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Willi |i!i>lnriil lili'.ninl llinii;_'lil iii\-.'ll a im;ih

lliil llriii;;<'f llii- M'<-ni\ I ^oll^;lll iiuiiiii

I'liti life of Kiwii, ami Hriissils for ii wtiiU-

Kiirapl my fam>.aml 1 lovi'il iiivarl,

VVliiTi'l'V I strove, \«'t strove in vain In filar.

«»n canvas that wlilcli liaiiiiteil me as type

) If ( iretelieri, lull IK' llioilel pleaseil Hie eye

Mr lixt Its iiiiane liiTe williiii llie miiiil.

Ami as one ilfiy I walehiil llie hii-y lliroiifi

of I oilers liasl'iiiii^ from ili, ir liard iliiy's \\n.i>-

One face I saw aiiiotijrtlie mass, wliicli sci-m'il

A type of Immaii licaiily ami of love,

t'liiled in a t,'irl of lowly hirtli

Who paii-ecl, ami all iii n-^cioiis of her urai'e

Anil perfcci pose, stooil mot icinless, iiinl ;_';izeil

To where the rnaiileii inolhcr sat enthroned

Ahovetho liolhic arch.

I'licii all ill liasti'

And foiirin;; 1 should niis> licr in the throiiL:,

I left thelialcmiy and followed her

'I'hro' winding: stre<'ts, until at len^;tli she reai'hed

{'he Church ol Miiry. with its storied glass :

So rich in pri'cioiis rdie of the day,

When art and /eal and worship sprang; from love

The love of an immortal, di'atlile^s fame :

And entering', knelt before an allar-slirine

liilirayeras to the Nirsrin In the skies.

And in her upturned laei' I saw, the one

True fac<>, that niifjlit have been the Vir^riiTs ou n.

Which spoke of simple uiitaiiglit faith, and ol

That freeilom toiichiii}: holy thin;;s. whiidi has

Half revcremse and irreverence side by side;

Which makes the worship of the peasant seem

Too much a form, iiltlio' to hini 'tis life.

Thi-n as she rose and met my j;a/.e, I spoke.

And in these words, " Have you a rosebud left.

For by tlio basket at your feet. I deem,

You bring the blossoms from your home to sell."

On which the girl, li.ilf frightened, made reply:

' The flowers I sell not here, but take thiaoiu';"'

.And stretched her hand, and smiling, gavi- a rose
;

Tlieii, noiMing, (luickly turned to leave the place

As half ashamed within tlie sacred walls

To dream or breathe of aught, save of the saints.

Vet ere she left I eallecl her to my siile

•And said, '•Come tell me, jiretly one, thy name.''

•' My name'.' Why, all the jioople know my name :

111 Brabant, I am 15ebep, where I dwell.

And thither must I haste, for on this day

1 am sixteen. an<I children wait for me
To share the good things wliieh the d.iy liatli brought,

hook here ! beneath these vine-leaves ;it the gifts.

Ked shoes, to wear on Sunday at the mass.

.Sent by old Gingoire. Oh ! how good it is

To be sixteen and liave so many friends !"

'I'hen, wondering at her child-like spirit, f.

-^:i\i' III 'iiir p.'irliiiu' in on,. JMiej emlii-.i.',

I kissed bir, and in that one ki-s her soul

Went forth, her own no more, save linked

And thus w>' p:irted. si'cing that no iimre

The future as the p ist could ever be.

And liviwl but for my .irl, and so.jn the f.i

rill- world so covets hovered o'er my naim
l''anie that was hers, for she it was who g;i\

In berime face, the type I long hail soiiv'l

To place on eanviis. and thus honor gain.

Vet shared not with her; and I soon forgo

I'he simple girl, till siidcness came, and tin

Once more within my ears her voice I liea

Which rent the air as if in anguish sore,

\nd when I fain had called her to my side

I found her not, but learned that she w.is i

Hut since more nf her lifevouloiiL' to k

I tell it as it came to me, Iho' in

.\ rougher shape, by an old m.-iii who lived

iSeside her from her earliest years, and lo\

In his ((ii.aint fashion evermore todwidl

rpoii the story of ]ier life and death.

In Bralianl stands a lonely little hut.

Where once old .Antoine tended to his llin

Im summer-lime, by wbiidi a streamlet run

in winding course between the grazing tiel

,Viid in the early summer, years gone by.

As .\iitoiiie p:issed along its banks, he saw

.V tin.\ bundle lloaiing with the stream,

< 'aught by I he lilio, and by lilies saved :

Anil rescued it, and brought it to the shore

When out there jieeped two laughing eyes.

.\ babe of scarcely more than twelve inont

.Vnd being (diildless, be in pity took

The child to his good dame, who nurtured i

.\s 'twere her own. a gracious gift of (ioil,

I'o cheer the (dosing hours of fiiding life.

And so the seasons iiassed. and I'anie again

And "neath such kindly care the child sooi

To wander mid the tlowers and tend their

So like a tlowcr she seenied hersidf that i

Might well believe that she was one of tin

And by and by, when eve was come, and

Was laid aside, old Antoine on his knee

Would take the child, and all in his roiigli

T(dl lier of (lod so good and A'iruin maid.

Who loved in some mysterious way tlie ]io

.\nd blessed their tiowers. and sent the sai

Their lives from harm, if only they would

And place the flowers before the altar sli

AndBcbee,—for 'twas thus they named he

lli'i- earliest lessons in tliis way. until

'I'he cliur(di,and Father I'"rancis, her good

'fried to impress her childish mind with a'

And more of reverence, touching holy thin

l>ut Father Francis, being liiniself untauy

Whose wisdom in the world of letters ran


