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TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES.
3 Sheteh

CHAPTER 1.

EBEE sprang out of bed at daybresk.
M She was sixteen. '
It seemed a very wonderful thing to
be as much a§ that—sixteen—a woman quite.

A cock was crowing under her lattice—he suid
how old you are !—how old you are! every time
that he sounded his clarion.

She opened the lattice and wished him good~
day, with a laugh. It was so pleasant to be
woke by him and to think that no one in all the
world could ever ca her a child any more.
¢ B
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There was a kid bleating in the shed. There
was a thrush singing in the dusk of the sycamore
leaves. There was a calf lowing to its mother
away there beyond the fence. There were dreamy
muffled bells ringing in the distance from many
steeples and belfries where the city was; they all
said one thintg: “ ITow good it is to Le 80 old a8
that—how good, how very good !”

Bébée was very pretty.

No one in all Brabant ever denied that. To
look at her it scemed as if she had so lived amongst
the flowers that she had grown like them, and
only looked a bigger blossom—that was all.

She wore two little wooden shoes and a little
cotton cap, and a grey kirtle—linen in summer,
werge in winter ; but the little feetein the shoes
were like rose-leaves, and the cap was as white
as a lily, and the grey kirtle was like the bark of
the bough that the apple blosgom parts when
it peeps out to blush in the sun.

The flowers had been the only godmothers
that she had ever had, and fairy godinothers too.
The marigolds and the sunflowers had given her



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOFES. 3

their ripe rich gold to tint her hair; the lupins
had lent their azure for her eyes ; the moss-rose
buds had made her pretty mouth; the arum lilies
had uncurled their softness for her skin; and the
lime-blossoms had given her their frank, fresh,
innocent fragrance. The winds had blown, and
the rains had rained, and the su;1 had shone
on her, indeed, but they had only warined the
whiteness of her limbs, and had given to her
body and her soul a hardy, breeze-blown fresh-
ness like that of a field cowslip.

She had mnever been called anything "Dbut
Bébée.

One summer day Antoine Maes,—a French%ub-
jeot, but a Belginn by adoption and habit, an old
tan who got fiis meagre living by tilling the garden
nlot about his hut and selling flowers in the city
squares—Antoine, going into Brussels forhis day’s
trade, had seew a grey bundle floating amongst
the water-lilies in the bit of water near his hut
and had hooked it out to land, and found a year-
old child in it, left to drown no doubt, but saved
by the lilies, and laughing glecfully at fate.

.3
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——

Some lace-worker, blind with the pain of toil,
or some peasant woman harder of heart than
the oxen in her yoke, had left it there to drift
away to death, not reckoning for the inward
ripple of the current or the toughness of the lily
leaves and stems. :

Old Antoine took it to his wife, and the wife,
a childless aged soul, begged leave to keep it;
and the two poor lonely simple folks grew tc
care for the homeless and motherless thing, and
they and the people about all called it Bébée—
only  Bébée.

The church got at it and added to it a
saint’s name; but for all its little world it re.
mained Bébée—DBébée when it trotted no higher
than the red carnation-heads ;—Bébée when its
yellow curls touched as high as the lavender
bush ;—Bébée on this proud day when the
thrush’s song and the cock’s erow found her
sixteen years old.

Old Antoine’s hut stood in a little patch of
garden ground with a briar hedge all round it,
in that byeway which hes between Lacken and
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Brussels, in the heart of flat green Brabant,
where there are beautiful meadows and tall
flowering hedges, and forest trees, and fern-filled
ditches, and a little piece of water, deep and
cool, where the swans sail all day long, and
the silvery willows dip and sway with the
wind. .

Turn aside from the highweay, and there it lies
to-day ; and all the place brims over with grass,
and boughs, and blossoms, and flowering beans
and wild dog-roses ; and there are a few cottages
and cabins there near the pretty water, and farther
there is an old church sacred to S. Guido; and
beyond goes the green, level country angd the
endless wheat-fieclds, and the old mills with
their red seils against the sun; and beyond all
these the pale, blue, sea-like horizon of the plains
of Flanders.

It was a pretty little hut, pink all over like a
s¢a shell, in the fashion that the Netherlanders
love ; and its two square lattices were dark with
creeping plants and big rose-bushes; and its
roof, 8o low that you could touch it, was golden
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and green with all the lichens and stoneworts
that are known on earth.

Here Bébéc grew from year to year ; and soon
learned to be big enough and hardy enough to
tie up bunches of stocks and pinks for the
market, and then to earry a basket for herself,
trotting by Antoine’s side along the green road-
way and into the white, wide streets; and in the
market the buyers—most often of all when they
were young mothers—would seek out the little
golden head and the beautiful frank blue eyes,
and buy Bcbée's lilies and carnations whether
they wanted them or not. So that old Antoine
Maes used to cross himself and say that, thanks
to O‘ur Lady, trade was thrice as stirring since
the little one had stretched out her. rosy fingers
with the flowers

All the same, however stirring trade might be
in summer, when the long winters came and the
Montagne de la Cour was a shar.p slope of ice,
and the pinnacles of Ste. Gudule were all frosted
white with snow, and the hothouse flowers alone
could fill the market, and the country gardens
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were bitter black wind-swept desolations where
the chilly roots huddled themselves together
underground like homeless children in a cellar,
—then the money gained in the time of leaf and
blossom was all nceded to buy a black loaf and a
faggot of wood; and many a day in the little
pink hut Bébée rolled herself up in her bed like
a dormouse, to forget in sleep that she was sup-
perless and as cold as a frozen robin.

So that when Antoine Maes grew sick and
died, more from age and wenkness than any real
discase, there were only a few silver crowns in
the brown jug hidden in the thatch, and the hut
itself, with its patch of ground, was all th.at he
could leave to Bébée.

