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          A Story

          
               Ich hab' eine alte Muhme,

               Die ein altes Büchlein hat,

               Es liegt in dem alten Buche 

               Ein altes, dürres Blatt.

               So dürr sind wohl auch die Hände, 

               Die einst im Lenz ihr's gepflückt.

               Was mag doch die Alte haben? 

               Sie weint, so oft sie's erblickt! 

               
                    Anastasius Grün
                

               

          
          Grandmother is so old, she has many wrinkles and completely white hair, but her eyes shine like two stars, indeed, they are much more beautiful, they are so gentle, so delightful to gaze into; and then she knows the loveliest stories and has a dress with large flowers on it, made of some thick silk material that rustles. Grandmother knows so much for she has lived long before father and mother; and that is absolutely certain! Grandmother has a hymn book with thick silver clasps and she often reads pages from that book; in the middle of it lies a rose that is quite flat and dry, it is not as beautiful as the roses she has standing in a glass and yet she smiles in the friendliest way at it, indeed, tears come to her eyes! I wonder why grandmother looks like that at the withered flower in the old book?

          Do you know why? – Every time grandmother’s tears fall onto the flower, its colours become fresher, then the rose swells up and the whole room is filled with fragrance, the walls sink away as if they were simply mists, and all around there is the green and lovely wood where the sun shines between the leaves, and grandmother – well, she is now very young, a lovely girl with blond hair, with red, rosy cheeks, lovely and beautiful, no rose is fresher than she is; and yet the eyes, those gentle, delightful eyes, are still grandmother’s! – Beside her there sits a man, young and well-built, he passes her the rose and she smiles – though grandmother does not smile like that! – oh yes, the smile comes – he is gone, many thoughts and figures pass by! – The handsome man is gone, the rose lies in the hymn book and grandmother, – well, now she is sitting there as an old woman once more, gazing at the withered rose lying in the book.

          – Now grandmother is dead!

          She sat in the armchair and told a lovely story, she said that now it was over, that now she was tired, and she laid back her head to sleep; she breathed, she slept, but it grew quieter and quieter and her face was so full of peace and happiness, it was as if sunshine passed over it; she smiled, and then they said that she was dead.

          She was laid in a black coffin, she was laid in white linen, she was so beautiful, although her eyes were closed, but all her wrinkles were gone, she lay with a smile on her lips; her hair was so silvery-white, so distinguished, one did not feel at all frightened looking at her when dead, for it was still the sweet, kind-hearted grandmother one saw. And the hymn book was laid in the coffin under her head, she had insisted on this, and the rose lay in the old book, and then they buried grandmother.

          On her grave, close beneath the church wall, they planted a rose bush, and it stood full of roses and they nodded in the wind and said to each other: ‘how delightful it is to bloom in the warm sunshine! how delightful it is to bathe in dew and moonlight! and when one is at one’s most beautiful, along comes a dear hand and picks us for the loveliest girl. How we would blush, how we would give off fragrance!’ And the nightingale heard what the roses said, and the nightingale sang about the rose which the young girl had laid in her hymn book, about the rose that was concealed there until her fresh cheeks had become wrinkled, until the girl was an old woman. To live in memory is delightful!

          And while the nightingale sang over the roses and over the grave, the church organ played the beautiful hymns that were in the book beneath her head; and the moon shone so large and so round, but the dead were not here; any child could safely come at nighttime and pick a rose there by the church wall. A single dead person knows more than any living person does. The dead know how strange and frightening it would feel if they came and stood among us; the dead are good and loving, they would not wish to frighten us, they do not come. There is earth on top of the coffin, there is earth inside it, the pages of the hymn book are dust, the rose with all its memories is crumbling into dust, but up above new roses are blooming, up above the nightingale is singing and the organ playing; one thinks of the dear old grandmother with the gentle, eternally young eyes. – Eyes can never die, – ours shall one day see her young and beautiful as when she for the first time kissed the fresh red rose that now is dust in the grave.
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