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THE GOLDEN FLOWER OF ST, JOHN'S EVE

In our willage down in the Csrpathion highlend Sued o
itk with n ligtle som Junik, whi bl been Blind from liitk.
he pawe mother wos benrtlooken ove hee chills aflliction
e Ao cure bl Berba and patioes, medicmes,
arms, enrything. But nothing did any goad.

Then son day in Lhe month of May litthe Jesik wne sitting
1 bt bemch which shwsys socd o front of i sllags door.
b lod was seven ab this time and an be i Uere seddenly o
eal clomor eould be biird from down the street. Janik counl
Il from 3he voices that it was Uhe children, driving & pooe ol
o and soming her,

“Etarn Jagnl Fnbn Digiwnl® the ehildenn wore shouing.
tore Jogal Baba Deiwal™

The wards meant, of eour 08 Witchl O Crome!"
o the children were heing very ceenl,

Janik's meother st beard the clamos and came oal 1o
¢ whet it wan. Bhe drove the children aeny and took the
e ol woinsm by the srm.

“ome and st down hees with my Janik.” she comforted.
wen in the house, o gei some milk and bread for the
nare,

o o
While: is misther wies gone, Jonik sod the olil women tnlked

the snshine, The pooe thing's voioe was teudie anil sum-
ing, and moan on the little fellow’s fnce 3 mmile of 1he most
wederful radlisses hepwn o appear. Afler 2 bl the scund of
& woman's voien wes mo longer heard.  Jank spoke to her,
& there was no ssawer. And whon his mother came I
# hrend wnd milk, only Janik wws om the bench, nlos:,  The
e il vanisdnd nnd was newhers 1o he wen,

Whars had the ¢ woman gsned The mather was about
ook Janik whem she notleed on hee chils s face & ook of utter-
plure.
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"What i W3 And where 8 the ol womes? the mother
wiked. “Aod what has she done 1o yo

the buy whispered, it andil the Eve of St John
B,

il tlien am the Zel the Eve of 51 John's Doy,
nuw Jendh cowld il his mather

o s peviens wll

" Jamik commanded as the day  drew

Together thee puic saried out, sapping foe at ke G
Chapel of St Mary an Us: nearby Fhare Hliey placer] & Jer
of green myrtle o the olter sed pruged Lo the Vigin sl e
boarr of middnight wos bt ta strike,  Then, with G firse strok s
of \he mngic hour, Ve two s from Lhein knees and sartel
vt Akt puvtel £ ikl wcemsan Diad Lkl Baeih i et the,

et the rovd ked thems 10 & varrow petk thil wossd along
n dashing memtain stresm,

“Hey, thore! Whers nre yon gougl’ o voime ealbal o
e they bowl i @ Tiftle wax. “Not that path. Thia is the
e T

Ao turn wide, but Jamik held her

“Pay mo attention to the ynira
wth, the narrow one by tie

O e e wint, Jasik bemling the way abong the toctuous
puth, Foon ricks blocked their way.  Sometimes it wss hord
even to fld the path, mvech boss follow &2, bt still they manneed
and oo they went

After a time horrkd shapes appearcl and evil spirits bogn
to seream mitd howl oll nhoot them.  lnnde sirctelied st from
amidet the treos, to clutch st the pair and draw them from the
s e ol swanin Bl L Jarssh B

Tt the boy s hie mother pressed on, deepre and deeger
it the forest. The ol woman had nld Jasik tha in
the very heart ond center of the wood, calx in the furest's
st dopts, wenll b G bt b weas 4y pek,

Ao what was U grent thing Jazik sought?

Nothing less than the wondrous golden flower of s fern,
the paproe, which blossms this ce: sigh of (b year, and by
dghoesk i gone.

Crveer suassbuze and Bogery pilaces the mother asd s pressed
forward, ever tree-trunks and rocks, omtil ot lost they cxne
ta & clearing. Frens were all about sl Janik's mother fail ou
her kneea e that she condd examine every wal and bisde. Tn
the lewst likely place of all might be biddes the silvery leoves
and hrighst. gdidim Aowers of 51 Jobhn's ferm,

Darksess was fading now, and the mother was for giving
up the ssarch.

“No.” Janik weisted. it miust be hers! T have folowed
Ve bl woman's dirsctions, [t s bese."

Aol heew, surs enesgh, it was: in a far cosser of Use clear-
Geng, nwas U gnirked root of an ancient and twisted G fres,
closs b the mountain sream Usat b guided the boy aod his
mather 1o the place,  There the gladsome light of the tiny gpolden
fern Dwer shone Forik.

“Janik! Commal | have found 111 ™ the mother™s voice
rang ool in eagine. “Hoes, give me your basd. Touwh it
your fern Bower af haggiiness.

The boy sireich cut bi and st this inetest thee
cwme & great rosh of wind in the piss: toves, aned n mighty trem-
Wing in the grove, Weeping asd lughtor cormmingled mers
Bwserd, The foerse lud come wlive to weloome the hhwsoming
of the fors lowee.

Tailk pracked the goiden bhewem and held it to his hiet,
them hathed his eyes in the iry water of the streom, a8 the old
woman bad 1old him to do. Joy unbeandod filled Bis heart.
Hy: Yonkeel e, and Jol there, was his mother. Thise was his mother,
whesi bi hail never seen. Far the first fime in his lifi, Junik
saw her.

In the distance & eock erowed and aver in the east a strosk
of Tkt indicated the dawn. Janik looked down, No fower
was in his band, The fern flower with ita gosden Gght was gone.
Biat 1 thie boc's wpen wn the light of vision, The goed St John
had vouchsafed him & far geester gilt then the briefly Blisemmg
fern flower, Fe had granted the boy wight.
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