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%e Butterfly wished for a bride; naturally, he wanted a very pretty one from
among the flowers; so he looked at them, and found that every flower sat quietly and
demurely on her stalk, just as a maiden ought to sit before she is engaged; but there
were a great many of them, and the choice threatened to become wearisome. The
Butterfly did not care to take much trouble, and so he flew off to the daisy. The
French call this floweret “Marguerite”, and they know that Marguerite can prophesy,
when lovers pluck off its leaves, and ask of every leaf they pluck some question
concerning their lovers. “Heartily? Painfully? Loves me much? A little? Not at all?”’
and so on. Every one asks in his own language. The Butterfly also came to inquire;
but he did not pluck off her leaves: he kissed each of them, for he considered that
most is to be done with kindness.

“Darling Marguerite daisy!” he said to her, “You are the wisest woman among
the flowers. Pray, pray tell me, shall I get this one or that? Which will be my bride?
When I know that, I will directly fly to her and propose for her.”

But Marguerite did not answer him. She was angry that he had called her a
“woman”, when she was yet a girl; and there is a great difference. He asked for the
second and for the third time, and when she remained dumb, and answered him not a
word, he would wait no longer, but flew away to begin his wooing at once.

It was in the beginning of spring; the crocus and the snowdrop were blooming
around.

“They are very pretty,” thought the Butterfly. “Charming little lasses, but a little
too much of the schoolgirl about them.” Like all young lads, he looked out for the

elder girls.
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Then he flew off to the anemones. These were a little too bitter for his taste;the
violet somewhat too sentimental; the tulips too showy; the eastern lilies too plebeian;
the lime blossoms were too small, and, moreover, they had too many relations; the
apple blossoms—they looked like roses, but they bloomed today, to fall off tomorrow,
to fall beneath the first wind that blew; and he thought that a marriage with them
would last too short a time. The Pease Blossom pleased him best of all: she was white
and red, and graceful and delicate, and belonged to the domestic maidens who look
well, and at the same time are useful in the kitchen. He was just about to make his
offer, when close by the maiden he saw a pod at whose end hung a withered flower.

“Who is that?” he asked.

“That is my sister,” replied the Pease Blossom.

“Oh, indeed; and you will get to look like her!” he said.

And away he flew, for he felt quite shocked.

The honeysuckle hung forth blooming from the hedge, but there were a number
of girls like that, with long faces and sallow complexions. No, he did not like her.

But which one did he like?

The spring went by, and the summer drew towards its close; it was autumn, but
he was still undecided.

And now the flowers appeared in their most gorgeous robes, but in vain — they
had lost the fresh fragrant air of youth. But the heart demands fragrance, even when it
is no longer young, and there is very little of that to be found among the dahlias and
dry chrysanthemums, therefore the Butterfly turned to the Mint on the ground.

This plant has no blossom; but indeed it is blossom all over, full of fragrance
from head to foot, with flower scent in every leaf.

“I shall take her,” said the Butterfly,

And he made an offer to her.

But the Mint stood silent and stiff, listening to him. At last she said,

“Friendship, but nothing more. I am old, and you are old, we may very well live for
one another; but as to marrying — no — don’t let us appear ridiculous at our age.”

And thus it happened that the Butterfly had no wife at all. He had been too long
choosing, and that is a bad plan. So the Butterfly became what we call an old bachelor.
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It was late in autumn, with rain and cloudy weather. The wind blew cold over the
backs of the old willow trees, so that they creaked again. It was no weather to be
flying about in summer clothes, nor, indeed, was the Butterfly in the open air. He had
got under shelter by chance, where there was fire in the stove and the heat of summer.
He could live well enough, but he said.

“It’s not enough, merely to live. One must have freedom, sunshine, and a little
flower.”

And he flew against the window-frame, and was seen and admired, and then
stuck upon a pin and placed in the box of curiosities; they could not do more for him.

“Now I am perched on a stalk, like the flowers,” said the Butterfly. “It certainly
is not very pleasant. It must be something like being married, for one is stuck fast.”

And he consoled himself with that thought.

“That’s very poor comfort,” said the potted Plants in the room.

“But,” thought the Butterfly, “one cannot well trust these potted Plants. They’ve
had too much to do with mankind.”
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@% the fresh morning dawn there gleams in the rosy air a great Star, the bright-

est Star of the morning. His rays tremble on the white wall, as if he wished to write
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down on it what he can tell, what he has seen there and elsewhere during thousands of
years of our rolling world. Let us hear one of his stories.