“ Live ir it, little one, and take nobody in it
to worry you, and be good to the bird and the
goat, and be sure to keep the flowers blowing,”
eaid the old man with his last breath; and, sob-
bing her heart out by his bedside, Bébée vowed
to do his bidding.

She was not quite fourteen then; and when she
had laid her old friend to rest in the rough green
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graveyard about S. Guido, she was very sorrow-
ful and lonely—poor little, bright Bébée, who
had never hardly known & worse woe than to run
the thorns of the roses into her fingers or to cry
because a thrush was found starved to death in
the snow.

Bébée went home, and sat down in a corner
and thought.

The hut was her own, and her own the little
green triangle just then crowded with its May-
day blossom in all the colours of the rainbow.
She was to live in it, and never let the flowers
die—so he had said; good, rough old ugly An-
toine, Maes, who had been to her as father,
mother, country, king, and law.

The sun was shining. Through the'little square
of the lattice she could see the great tulips open-
ing in the grass and a bough of the apple-tree
swaying in the wind. A chaffinch clung to the
bough, and swung to and fro singing. The door
stood open, with the broad bright day shining
through ; and Bébée’s little world came stream-
ing in with it—the world which dwelt in the half
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.

dozen cottages that fringed this green lane of hers
like beavers’ nests pushed out under the leavea
on to the water's edge.

They came in, six or eight of them, all women ;
trim, clean, plain Brabant peasants, hard work-
ing, kindly of nature, and shrewd in their own
simple matters; people who laboured in the fields
all the day long or worked themsclves blind over
the lace pillows in the city.

“You are too young to live alone, Bébéde,”
said the first of them. ¢ My old mother shall
come and keep house for you.” .

‘ Nay—better come and live with me, Bébée,"”
said the second. ‘I will give you bit and drop,
and clothing, too, for the right to your plot of
ground.” *

‘¢ That is to cheat her,” said the third. * Hark
here, Bébée—my sister, who is a lone woman,
as you know wgll, shall come and bide with you,
and ask you nothing—nothing at all—only you
shall just give her a crust, perhaps, and a few
flowers to sell sometimes.”

“No, no,” said a fourth; ¢ that will not do.
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You let me have the garden and the hut, Bébée,
and my sons shall till the place for you—and I
will live with you myself, and leave the boys the

cabin—so you will have all the gain, do you no$
see, dear little one 2

““Pooh !” said the fifth, stouter and better
clothed than.the rest. ‘ You are all eager for
your own good, not for hers. Now I—Father
Francis says we should all do as we would be
done by—I will take Bébée to live with me, all
for nothing; and we will root the flowers up
and plant it with good cabbages and potatoes
and salad plants. And I will stable my cows
in the hut to sweeten it after a dead man, and
I will take my chance of making money out of
it, and no one can speak more fatr than that
when one sees what weather is, and thinks what
insects do; and all the year round, winter and
summer, Bébée here will want for nothing, and
have to take no care for herself whatever.”

The speaker, Trine Krebs, was the best-to-de
woman in the little lane, having two cows of her
own and earrings of solid silver, and a greeu
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eart, and a big dog that took the milk into
Brussels. She was heard, therefore, with respect,

and a short silence followed her words. But it
was very short ; and a hubbub of voices crossed
each other after it as the speakers grew hotter
against one another and more eager to con-
vince each other of the disinterestedness and
delicacy of their offers of aid.

Through it all Bébée sat quite quiet on the
edge of the little truckle bed, with her eyes fixed
on the apple bough and the singing chaffinch.

She heard them all patiently.

They were all her good friends, friends old
and true. This one had given her cherries a
dozen of summers. That other had bough.t her
a little waxen Jesus at Kermesse. The old
woman in the blue linen skirt had taken her
to her first communion. She who wanted her
sister to have the crust and the flowers, had
brought her a beautiful painted book of Hours
that had cost her a whole franc. Another had
given her the solitary wonder, travel and foreign
feast of her whole life, a day fifteen miles away



18 TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES.

at the fair at Mechlin. The last speaker of all
had danced her on her knee a hundred times
in babyhood and told her legends, and let her
ride in the green cart behind big curly-coatsd
Tambour.

Bébée did not doubt that these trusty old
friends meant well by her, and yet a certain
heavy sense fell on her that in all these coun-
sels there was not the same whole-hearted
and frank goodness that had prompted the gifts
to her of the waxen Jesus, and the book of
Houys.

Bébée did not reason, because she was toc
little, a thing and too trustful ; but she felt in a
vague, sorrowful fashion, that they were all of
them trying to make some benefit out' of her poor
heritage, with small regard for herself at the
root of their speculations.

Bébée was a child ; wholly a child; body and
soul were both as fresh in her as a golden crocus
tust born out of the snows. But she was not a
little fool, though people sometimes called her so
because she would sit in thq moments of her
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leisure with her blue eyes on the far away clouds
like a thing in a dream.

She heard them patiently till the cackle of
shrill voices had exhausted itself, and the six
women stood on the sunny mud floor of the hut
eyeing each other with venomous glances; foz
though they were good neighbours-at all times,
each, in this matter, was hungry for the advan-
tages to be got out of old Autoine’s plot of
ground.

They were very poor; they toiled in the
scorched or frozen fields all weathers, or spent
from dawn to nightfall pouring over their cobweb
lace ; and to save a sou or gain a cabbage was of
moment to them, only second to the keeping of
their souls secure of heaven by Lenten mass and
Easter psalm.

Bébée listened to them all, and the tears
dried on her _cheeks, and her pretty rosebud
* lips curled close in one another.

“You are very good, no doubt, all of you,”
ahe said at last. ‘‘But I cannot tell you that I
am thankful, for my heart is like a stone, and
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I think it is not so very much for me as it is
for the hut that you are speaking. Perhaps it
is wrong in me to say so—yes—I am wrong, 1
am sure,—you are all kind, and I am only
Bébée. But you see he told me to live here
and take care of the flowers, and I must do it,
that is certain, I will ask Father Francis, if
you wish ; but if he tell me I am wrong as you
do, I shall stay here all the same.”

