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TIE STORY OF A MOTLER.
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THE sTORY OF A MOTIER.
FROM 1UR GERMAN OF N, C, ANDRRSEN,
DY OMICRON.

::’Tl.n:n sat be<ide her child, sad and over
X "‘ﬂ\' care, lest it should die, for it was go
Y:"d its little eyes were closed, i? qrcw as
ighin :““d at lilm?s az deep a breath asif it were
Yot 1: 1ts Little life away, and the .mothcr looked
¢ sorrow{ully upon her child. A knock
ard at the door, and a poor old man came
O seemed to Le covered all over witha
1rse cloth, to keep him warm, and indeed
. Breat need of it for it was then cold winter.
Cevery thing was covered withice and snow,
Yy ]':’ Wind blew so sharply in his face that it
M shiver with cold.  And while the old
l"“"1‘1‘(‘d, and the little child slept for a mo-
“the Mother went and placed some beer in o
Re P on the hearth to warm for the old man.
a0d rocked himself, and the Mother seated
), f“:‘ A stool near Liim and looked upon the sick
ey, itbho touk its tiny hand in bers, and still it
fong, S breath as deeply and as heavily as be-

“«
ley ao, Jou not think,” she said “that he will be
bin & ™e, and that the Blessed God will not take
l:;::lmﬁ- Then the old man,—t'was Death!
LT v‘ 80 dvasively that it might just as well
N;n el* as no, and the Mothier cast down her
N A tears rolled down her cheeks.
Wy, o long days and longer nights she had
%N, b“‘:“.d her head was so heavy that now she
L] uwp 1t was only for a moment, and she start-
thy S 34 shook with the ‘cold. “ What was
Ny, ®he cried a4 she looked around on every
, 2 B0 one answered, for the old man was
Tondy, . her ehjlg was no where to be scen, and
tlog \:]“ the corner creaked and groancd the old
the oo '® heavy jeaden weight ran down
Uy the With a bang—and the clock stood still—
Qlly mp""l’ Mother rushed out of the house and
Iny her chilg,
h‘aek m;:"d*?t of the snow sat 2 woman in long
"hép' « D“~and she said to the bereaved Mo-
l"f\x *a eat?, has been with you—in your cham-
:hil h:' h"!{.but just now, ecome out with your
ban ¢ © W88 in great haste and walked swifter

e
(kg a ;v:“d- He never brings back what he
L] .
T :
g | ‘ﬁ;nel Oh tell me only which way he went,
“Iy, find him» eaid the Mother.
;“'{')‘enw»b“: Way” said the woman in the black
loy® “"“gsl ‘bﬁfore T tell you, you must sing me
g,,e'e oo thint you have sung for your child—
m "“0"2:—1 have listened to them be-
*¢ Night, and have scen your toars

“\»,\:1“ for your sick child”
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“T will sing tham all,—all” said the Muther,
“but do not detain me now, I must go and find
my child.”

Then the Night sat down silent and quict, and
the Mother wrung her hands, sung, and wept, and
there were many songs but still more tears,

Then said the Night. “Turn to the right among
the dusky pines, I saw Death go in there with
your little child.”

Decep and far into the dark pine wood did the
Mother work her way, and she knew not what
dircction she should take, but she saw a Thorn-
bush which had ncither leaves nor flowers upon it,
for it was cold winter and icicles hung from the
twiga,

“Ilave you scen Death pass by with my little
child ” asked the Mother.

“Yes,” snid the Thorn-bush, “but I will not
tell you which way he went until you first warm
me in your bosom for I frecze here to death, I
shall soen be clear ice”

Then the Mother clasped the Thorn-bush to her
bosom, and so closely that it became altogether
thawed, and the thorns penetrated into her flesh,
and her blood flowed in great drops. But the
Thom-bush shot out fresh green leaves, and blos-
somed in the cold wintry night; so warm is the
heart of an afllicted mother.

And now the Thorn-bush told her the way, and
she next came to a great Sea on which neither
ship nor boat was to be found. The Sea was not
frozen hard enough to bear her over, nor yet was
it shallow cnough for her to wade through it, so
she laid herself down to drink it up, but that
was indeed impossible, yet, the sorrowing Mother
thoughit that perhaps a miracle might be wrought
in her favour.

“Nol 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
pearls I have scen. If thou will weep them out
into my bosom, I will bear thee over to the great
conservatory, where Death dwells. All these that
thou scest 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 her eyes fell out upon the sea shore,
and beeame two costly pearls.

Then the Sea lifted her up so softly, just as if
she were on a couch, and in a moment she found
herself on the wished for shore. There, was
a house, wonderful in size and structure, so
that one could not tell whether it was a great
mountain with woods and caves, or was divided
juto numberless apartments, but the Mother could
not sec it, she had wept away her eyes.
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