“A short time ago”—the Star’s “short time ago” is called among men “centuries
ago”™—"my rays followed a young artist. It was in the city of the Popes, in the world-
city Rome. Much has been changed there in the course of time, but the changes have
not come so quickly as the change from youth to old age. Then already the palace of
the Caesars was a ruin, as it is now; fig trees and laurels grew among the fallen
marble columns, and in the desolate bathing-halls, where the gilding still clings to the
wall; the Coliseum was a ruin; the church bells sounded, the incense sent up its fra-
grant cloud, and through the streets marched processions with flaming tapers and
glowing canopies. Holy Church was there, and art was held as a high and holy thing.
In Rome lived the greatest painter in the world, Raphael; there also dwelt the first of
sculptors, Michael Angelo. Even the Pope paid homage to these two, and honoured
them with a visit: art was recognized and honoured, and was rewarded also. But, for
all that, everything great and splendid was not seen and known.

“In a narrow lane stood an old house. Once it had been a temple; a young sculptor
now dwelt there. He was young and quite unknown. He certainly had friends, young
artists, like himself, young in spirit, young in hopes and thoughts; they told him he
was rich in talent, and an artist, but that he was foolish for having no faith in his own
power; for he always broke what he had fashioned out of clay, and never completed
anything; and a work must be completed if it is to be seen and to bring money.

““You are a dreamer,” they went on to say to him, ‘and that’s your misfortune. But
the reason of this is, that you have never lived, you have never tasted life, you have
never enjoyed it in great wholesome draughts, as it ought to be enjoyed. In youth one
must mingle one’s own personality with life, that they may become one. Look at the
great master Raphael, whom the Pope honours and the world admires: he’s no de-
spiser of wine and bread.’

“‘And he even appreciates the baker’s daughter, the pretty Fornarina,” added
Angelo, one of the merriest of the young friends.

“Yes, they said a good many things of the kind, according to their age and
intelligence. They wanted to draw the young artist out with them into the merry wild
life, the mad life as it might be called; and at certain times he felt an inclination for it.
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He had warm blood, a strong imagination, and could take part in the merry chat, and
laugh aloud with the rest; but what they called ‘Raphael’s merry life’ disappeared
before him like a vapour when he saw the divine radiance that beamed forth from the
pictures of the great master; and when he stood in the Vatican, before the forms of
beauty which the masters had hewn out of marble, thousands of years since, his breast
swelled, and he felt within himself something high,something holy, something
elevating, great, and good, and he wished that he could produce similar forms from
the blocks of marble. He wished to make a picture of that which was within him,
stirring upward from his heart to the realms of the infinite; but how, and in what
form? The soft clay was fashioned under his fingers into forms of beauty, but the next
day he broke what he had fashioned, according to his wont.

“One day he walked past one of those rich palaces of which Rome has many to
show. He stopped before the great open portal, and beheld a garden surrounded by
cloistered walks. The garden bloomed with a goodly show of the fairest roses. Great
white lilies with green juicy leaves shot upward from the marble basin in which the
clear water was splashing; and a form glided past, a young girl, the daughter of the
princely house, graceful, delicate, and wonderfully fair. Such a form of female love-
liness he had never before beheld — yet, stay: he had seen it, painted by Raphael,
painted as a Psyche, in one of the Roman palaces. Yes, there she was painted; but here
she walked alive.

“The remembrance lived in his thoughts, in his heart. He went home to his humble
room, and modelled a Psyche of clay. It was the rich young Roman girl, the noble
maiden; and for the first time he looked at his work with satisfaction. It had a mean-
ing for him, for it was she. And the friends who saw his work shouted aloud for joy;
they declared that this work was a manifestation of his artistic power, of which they
had long been aware, and that now the world should be made aware of it too.

“The clay figure was lifelike and beautiful, but it had not the whiteness or the
durability of marble. So they declared that the Psyche must henceforth live in marble.
He already possessed a costly block of that stone. It had been lying for years, the
property of his parents, in the courtyard. Fragments of glass, fennel tops, and remains
of artichokes had gathered about it and sullied its purity; but under the surface the

block was as white as the mountain snow; and from this block the Psyche was to
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arise.

Now, it happened one morning—the bright Star tells nothing about this, but we
know it occurred — that a noble Roman company came into the narrow lane.The
carriage stopped a little way off, the company came to inspect the young sculptor’s
work, for they had heard it spoken of by chance. And who were these distinguished
guests? Poor young man! Or fortunate young man he might be called. The young girl
stood in the room and smiled radiantly when her father said to her, “It is your living
image.” That smile could not be copied, any more than the look could be reproduced,
the wonderful look which she cast upon the young artist. It was a look that seemed at
once to elevate and to crush him.

“The Psyche must be executed in marble,” said the wealthy patrician. And those
were words of life for the dead clay and the heavy block of marble, and words of life
likewise for the deeply-moved artist. “When the work is finished I will purchase it,”
continued the rich noble.

A new era seemed to have arisen in the poor studio. Life and cheerfulness gleamed
there, and busy industry plied its work. The beaming Morning Star beheld how the
work progressed. The clay itself seemed inspired since she had been there, and moul-
ded itself, in heightened beauty, to a likeness of the well-known features.