And in answer to their expostulations and
condemnation, she only said the same thing
over again always, in different words, but to the
snme steadfast purpose. The women clamoured
abot} her for an hour in reproach and rebuke ;
she was a baby indeed, she was a little fool, she
was a naughty, obstinate child, she was an
ungrateful wilful little creature, who ought to be
beaten till she was blue, if only there was any-
body that had the right to doit! o

‘“But there is nobody that has the right,”
said Bébée, getting angry and standing upright
on the floor, with Antoine’s old grey cat in her
round arms. ‘‘ITe told me tq stay here, and he
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would not have said so if it had been wrong:
and I am old enough to do for myself, and I am
not afraid, and who is there that would hurt me?
Oh, yes; go and tell Father Francis, if you
like. I do not believe he will blame me, but
if he do, I must bear it. Even if he shut the
church door on me, I will obey *Antoine, and
the flowers will know I am right, and they will
let no evil spirits touch me, for the flowers are
strong for that; they talk to the angels in the
night.”

What use was it to arguec with a little idiot
like this? Indeed, peasants never do argue;
they use abuse. It is their only form of logic.

They used it to Débée, rating her soundly, as
Lecame people who were old enough to be her
grandmothers, and who knew that she had been
raked out of their own pond, and had no more
real place in creation thun a water-rat, as one
-might say.

The women were kindly, and had never
thrown this truth against her before; and in
fact, to he a foundling was no sort of disgrace
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to their sight; but anger is like wine, and
makes the depths of the mind shine clear, and
all the mud that is in the depths stink in the
light; and in their wrath at not sharing Antoine’s
legacy, the good souls said bitter things that
in calm moments they would no more have
uttered than they would have taken up a knife
to slit her throat.

They talked themselves hoarse with impatience
and chagrin, and went backwards over the thres-
hold, their wooden shoes and their shrill voices
keeping a clattering chorus.

B‘y this time it was evening; the sun had gone
off the floor, and the bird had done singing.

Bébée stood in the same place, hardening her
little heart, whilst big and bitter tears swelled
into hLer eyes, and fell on the soft fur of the
gleeping cat.

She only very vaguely understood why it was
in any sense shameful to have ‘been raked out
of the waterlilies like a drowning field-mouse, as
they had said it was. She snd Antoine had often
talked of that summer mornuig when he had
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found her there amongst the leaves, and Bébée
and he had laughed over it gaily, and she had been
quite proud in her innocent fashion that she had
had a fairy and the flowers for her mother and god-
mothers, which Antoine always told her was the
case beyond any manner of doubt.

Even Father Francis hearing the pretty harm-
less fiction had never deemed it his duty te
disturb her pleasure in it, being a good, cheerful
old man, who thought that woe and wisdom both
come soon enough to bow young shoulders and
to silver young curls without his interfereuce.

Bébée had always thought it quite a fine
thing to have been born of water-lilies with the
sun for her futher, and when Apeople in Brussels
had asked Her of her parentage, sceing her stand
in the market with a certain look on her that was
not like other children, she had always gravely
answered in the purest good fuith,—

“ My mother was a flower.”

*You are a flower, at any rate,” they would
say in return, and Bébée had been always quite
coutent.
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But now she was doubtful; she was rather
perplexed than sorrowful. These good friends
of hers seemed to see some new sin about
her. Perhaps, after all, thought Bébée, it might
have been better to have had a human mother
who would have taken care of her now old
Antoine was dead, instead of those beautiful
gleaming cold waterlilies which went to sleep
on their green velvet beds, and did not certainly
eare when the thorns ran into her fingers, or
the pebbles got in her wooden shoes.

In some vague way, disgrace and envy—the
twin Discords of the world—touched her inno-
cent ‘cheek with their hot breath, and as the
evening fell, Bébée felt very lonely and a little
wistful.

She had been always used to run out in the
pleasant twilight time amongst the flowers and
water them, Antoine filling the can from the
well, and the neighbours would come and lean
against the little low wall, knitting and gossip-
ing; and the big dogs, released from harness,
would poke their heads through the wicket for a
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erust; and the children would dance and play
Colin Maillard on the green by the water, and
she, when the flowers were no longer thirsty,
would join them, and romp and dance and sing
the gayest of them ali.

But now the buckets hung at the bottom of
the well, and the flowers hungered in vain, and
the neighbours held aloof, and she shut-to the
hut door and listened to the rain which began te
fall, and cried herself to sleep all alone in her
tiny kingdom.

When the dawn came the sun rose red and
warm; the grass and boughs sparkled; a lark
sang; Bébée awoke, sad in heart indeed, for her
lost old friend, but brighter and braver.

““Each of them wanted to get something out of
me,” thought the child. ‘ Well, I will live
alone, then, and do my duty, just as he said.
The flowers will never let any real harm come,
though they do look so indifferent and smiling
sometimes, and though not one of them hung
their heads when his coffin was carried through

them yesterday.”
o2
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That want of sympathy in the flowers troubled
her. The old man had loved them so well,
and they had all looked as glad as ever, and
had blossomed saucily in the sun, and not
even & rose bud turned the paler as the poor
still stiffened limbs went by in the wooden
shell. '

¢ I suppose God cares—but I wish they did,”
said Bébée, to whom the garden was more
intelligible than Providence.

““Why do you not care ?” she asked the pinks,
shaking the raindrops off their curled rosy petals.
The pinks leaned lazily against their sticks, and
scented to say, ¢ Why should we care for any-
thing, unless a slug be eating us ?—that is real
woe, if you like.”

Bébée, without her sabots on, wandered
thoughtfully among the sweet wet sunlightened
labyrinths of blossom, her pretty bare feet
treading the narrow grassy paths with pleasure
in their coolness.

