
100 PETER ]3ANNERMANN.

fear of meeting the Austrians; so old men and delicate womofl and children mauet
mako the fearfuljourney, or remain te be brutally treated by the pitilese foo.

The troope poured into the valloy, and the people (whose plane were already
laid with caution and prudence, in case snobi a neeesity should arise) proended
te sulimit. WVith the fir8t shades of evening they went as usual te their lieds,
and soon tho whole valley was as silent as deatli, except as the sounde of brawling
or shouting and singing came froma the chiurcli and sehoihou8e, where the officers
were quartered.

«Wlen the darkness of niglit, ho'wevor, had settlod overtheir valley, one by one
they stele from their homes and met in a largo cavern in the maountain Bide, which
was hidden by a tail snow-covered rock from the sighit of those in the village.
ilere tliey kneeled down, and the old pastor fervently implored the protection ci
God in their fearful journey.

This dono, they set forward, the aged pastor leading the van, some rcf the
strongest mon and women walking on each side cf the women and little once,
Who followed, and the remaindur bringing up the rear, that they might lie
ready, in case they were pursued and overtaken, te meet the foe. Oh!1 a fearful
journey it ivas indeed 1

MUore than one peor babe, at every stop for rest, was buried in the snow, with-.
cut even a rougli stene te mark its grave; and more than ono old or feeble porson
had te be left behind until lie recovered strength b~ follow on, seme stout cempanion
staying with hira te assist and defend. Wlien the gray liglit of mornieg began
te break ever the mountain top, the astoaished Austrian soldiers saw their escaped
prisoners nioving in a long blacki line over the snow upon the summit, where it
seemed as if even the chamnois-hunter or the wild goaL would hardly dare te follow.

Among that little band of fugitives "lfor the sake cf God" I was Meta Banner-
mena, the widow of one of the nobleet and braveet sons of the valley. Almeet
at the bcgieeing of the struggle he lied been killed ie an attempt te protect from
brutal insuit the corpso of the old pastor's wife, and left bis owa wife, with lier
young babe and a crippled son of six years old, te tlîe grateful love and care of
tho pester and hie fleck.

Carefully, tlîat bitter cold niglit, sho wrapped lier sleeping babe and held iL
tightly te lier bosom. For heurs they trudged on throuila the seow, even the
stoutest scarce able te bear the intense cold; and wlien, at every haît for reet,
elie sawv tlîe littIe stiffened bodies takea froma the arins of tho weeping mothera
and laid in the sn0w, she lield lier littie one stili dloser, and prayed in ber inner-
meet lieart LlîaL she might lie spared that trial.

But thîe littie bundie ie bier arme began te grow heavier, and shoe could searce
refrain fromn a cry cf agony as lier heart told lier the cause. Bu.t sLll sie claspcd
the little body elosely, as if by the warmnth of lier owa bosem te restere life te
lier child. Slie spoko ne word, thougli; none knew the babe was dead. She
ceuld nuL leave it tiiere in Lie cold snow. No, she wou!d net tell lier trouble;
heavy as estlie Ioad, sho woîild bear iL, stegger on with iL stilI, a.-d if a mer-
ciful God allowed tli te reacl inl safety the shelter they were seeking, she
ceuld bury iL in God's ovn, acre beside the c-hurcli, where 8ie could* go, day after
dyand look at the littie grave.

ut tho -,-atcliful eyo of lier boy saw that thero was a change upon bier gentie
face, and tliiakieg she was wenry ho asked earnestly: "'Mother, oaa 1 net carry
the little Deï'a for a while, and let yen rest?'Il

"II-s-s-b!>'" said the mothor liestily, and again she put ber cr down to the
pale lips, as if aie stilI lioped te bear them breatho.

At Inet the summit was reached, and the fugitives bcg-an the desceet on the
other aide; ajourney still. more fearful tiien tlîeir climbing. They soon came te
a larcre cave, and boere Liey stopped te reet and prcy. A cave iL could scarcoly
be called; àL was a space enclosed by soeo luge blocks of stone resting againet
oaclî otiier; but it wcs a weleome shelter from the bitter, bitter cold, and grate.
fully tliey thanked God for the niercy that had led tlîem te iL.

But now the poor inotber could ne longer bide lier loss. The pitying old pas-
ter with gontie force took the cold burden from lier weary arms, and laid iL te ite
rest with other littie beings like itself wlie had gene te a world of peace and joy.


