi, aj indeed direction she should take, but sie saw a Thorn-

re ed of it for it was then cold winter. bush which hîad neither leaves nor fowers upon it,'~l.d eed>fi f
t Sery thîing was covered with ice and snow, for it was cold winter and icicles hung from the

e a wiid blew So tharply in his face that it twigs.
n shiver with cold. And while the old " "Have you scen Death pass by with ny little

uvered, and the little clild slept for a mo- child " asked the Mother.
the Mother went and piaced sone beer in a " Yes," said the Thîorn-busi, " but I will not
ilan On the hearth to warn for the old man. tell you which way lie went until you firet warm

Unitli rock. iuislaJteMtirsaed r ed imself, and the Mother seated nie in your bosoi for I freeze lire to death, I
S«n at stool near himi and looked upon the sick shall soen be clear ice.»

She took its tiny hand in bers, and still it Then the Mother clasped the Thorn-bush to lier
& tS breathi as deeply and as bcavily as be- bosom, and so closely that it became altogether

thawed, and the thorns penetrated into lier flesh,
7OU îlot think," hie said "tlat lie will be and her blood Bowed in great drops. But the

S ie, and that the Blessed God willnot take Thorn-bush shot out fresh green Icaves, and blos-
d 1e. Then the old mn,-t'was Death 1 omed ini the cold wintry niglt; so warm is the

S evhasi'vely thant it nmight just as well heart of an aûlicted mother.
y e0t as no, ail the Mother cast down lier And now the Thorn-bush told lier the way, and

mad tcaîrs rolled down lier checks. she next came to a great Sea on which nîcither
0 ee long days and longer niglts she had ship nor boat was to be found. The Sea wa not

t id er liead was so heavy that now she frozen liard enough to bear her over, nor yet was
it 'as only for a moment, and she start- it shallow enough for her to wade through it, so
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