‘“ He was s0 good to you,” she said reproach-
fully to the great gaudy gillyflowers and the



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. ]

painted swect peas. ‘He never let you know
heat or cold—he never let the worm gnaw
or the snail harm you;—he would get up in
the dark to see after your wants,—and when
the ice froze over you, he was there to loosen
your chains. Why do you not care, any one
of you? "

“ How silly you are!” said the flowers. “ You
must be a butterfly or a poet, Bébée, to be as
foolish as that. Some one will do all he did.
We are of market value, you know. Care, in.
deed !—when the sun is so warm, and thpre is
not an earwig in the place to trouble us.”

The flowers were not always so selfish as this;
and perhaps the sorrow in Bébée’s heart made
their callousness seem harder than it really
was. When we suffer very much ourselves,
anything that smiles in the sun seems cruel-—a
child, a bird, a dragonfly—nay, even a flutter-
ing ribbon, or a spear-grass that waves in the
wind.

There was a little shrine at the coruer of the
garden, set into the wall; a niche with a bit of
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glass and a picture of the Virgin, so battered
that no one could trace any feature of it. It had
been there for centuries, and was held in great
veneration; and old Antoine had always cut the
choicest buds of his roses and set them in a delf
pot in front of it every other morning all the
summer long.

Bébée, whose religion was the sweetest and
vaguest mingling of Pagan and Christian myths,
and whose faith in fuiries and in saints was
exactly equal in strength and in ignorance—
Bébée filled the delf pot anew carefully, then
knelt "down on the turf in that little green
corner, and prayed in devout hopeful childish
good “faith to the awful unknown Powers who
were to her only as gentle guides and kindly
playmates.

Was she too fumiliar with the IToly Mother ?

She was almost fearful that she was; but
then the Holy Mother loved flowers so well,
Bébée could not feel aloof from her, nor be
efraid.

* When one cuts the best blossoms for her,
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and tries to be good, and never tells a lie,”
thought Bébée, ‘I am quite sure, as she loves
the lilies, that she will never altogether forget

”

me.

So she said to the Mother of Christ fear-
lessly, and nothing doubting; and then rose
for her daily work of cutting the flowers for
the market in Brussels. )

By the time her baskets were full, her
fowls fed, her goat foddered, her starling’s cage
cleaned, and her hut door locked, and her
wooden shoes clattering on the sunny road into
the city, Bébée was almost content again, though
ever and again as she trod the familiar ways, the
tears dimmed her eyes as she remembered that
old Antoine would never again hobble over the
stones beside her

“You are a little wilful one, and too young to
live alone,” said Fathcr Francis, mceting her in
the lane.

But he did not scold her seriously; and she
kept to her resolve; and the women who were
good at heart took her back into favour again;
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and so Bébée had her own way, and the fairies,
or the saints, or both together, took care of
her; and so it came to pass that all alone she
heard the cock crow whilst it was dark, and woke
to the grand and amazing truth that this fragrant
dusky June morning found ber full sixteen years
old.



CHAPTER 11I.

HE two years had not been all play-

j\\ time, any more than they had been all
summer.

When one has not father, or mother, or brother,

and all one’s friends have barely bread enough
for themselres, life cannot be very easy, nor its
crusts very many at any time.

Bébée had a cherub’s mouth, and & dreamer’s
eyes, and a poet’s thoughts sometimes in her
cwn untaught and unconscious fashion. But all
the same she was & little hardworking Brabant
peasant girl ; up whilst the birds twittered in the
dark; to bed when the red sun sank beyond the
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far blue line of the plains; she hoed, and dug,
and watered, and planted her little plot; she
kept her cabin as clean as a fresh blossomed
primrose; she milked her goat, and swept her
floor ; she sat, all the warm days, in the town,
selling her flowers, and in the winter-time, when
her garden yielded her nothing, she strained
her sight over lace-making in the city to get
the small bit of food that stood between her
and that hunger which to the poor means
death.

A hard life: very hard when hail and snow
made the streets of Brussels like slopes of ice;

a little hard even in the gay summer-time when
Bébée sat under the awning fronting the Maison
du Roi; but all the time the child throve on it,
and was happy, and dreamed of many graceful and
gracious things whilst she was weeding amongst
her lilies, or tracing the threads to and fro on
her lace pillow. )

She could not move amongst her flowers idly as
poets and girls love to do; she had to be active
amidst them, else drought and rain, and worm
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and suail, and blight and brute would have made
havoc of their fairest hopes.

The loveliest love is that which dreams higk
above all storms, unsoiled by all burdens; but,
perhaps, the strongest love is that which, whilst
it adores, drags its feet through mire, and burns
its brow in heat for the thing beloved. So
Bébée dreamed in her garden ; but all the time
for sake of it hoed and dug, and hurt her
hands, and tired her limbs, and bowed her
shoulders under the great metal pails from the
well.

Now-—when she woke to the full sense of her
vonderful sixteen years,—Bébée, standing bare-
foot on the mud-floor, was as pretty a sight as
was to be sean betwixt Scheldt and Rhine. The
sun had only left a soft warmth like gn apricot’s
on her white skin. Her limbs, though strong
as a mountain pony’s, were slender and well
shaped. Her hair curled in shiny crumpled
masses, and tumbled about her shoulders.
Her pretty round plump little breast was
white as the daisics in the grass without, and
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far blue line of the plains; she hoed, and dug,
and watered, and planted her little plot; she
kept her cabin as clean as a fresh blossomed
primrose; she milked her goat, and swept her
floor ; she sat, all the warm days, in the town,
selling her flowers, and in the winter-time, when
her garden yielded her nothing, she strained
her sight over lace-making in the city to get
the small bit of food that stood between her
and that hunger which to the poor means
death.

