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"i Wlere shall I find Deatl," she criedl "he lias
carried away ily little child."

"le ha4 flot yet arrived," answerîed an old
grey-headed wonan who lived in Death's conser-
vatory, and tended his plants: "How have you
found out this place, and who has helped you î"

"The Blessed God lielped me," replied the Mo-
ther: " He is merciful, and you I am sure wilI be
go too. Where shall I find my child ?"

" know not," said the old woman, " for you
Calmiot see it, and many tres and flowers have
Withered this night. Death will soon be here toe
root them up. You must know that every one
has his troc or flower of life arranged as in nature,
they appear like other plants, but with this dif-
ference, they have hearts beating within them,-
Cldldren's hearts beat also-judge by that and

e Perhaps you might recognize the heart'e beat-
mng of your own child. But what will you give
nie if I help yeu V"

I have nothing te give," ail the sorrowing
Meother," but I will go for you to the end of the
World if yeu desire it.

"I have nothing there to look after," replied
the old woman, " but you can give me your long
black tresses, you know well they are very beau-tiful, they please me, and you can have my
w rhite lair ustead."

"Do you require nothing more," said the Mo-
ther. "I will give you that with joy," and she
gave the old woman lier beautiful black hair, and
rc(êived ber snow white locks in place of it. She

ethn entered the great conservatory of Death
'Where trocs and fiowers grew so wonderfully te-
getler. There stood beautiful Hyacinths under

as bells, and great Easter Roses as strong as
trees, and there were large aquatic plants, somequite green, others half dead and withering, and
'eator snakes lay upon them, and black beetles
%craVwled up their stalks. Here were also splendid
Palmi trees, oaks, and plane trocs, and there to

as sage, and blooming thyme, and every tree and
e'ry flower had its name, they were each of them

mlanl's life, some of whom lived in China, others
* Greenland, and in every part of the world.

' There were besides great fiowers in very small
Pots, se close and pressed together that many of

e m burst their pots for want of room. There
$ re liso snall weak flowers growing in rich
1 gr0und, k pt up and sheltered with soft messes,

th the aficted Mother bowed berself down over
a allest plants she could find, and she heard

rn heart boat in cach, but out of millions
, lecogzed that of her child.

ct erû it is," she cried at length, and she
é ie strethd out her hand over a snall crocus blossom

hung its head qite fainty.
b D net touch that lower," said the old woman,'but Pl
e Placeyourselfhcre, and when Death comes-

t him everymomnt,-do not let him pull itP ryut threaten him that if he does you will tear
Cry oither plant there. le will be obliged

Ve way, for lie must answer for each plant
taklower to the Blessed God; not one must be

a Up before he gives hlm leave. Thon all at

once a vild sigli was heard tlrougi the 11111
and tie blind Mothier knew huit it was ,i-ath."

.'Iow iavin you found your way ithr
sail lie: el Ilow have you realed lîi.bs sonîler
tlîaî 1 nyself î"

"I arn a mother," was her answer.
And Death stretchied out his gaunt and fe-Lless

hand towards the little flower, but shie held her's
closely over it, so close, yet so full of anxious care-
fulness that she touched not a leaf. Thin Death
breathed on lier hands, and sle felt hii brcalth
colder thin the coldest ice wind, and lier lands
sunk down powerless.

",'You can do nothing against me," said Death.
"But the Blessed God can," said tle Mother
"I only <lo what le wills," replied Death "I

am His gardener, I pull up lis trees ani flow-
ers, and plant them in the great garden of Para.
dise in the Unknown Land. Iow they pass
their time there and what kind Of a place it
is I dare not tell."

"Give me back my child," said the Mother,
who while she wept and cntreated, seized fast
hold of two beautiful flowers, and cried:

"I will tear up all thy fiowers for I am in
despair."

" Do net touch thcm," said Death. ' You say
that ye are unhappy and would you make
another mother as miserable as youîrself<"

" Another mother," said she, and she let go
both flowers.

" There are your eyes," said Death, " I took
hen from the Sea, they shone so briglit and

beautiful, but I did not know they were yours,
they are still more brighît and far clearer than
they were before-look down there into that deep
brook, and I will tell you the nanes of the two
fowers which you would have tom up, and you
will sec their whole future-their huinan life
in its waters-you will then see what you
would have destroyed."

Slo looked into the brook, and it was deliglit-
ful te behold how one was a blessing to the
world-diffusing joy and hanppiness around, but
she saw the life of the other, one of care, want,
sorrow and misery.

"Both are the will of God." said Deatlh.
Which of tbem is the flower of the happy one,

and which the unhappy," asked the Mothier.
"Tlat I may net tell you," answered Death,

"but this muci you shall know from me, one
of thom is your own child whose future you
behold."

Then the Mother cried aloud with terror,
" whici of them is my child-tell me, oh ! tell
me, froc the innocent, frec my child from misery,
and take it away into God's Kingdom,-forget
my tears-forget my weepiig, and all thiat I
have donc.

" I do not understand you," replied Death,
"will You have your child back, or shall I take
it to that place you know nothing of."

Then the Mother wrung ber hands, fell on
ber knees and prayed te the Blessed Cod:

" Oh hear me not," she said, " hear me not
whien I pray for what is contrary to thy will,
which is always the best. Iear ie not.-lleed
me not. And she let lier head sink on lier breast,
-and Death went with ber child to the Unîknown
Land.

6hban.


