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\\\\', flower may witlicr. mthI tlic pliiiit may ilii-.

Yi't leave beliiiul a linji'riii;; riajiranee rare

Which fades not from tlie meiirry tliro' loi y v.

So must'il llie artist Klameii as lie Nit.

Ainiit luxiirianee in his i;ilile(l lialls.

Wherein were <,'atliereil all the costly gifts

Which from a distant jirinee had travelled far

As otf'riiig to the man, wlio half in scorn

And half in pri<h', within the world of art

The sceptre swayed, and honiaj,'e cotiUl command.

Yet it was not on these his ran<'y ran.

Nor on the nenis from I*ersia"s sun-dried lan<l.

Nor trophies worn by Kfiypt's peerless queen.

Nor gold, nor whatsoever power eo\ild l)riny;

To grai^e this temple of the muses nine :

But rather on a little silver cask

Of curious work of some forgotten age.

Wherein two shoes, sucli as the jieasants w ear.

Wooden and worn in holes through length nf use.

Lay shrincid. as some nieniento, dear to him

Their owner, and as dearer fur than gold

or jewelled toy, bestoweil by Royal hand.

.Vnd by their eitle on .softest velvet lay

Two tiny rosebuds, shrivelled, lifeless thing>.

• What mean these trophies, Flamen.and win net

They to this place, and thus to b(! enshrined V"

A maiden asked as thro" the halls she strayed

.Vnd viewed the many winders there ecu.tained.

To whom the Artist inatle reply and said ;—

K woman lovt'd me once who wore those shoe<.

With love tieyond the love which poets sing :

With love which only lives within our dreams,

.\nd living in my heart as sweeter than

The sweetis; niem'ry that the yi...rs may bring.

The flower may wither anil the plant may .lie.

Still leave behind a fragraiii'e pure and sweet

.\s hah), o'er its mem'ry thro' long years.

Anon the m dd. ".\h. tell me. Flamen. tell

More of those wooden shoes, for I would learn

Uf love which fades not with the fading years."

Then Flanicn. smiling on the maiden, spoke :

Their history is b.itlied in tears, yet since

Within tlie garden of this worhi ne'er bloomed

A fairer llower, or more immaculate.

Your wi^;. 1 grant, though with an aching heart :

Long \ears gone by, when little more th ni bov,

I dwelt ill sunny France, and loved to roam

At pleiisiire thro' the rural glailes, and sought

To catch the freedom and tin' grace of limb

Whii'h dwells among the peasants ; till I gr.>«

111 l.ive witli iialure and in symp:ithy

To test her farther, said, " Hut wh.at are si

I'nless the feet in stoeUings too are clad".'"

I'eriilexed, she paused ere ansxsering, said

Could buy them, if indeed I get them not

Hy prayer ; for when my rose was cut too

I prayed all day. and in the .\utuinn-time

It blossomed forth again aii,l all .as fair

.As it had been in the warm sunny dune."

.Vnd then to please her youthful fancy. I

( If fairies siioke . . for tlius she seemed tn

.More of the airy realm id fairyland

Than of this barren world id toil and pain

" Might not the fairies from their treasure

Such tilings to one whom they must siireli

I'lieii half believing, half in doubt, and st

I he more expectant nf scuiie unknown ai(

She left me, and when next she came tliei

Found on her chair, beneath the awning-

Sinee she co\ild walk, her flowers she sold

A scanty living by her dailv toil-

.V box. and in tlie box some silken hose.

Placed there hy me. which she, in simple

t'onnected with the fairies or her prayers

.\nd when she i»ressed me as to whence tli

.And from no man would take them as .a g

I told her. and heriiiiiorn pride forbade

.Vcceptance.

And from the

When day was merging towards thesliadi

Vnd talked of fairies and id •' Kubes'"

I For thus it was she named tlii' l-'lemisli I'

.Vnd in some mystic way there ever dwelt

Within the clianibers of her mind, a link

iletween the great in art and of the woii

Heyoiid her ken. a people, clear, distinc

.Vnd hailing from the land where Kuheii^

Vnd reigned as king among a noldcr rac

So more and more her thirst for knowli

.Vs more the soul within her woke to lili

.Vnd consciousness was horn of wisdom g:i

Vnd off till late, we conversed of the life

I'll her stiil str.'ingely iiiins.'led with the Si

Vnd angels--void, still in a tangled mass

Which (dearer grew, .and yet the more eo

To me a pretty pastime, tnit to her

'I he waking dawn of womanhood and lid

The summer waned, and autiiinn-gloi \

The trembling leaves with mulli-coloreil

Vnd. fi'aring, where no fear had dwelt I

1 left her, .and .as vet had hd't her pure,

^a\e in our parting in one long einhrar