A hard life: very hard when hail and snow
made the streets of Brussels like slopes of ice ;
a little hard even in the gay summer-time when
Bébée sat under the awning fronting the Maison
du Roi; but all the time the child throve on it,
and was happy, and dreamed of many graceful and
gracious things whilst she was weeding amongst
her lilies, or tracing the threads to and fro omn
her lace pillow. )

She could not move amongst her flowers idly as
poets and girls love to do; she had to be active
amidst them, else drought and rain, and worm



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. n

and snail, and blight and brute would have made
havoc of their fairest hopes.

The loveliest love is that which dreams high
above all storms, unsoiled by all burdens; but,
perhaps, the strongest love is that which, whilst
it adores, drags its feet through mire, and burns
its brow in heat for the thing beloved. So
Bébée dreamed in her garden ; but all the time
for sake of it hoed and dug, and hurt her
hands, and tired her limbs, and bowed her
shoulders under the great metal pails from the
well,

Now—when she woke to the full sense of her
vonderful sixteen years,—DBébée, standing bare-
foot on the mud-floor, was as pretty a sight as
was to be seqn betwixt Scheldt and Rhine. The
sun had only left a soft warmth like g@n apricot’s
on her white skin. Her limbs, though strong
a8 8 moun;;ain pony’s, were slender and well
shaped. Her hair curled in shiny crumpled
masses, and tumbled about her shoulders.
Her pretty round plump little breast was
wlhite as the daisies in the grass without, and
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in this blossoming time of her little life Bébée,
in her way, was beautiful as a peach-bloom is
beautiful, and her innocent, courageous, happy
eyes had dreams in them underneath their
laughter—dreams that went farther than the
green woods of Laeken, farther even than the
white clouds of summer.

She was sixteen!—quite a woman !—was it
possible, she said to herself, as she went out
to sit on her little wooden stool in the door-
way. There had been fresh rain in the night,
the garden was radiant; the smell of the wet
earth was sweeter than all perfumes that are
purned in palaces. The dripping rosebuds
nodded against her hair as she went out; the
starling called to her—** Bébée, Bét-be—bonjour,
bonjour,” which were all the words it knew.

It said the same words a thousand times a
week. But to Bébée it seemed that the starling
must certainly be aware that she was sixteen
years old that day.

Breaking her bread into the milk she sat in the
dawn and thought, without knowing that she
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thought it, “ How good it is to live when one is
young!”

Old people say the same thing often, but they
sigh when they say it. Bébée smiled.

Meére Kré opened her door in the next cottage
and nodded over the wall.

‘“What a fine thing to be sixteen!—a merry
year, Bébée.”

Marthe, the carpenter’s wife, came out from
her gate, broom in hand.

“ The Holy Saints keep you, Bébée; why you
are quite & woman now!”

The little children of Vannhart, the charcoal-
burner, who were as poor as any mouse in the
old churches, rushed out of their little home up
the lane, bringing with them a cake stuck full of
sugar and seeds and tied round with a blue
ribbon, that their mother had made that very
week, all in her honour.

“Only see, Bébée! Such a grand cake!” they
shouted, dancing down the lane; ‘“ Jules picked
the plums, and Jeanne washed the almonds, and
Christine took the ribbon off her own Commu-
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nion cap—all for you—all for you—but you will
{et us come and eat it too ?”

Old gran’'mere Bishot, who was the oldest
woman about Laeken, hobbled through the grass
on her crutches and nodded her white shaking
head, and smiled at Bébée.

“T have nothing to give you, little one—exoept
my blessing, if you care for that.”

Bébée ran out, breaking from the children,
and knelt down in the wet grass and bent her
sunny head to the benediction.

Trine Krebs, the miller's wife, the richest
woman of them all, called to the child from the
steps of the mill,

““A merry year and the blessing of heaven,
Bébée. Come up, and here is my first dish of
cherries for you; not tasted onme myself; they
will make you a feast with Vannhart’s oake,
though she should have known better, so poor
as she is. Charity begins at home, and these
children’s stomachs are empty.”

Bébée ran up and then down again gleefully
with her lapful of big black cherries; Tambour,
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the old white dog, who had used to drag her
about in his milk-cart, leaping on her in sympathy
and congratulation.

‘“ What a supper we will have!” she cried to
the charcoal-burner’s children, who were turning
summersaults in the dock-leaves, while the swans
stared and hissed. '

‘When one is sixteen, cherries and a cake have
a flavour of Paradise still, especially when they are
tasted twice, or thrice at most, in all the year.

An old man called to her as she went by his
door. .

All these little cabins lie close together, with
only their apple trees, or their tall beans,®or
their hedges of thorn between them ; you may
ride by and never notice them if you do not look
for them under the leaves closely, as you would
for thrushes’ nests.

He, too, was very old; alife-long neighbour and
gossip of Antoine’s; he had been a day-labourer
tn these same fields all his years, and had never
travelled further than where the red mill-sails
turned amongst the aolza and the corn.
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“ Come in, my pretty one, for a second,” he
whispered, with an air of mystery that made
Bébée’s heart quicken with expectancy. * Come
in; I have something for you. They were my
dead daughter’s—you have heard me talk of her;
Aimée, who died forty year or more ago, they
say; for me I think it was yesterday. Trine
Krebs—she is a hard woman—heard me talking
of my girl. She burst out laughing, ‘ Lord’s sake,
fool, why your girl would be sixty now if she
had lived.” Well, so it may be; you see, the
new mill was put up the week she died, and you
call the new mill old; but, my girl, she is young
to me. Always young. Come here, Bébée.”

Bébée went after him, a little awed, into the
dusky interior, that smelt of stored upples and of
dried herbs that hung from the roof. There was
a walnut-wood press, such as the peasants of
France and the Low Countries keep their home-
spun linen in, and their old lace that serves
for the nuptials and baptisms of half a score of
generations.

The old man unlocked it with a trembling
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hand, and there came from it an odour of dead
lavender and of withered rose leaves. On the
shelves there were a girl's set of clothes, and a
girl’s sabots, and a girl’s communion veil and
wreath.

