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‘She said that she would dance with me if brought her red
roses,’ cried the young Student, ‘but in all my garden there
is no red rose.’







‘No red rose in all my garden!” he cried, and his beautiful
eyes filled with tears. ‘Ah, on what little things does
happiness depend! | have read all that the wise men have
written, and all the secrets of philosophy are mine, yet for
want of a red rose is my life made wretched.’
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If | bring her a red rose, | shall hold her in my arms, and she
will learn her head upon my shoulder, and her hand will be
clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so |
shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will have no
heed of me, and my heart will break.’







‘The musicians will sit in their gallery,” said the young
Student,” and play upon their stringed instruments, and my
love will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She

will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor,
and the courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round her.







:
\
.

] a little Gree }_lz d, as he ran
tail in th

rfly, who was fluttering about
}' a sunbeam.
PJ

A
S ,

a Dais

0 his neighbour, ir
. f 2
W voice.

arose




3 red rose?’ they cried, ‘how ve ry ridiculous! and the
) was somethin /of a cynic, laughed
outright.

derstood the secret of the Student’s
—".\_)‘ Siler] 'n he ak't ee, and thoyght |: A
l-"'; e myster f Love. /i . 2







‘/ '/‘
L/
:

s

;' she cried, ‘and | wi

ir)g you my
sweetest song.’ [

[ |

ook its hea




"a.'cx'the foam of
ghodntain. But
sun-dial, and
a’ht.’ /
]

hite,” it answered, ‘as whit
iter than the snow upon the
ho grows round the olc
ill give you what you

i
.







i

ses are yellow,” it answered, ‘as yellow as the hair of
maiden who sits upon an amber throne, and

e daffodil that blooms in the meadow

mower comes with h ' scythe.
or ho grows beneat ,thySt/udent’s

will give you what you want.’



M

So, the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was
growing beneath the Student’s window.

‘Give me a red rose, she cried, ‘and | will sing you my
sweetest song.’

But the Tree shook its head.




‘My roses are red,” it answered, ‘as red as the feet of the
dove, and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and
wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled my
veins, and the frost has nipped my buds, and the storm has
broken my branches, and | shall have no roses at all this
year.’




‘One red rose is all | want,” cried the Nightingale, only one
. red rosel.ds there no way by which | can get it?’

‘There is a way,” answered the Tree; ‘but it is so terrible that
| dare not tell it to you.’

Tell'it to me,” said the Nightingale, ‘l am not afraid.’
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‘Death is'a great price to pay for a red rose,’ cried the
Nightingale, ‘and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit
in‘the green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of
gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the
scent of the hawthorn and sweet are the bluebells that hide
in the valley and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet,
Love is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird
compared to the heart of a man?’







‘Be happy,’ cried the Nightingale, ‘be happy, you shall have
your red rose. | will build it out music by moonlight, and
stain it with my ow heart’s-blood. All that | ask of you in

return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wise than
Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier than Power,
though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings and

coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey
and his breath is like frankincense.’




‘The Student looked up from the grass and listened, but he
could not understand what the Nightingale was saying to
him, for he only knew the things that are written down in

the books.
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ed that she has some beautiful notes
in her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean
anything, or do any practical good.” And he went into his
room and lay down on his little pallet-bed and began to thin

L of his love, and, after time, he fell asleep.
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Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon
heard it, and she forgot the dawn and lingered on in the
sky. The red rose heard it and it trembled all over with
ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold morning air. Echo
bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the
sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through
the reeds of the river and they carried its message to the
sea.
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‘Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the
Student angrily; and he threw the rose into the street,
where it felliinto the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.
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