“Now I know what life is,” cried the artist rejoicingly; “it is Love! It is the lofty
abandonment of self for the dawning of the beautiful in the soul! What my friends
call life and enjoyment is a passing shadow; it is like bubbles among seething dregs,
not the pure heavenly wine that consecrates us to life.”

The marble block was reared in its place. The chisel struck great fragments from
it; the measurements were taken, points and lines were made, the mechanical part
was executed, till gradually the stone assumed a human female form, a shape of
beauty, and became converted into the Psyche, fair and glorious—a divine being in
human shape. The heavy stone appeared as a gliding, dancing, airy Psyche, with the
heavenly innocent smile—the smile that had mirrored itself in the soul of the young
artist.

The Star of the roseate dawn beheld and understood what was stirring within the
young man, and could read the meaning of the changing colour of his cheek, of the

light that flashed from his eye, as he stood busily working, reproducing what had
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been put into his soul from above.

“Thou are a master like those masters among the ancient Greeks,” exclaimed his
delighted friends: “soon shall the whole world admire thy Psyche.”

“My Psyche!” he repeated. “Yes, mine. She must be mine. I, too, am an artist, like
those great men who are gone.Providence has granted me the boon, and has made me
the equal of that lady of noble birth.”

And he knelt down and breathed a prayer of thankfulness to Heaven, and then he
forgot Heaven for her sake — for the sake of her picture in stone — for the Psyche
which stood there as if formed of snow, blushing in the morning dawn.

He was to see her in reality, the living graceful Psyche, whose words sounded
like music in his ears. He could now carry the news into the rich palace that the
marble Psyche was finished. He betook himself thither, strode through the open court-
yard where the waters ran splashing from the dolphins jaws into the marble basin,
where the snowy lilies and the fresh roses bloomed in abundance. He stepped into the
great lofty hall, whose walls and ceilings shone with gilding and bright colours and
heraldic devices. Gaily dressed serving-men, adorned with trappings like sleigh horses,
walked to and fro, and some reclined at their ease upon the carved oak seats, as if they
were the masters of the house. He told them his errand, and was conducted up the
shining marble staircase, covered with soft carpets and adorned with many a statue.
Then he went on through richly furnished chambers, over mosaic floors, amid gor-
geous pictures. All this pomp and luxury seemed to weary him; but soon he felt relieved,
for the princely old master of the house received him most graciously, almost heartily;
and when he took his leave he was requested to step into the Signora’s apartment, for
she, too, wished to see him. The servants led him through more luxurious halls and
chambers into her room, where she appeared the chief and leading ornament.

She spoke to him. No hymn of supplication, no holy chant could melt his soul
like the sound of her voice. He took her hand and lifted it to his lips: no rose was
softer, but a fire thrilled through him from this rose—a feeling of power came upon
him, and words poured from his tongue—he knew not what he said. Does the crater
of the volcano know that glowing lava is pouring from it? He confessed what he felt
for her. She stood before him astonished, offended, proud, with contempt in her face,

an expression as if she had suddenly touched a wet, clammy frog; her cheeks reddened,
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her lips grew white, and her eyes flashed fire, though they were dark as the blackness
of night.

“Madman!” she cried, “away! begone!”

And she turned her back upon him. Her beautiful face wore an expression like
that of the stony countenance with the snaky locks.

Like a stricken, fainting man, he tottered down the stair and out into the street.
Like a man walking in his sleep, he found his way back to his dwelling. Then he woke
up to madness and agony, and seized his hammer, swung it high in the air, and rushed
forward to shatter the beautiful marble image. But, in his pain, he had not noticed that
his friend Angelo stood beside him; and Angelo held back his arm with a strong
grasp, crying,

“Are you mad? What are you about?”

They struggled together. Angelo was the stronger; and with a deep sigh of
exhaustion, the young artist threw himself into a chair.

“What has happened?” asked Angelo. “Command yourself. Speak!”

But what could he say? How could he explain? And as Angelo could make no
sense of his friend’s incoherent words, he forbore to question him further, and merely
said,

“Your blood grows thick from your eternal dreaming. Be a man, as all others are,
and don’t go on living in ideals for that is what drives men crazy. A jovial feast will
make you sleep quietly and happily. Believe me, the time will come when you will
be old, and your sinews will shrink, and then, on some fine sunshiny day, when
everything is laughing and rejoicing, you will lie there a faded plant, that will grow
no more. I do not live in dreams, but in reality. Come with me: be a man!”

And he drew the artist away with him. At this moment he was able to do so, for a
fire ran in the blood of the young sculptor; a change had taken place in his soul; he
felt a longing to tear himself away from the old, the accustomed—to forget, if possible,
his own individuality; and therefore it was that he followed Angelo.

In an out-of-the-way suburb of Rome lay a tavern much visited by artists. It was
built on the ruins of some ancient baths. The great yellow citrons hung down among
the dark shining leaves and covered a part of the old reddish-yellow walls. The tavern

consisted of a vaulted chamber, almost like a cavern, in the ruins. A lamp burned
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