““They are all hers,” he whispered ; * all hers.
And sometimes in the evening-time I see her
coming along the lane for them—do you not
know? There is nothing changed; nothing
changed ; the grass, and the trees, and the huts,
and the pond are all here—why should she only
be gone away ?”’ .

¢ Antoine is gone.”

““Yes. DBut Le was old; my girl is young.”

He stood a moment, with the press door open;
a perplexed Yrouble in his dim eyes; the divine
faith of love and the mule-like stupidity of igno-
rance made him cling to this one thought without
power of judgment in it.

‘ They say she would be sixty,” he said, with
a little dreary smile. ‘‘ But that is absurd, you
know. Why, she had cheeks like yours, and she
would run—no lapwing oould fly fuster over corn.
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These are her things, you see; yes—all of them.
That is the sprig of sweetbriar she wore in
her belt the day before the waggon knocked
her down and killed her. I have never touched
the things. But look here, Bébée, you are
a good child and true, and like her just a
little. I mean to give you her silver clasps.
They were her great-great-great-grandmother’s
before her. God knows how old they are not.
And a girl should have some little wealth of that

124

sort—and for Antoine's sake

The old man stayed behind, closing the press-
door upon the lavender-scented clothes, and
sittfing down in the dull shadow of the hut to
thiuk of his daughter, dead forty summers and
more. )

Débée went out with the brave, broad silver
clasps about her waist, and the tears wet on her
cheeks for a grief not her own. To be killed
just when one was young, and was loved like
that, and all the world was in its May-day flower
—rthe silver felt cold to her touch—as cold as
though it weve the dead girl’s hands that held her.
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The garlands that the children strung of daisies
and hung about her had never chilled her so.

But little Jeanne, the youngest of the char-
roal-burner’s little tribe, running to meet her,
screamed with glece, and danced in the gay
morning. .

“ Oh, Bébée! how you glitter! Did the
Virgin send you that off her own altar? Let
me see-—let me touch! Is it made of the stars
or of the sun?”

And Bébée danced with the child, and the
silver gleamed and sparkled, and all the people
tame running out to sce, and the milk-carts were
half an hour later for town, and the hens cac.klud
loud uufed,. and the men even stopped on their
wax to the fields and paused, with their scythes
on their shoulders, to stare at the splendid
gift.

“There is not such another sct of clasps 1n
Bruabant; old work you could make a fortune of
in the curiosity shops in the Montagne,” said
Trine Krebs, going up the steps of her mill-

bhouse. ‘‘Yet, aud the same, you know, Bébée,
D3
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things off a dead body bring mischance some-
times.”

But Bébée danced with the child, and did
not hear.

Whose féte day had ever begun like this one
of hers? ‘

She was a little poet at heart, and should not
have cared for such vanities; but when one is
only sixteen, and has only a little rough wooller:
frock, and sits in the market-place or the lace-
room, with other girls around, how should one
be altogether indifferent to a broad, embossed,
beautiful shield of silver that sparkles with each
step‘ one takes ?

A quarter of an hour idle thus was all,
however, that Bébée or her friends could spare
at five o'clock on a summer morning, when the
city was waiting for its eggs, its honey, its
flowers, its cream, and its butter, and Tambour
was shaking his leather harness in impatience to
be off with his milk-cans.

So Bébée, all holiday though it was, and
heroine though she felt herself, rau indoors, put
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up her cakes and cherries, cut her two baskets-
full out of the garden, locked her hut, and went
on her quick, happy little feet along the grassy
paths towards the city. The sorting and tying
up of the flowers she always left until she was
sitting under the awning in front of the Brood-
huis; the same awning, tawny as an autumn
pear and weather-blown as an old sail, which had
served to shelter Antoine Maes from heat and
rain, through all the years of his life.

‘“ Go to the Madeleine ; you will make money
there, with your pretty blue eyes, Bébée,” people
had said to her of late ; but Bébée had shaken her
head. Where she had sat in her babyhoofl at
Antoine's feet, she would sit so long as she
sold flower? in Brussels—hlere, underneath the
shadow of the Gothic towers that saw Egmont die.

Old Antoine had never gone into the grand
market that is fashiored after the Madeleine of
Paris, and where in the cool, wet, sweet-smelling
halls, all the flowers of Drabant are spread in
bouquets fit for the bridal of Una, and large as
the shield of the Redcross Knight.
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Antoine could not compcte with all those
treasures of greenhouse and stove. He had
always had his little stall amongst those which
spread their tawny awnings and their merry
hardy blossoms under the shadow of the Hotel
fle Ville, in the midst of the buyings and sellings,
the games and the quarrels, the auctions and the
Cheap Johns, the mountebanks and the marriage
parties, that daily and hourly throng the Grande
Place.

Here Bdbée, from three years old, had been
wsed, to sit beside him, and ponder seriously on
grave and troublesome things, though by nature
she was as gay as a lark.

The people always lLicard her singing as they
passed the garden. The children ‘never found
their games so merry as when she danced their
rounds with them; and though she dreamed so
much out there in the air amongst the carnations
and the roses, or in the long, low workroom in
the town, high against the crocketted pinnacles
of the cathedral—yet her dreams, if vaguely
wistful, were all bright of hye end sunny in their
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phantasies—still she had one unsatisfied and
sad desire: she wanted to know so much, and
she knew nothing.

She did not ecare for the grand and gay
people.

When the band played, and the park filled, and
the bright little cafés were thronged with plea-
sare-scekers, and the crowds flocked hither and
thither to the woods, to the theatres, to the gal
leries, to the guinguettes, Bébée, going gravely
along with her emptied baskets homeward, envied
none of these.

When at Noil, the little children h;lgged
their loads of puppets and sugar-plums; yhen
at the Féte Dien, the whole people flocked out
be-ribboned and vari-coloured like any bed
of spring-anemoncs; when in the merry mid-
summer the chars-d-bancs trundled away into
the forest with laughing loads of students and
maidens ; when in the rough winters the car-
riages left furred and jewelled women at the
doors of the operas or the palaces—Bébée, going
and coming through the city to her flower-stall
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or lace-work, looked at them all, and never
thought of envy or desire.

She had her little hat; she could get her
bread; she lived with the flowers; the neigh-
bours were good to her, and now and then, on
a saint’s day, she too got her day in the woods;
it never occurred to her that her lot could be
better.

But sometimes sitting, looking at the dark old
beauty of the Broodhuis, or at the wondrous
carven fronts of other Spanish houses, or at the
painted stories of the cathedral windows, or at
the quaint colours of the shipping on the quay,
or gt the long, dark aisles of trees that went
away through the forest to the far Ardennes
mountains, where her steps had never wandered
—sometimes Bébée would get pondering on all
this unknown world that lay before and behind
and around her, and a sense of.her own utter
ignorance would steal on her; and rhe would
say to herself: “‘If ouly I knew a little—just a
very little!"”

But it is not ensy to know even a very little
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when you have to work for one’s bread from sun-
rise t» nightfall, and when none of your friends
know how to read or write; and even your old
priest is one of a family of peasants, and can
just teach you the alphabet, and that is all.
For Father Francis could do no more than this;
and all his spare time was taken up in digging
his cabbage plot and seeing to his beehives ; and
the only books that Bébée ever beheld were a
few tattered Lives of Saints that lay moth-eaten
on a shelf of his cottage.

But Brussels has stones that are sermons,
or rather that are quaint, touching, illuminated
legends of the middle ages, which those who run
may read.

Brussels*is a gay little city that lies as bright
rithin its girdle of woodland as any butterfly
that rests upon moss.

The city hag its ways and wiles of Paris.
It decks itself with white and gold. It has
music under its trees and soldiers in its streets,
and troops marching and counter-marching along
its sunny avenues. It has blue and pink, and
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yellow and green, on its awnings and on its
house-fronts. It has a merry open-air life on
its pavements at little marble tables before little
gay-coloured cafés. It has gilded balconies and
tossing flags and comic operas, and leisurely
pleasure-seekers, and tries always to believe and
make the world believe that it is Paris in very
truth.

But this is only the Brussecls of the noblesse
and the foreigners.

There is a Brussels that is better than this—
 Brussels that belongs to the old burgher-life,
to the artists and the craftsmen, to the master
masons of Moyen-age, to the same spirit and sow
that once filled the free men of Ghent and the
citizens of Bruges and the besieged.of Leyden,
and the blood of Egmont and of Horne.

Down there by the water-side, where the old
quaint walls lean over the yellow sluggish stream,
and the green barrels of the Antwerp barges
swing against the dusky piles of the crumbling
bridges.

In the grey square desolate courts of the old
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pelaces, where in cobwebbed galleries and silent
chambers the Flemish tapestries drop to picces.

In the great populous square, where, above the
clamorous and rushing crowds, the majestic front
of the Maison du Roi frowns against the sun,
and the spires and pinnacles of the Burgomaster's
gathering-halls tower into the sky in all the
funtastic luxuriance of Gothic fancy.

Under the vast shadowy wings of angels in the
stiilness of the cathedral, across whose sunny
nisles some little child goes slowly all alone,
laden with lilies for the Feast of the Assumption,
till their white glory hides its curly head.

In all strange quaint old world niches with-
drawn from men in silent grass-grown corners,
where a twelfth-century corbel holds a pot of
roses, or a gothic arch yawns bencath a wool-
warchouse, or a water-spout with a grinning
faun’s head launghs in the grim humour of the
Moyen-age above the bent head of a young lace-
worker.

In all these, Brussels, although more worldly
than her sisters of Ghent and Bruges, and far
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more worldly yet than her Teuton cousins of
Freiburg and Niirnberg, Brussels is in her owa
way still like some monkish story, mixed up
with the Romaunt of the Rose, or rather like
some light French vaudeville, all jests and
smiles, illustrated in motley contrast with helm
and hauberk; cope and cowl, praying knights and
fighting priests, winged griffins and nimbused
saints, flame-breathing dragons and enamoured
princes, all mingled together in the illuminated
colours and the heroical grotesque romance of
the Middle Ages.

And it was this side of the city that Bébée
knew, and she loved it well, and would not leave
it for the market of the Madeleine.

She had no one to tell her anytling, and all
Antoine had ever been able to say to her con-
cerning the Broodhuis was that it had been there
in his father’s time ; and regarding Ste. Gudule,
that his mother had burned many a candle before
1ts altars for a dead brother who had been drowned
off the dunes.

But the chill’'s mind unled, but not misled,
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had pondered on these things, and her heart had
grown to love them ; and perbaps no student of
Spanish architecture, no antiquary of Moyen-age
relics, loved Ste. Gudule and the Broodhuis as
little ignorant Bébée did.

There had been a time when great dark fierce
men had builded these things, and made the
place beautiful. So much she knew; and the
little wistful, untaught intelligence tried to
project itself into those unknown times, and
failed, and yet found pleasure in the effort.

And Bébée would suy to herself as she walked
the streets—

“ Perhaps some one will come some day who
will tell me all those things.”

Meanwhil®, there were the flowers, and she
was quite content.

Besides, she knew all the people: the old
cobbler who sat next her, and chattered all day
long like a magpie; the tinker, who had come
up mauy a summer night to drink a glass with
Antoine ; the cheap John, who cheated every-
body, but who had, always given her a toy or
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a trinket at every Féte Dieu all the summers she
had known ; the little old woman, sour as a crab,
who sold rosaries and pictures of saints, and
little waxen Christs upon a tray; the big dogs
who pulled the carts in and lay panting all day
under the rush-bottomed chairs on which the
egg-wives and the fruit-sellers sat, and knitted,
and chaffered ; nay, even the gorgeous huissicr
and the frowning gendarme, who marshalled the
folks into order as they went up for municipal
registries, or for street-misdemeanours.

She knew them all; had known them all ever
since she had first trotted in like a little dog a¢
Axntoine's heels.

So Bébée stayed there.

It is, perhaps, the most beautiful square in
!l Northern Europe, with its black timbers and
gilded carvings, and blazoned windows, and ma-
jestic scutcheons, and fantastic pinnacles. This
Bébée did not know, but she loved it, and she
sat resolutely in front of the Broodhuis, selling
her flowers, smiling, chatting, helping the old
woman, courting her little pains, eating her bit
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of bread at noonday like any other market girl,
but, at times, glancing up to the stately towers
and the blue sky, with a look on her face that
made the old tinker and cobbler whisper together
—*What does she see there >—the dead people
or the angels ?” ‘

The truth was that even Bébée herself did not
know very surely what she saw—something that
was still nearer to her than even this kindly
crowd that loved her. That was all she could
have said had anybody asked her.

But none did. .

No one wanted to hear what the dead said;
and for the angels, the tinker and the cobbler
were of opinion that one had only too much of
them sculpfured about everywhere, and shining
on all the casements—in reverence, be it spoken

of course.
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,;‘ ,'i remembered it was your name-duy,
»
s

child. Here are half-a-dozen eggs,”

' sald one of the hen-wives, and the
little cross woman with the pedlar's tray, added
a waxen St. Agnes, coloured red and yellow to
the very life, no doubt; and Pire Melchior, the
sweetmeat scller, brought her a gilded horn of
comfits ; and the old cheap John had saved her
8 cage for the starling; and the tinker had a
cream cheese for her in a vineleaf, and the
cobbler had made her, actually, a pair of shoes
—red shoes, beautiful shoes to go to mass in,
and be a wonder in to all the neighbourhood.
And they thronged round her, and adored the
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silver waist buckles ; and when Bébée got fairly
to her stall and traffic began, she thought once
more that nobody’s feast-day had ever dawned %1
like hers. (‘;
When the chimes began to ring all over the *
city, she could hardly believe that the carillon
was not saying its “Laus Deo’ with some
special meaning in its bells for her.

The morning went by as usual; the noise of
the throngs about her like a driving of angry
winds, but no more hurting her than the angels
on the roof of Ste. Gudule are hurt by the storm
when it breaks.

Hard words, fierce passions, low thoughts, evil
deeds, passed by the child without resting on
her; her héart was in her flowers, and was like
one of them, with the dew of daybreak on it.

There were many strangers in the city, snd
such are always sure to loiter in the Spanish
square ; and she sold fast and well her lilacs and
her roses, and her knots of thyme and sweet-
briar. She was always a little sorry to see them
g0, ber kiudly pretty playmates that, nine times
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out of ten no doubt, only drooped and died in the
hands that purchased them, as human souls soil
and shrivel in the grasp of the passions that wos
them.

The day was a busy one, and brought in good

profit. Bébée has no less than fifty sous in her
leather poucih when it was over; a sum of
magnitude in the green lane by Laeken. A few
of her moss roses were still unsold, that was all,
when the Ave Maria began ringing over the
town, and the people dispersed to their homes or
their pleasuring.

It was a warm grey evening, the streets were
full; there were blossoms in all the balconies,
and gay colours in all the dresses. The old
tinker put his tools together and whispered to
her—

“ Bébée, as it is your feast-day, come and stroll
in St. Hubert’s gallery, and I will buy you a
horn of sugar-plums or a ribbon, and we can see
the puppet-show afterwards, eh ? "

But the children were waiting at home : she
would not spend the evening in the city; she
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only thought she would just kneel a moment in
the cathedral and say a little prayer or two for a
minute—the saints were so good in giving her
8o many friends.

There is something very touching in the
Netherlander’s relation with his Deity. It is
all very vague to him; a jumble bf veneration
and familiarity, of sanctity and profanity, with-
out any thought of being familiar, or any idea
of being profane.

There i1s a homely poetry, an innocent
affectionateness, in it characteristic of  the
people.

e talks to his good angel Michel, and to dis
triend that dear little Jesus, much as he would
talk t» thé shoemaker over the way, or the
cooper’s child in the doorway.

It is a very unreasonable, foolish, clumsy
sort of religion, this theology in wooden shoes ;
it is half grotesque, half pathetic; the grand.
tnothers pass it on to the grandchildren, as they
pass the bowl of potatoes round the stove in the
long winter nights;, it is as silly as possible, but

N7
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it comforts them as they carry faggots over the
frozen canals or wear their eyes blind over tha
squares of lace; and it has in it the spreme
pathos of a perfect confidence, of an utter child-
like and undoubting trust.

This had been taught to DBébée, and she
went to sleep every night in the firm belief that
the sixteen little angels of the Flemish prayer
kept watch and ward over her bed.

For the rest, being poetical, as Netherlanders
are not, and having in her—wherever it came
from, poor little soul—a warmth of fancy and a
spirituality of vision not at all northern, she
had mixed up her religion with the fairies of
Antoine's stories, and the demons in which the
Flemish folk are profound believers, and the
flowers, into which she put all manner of sen-
tient life, until it was a fantastic medley so
entangled, that poor Father Francis had given
up in despair any attempt to arrange it more
eorrectly.

Indeed, being of the peasantry himself, he was
not so very full sure in bis oyn mind that demons
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were not bodily presences, quite as real and often
much more tangible than saints. Any way he let
her alone; and only taught her to believe in the
goodness of God as in the shining of the stars.

People looked after her as she went through
the twisting, picture-like strects, where sun-
light fell still between the peakdd high roofs,
and lamps were here and there lit in the bric-
a-brac shops and the fruit stalls.

Her little muslin cap blew back like the wings
of a white butterfly. IHer sunny hair caught the
last sun-rays. ller fcet were fair in the brown
wooden shoes. Under the short woollen skirte
the grace of her pretty limbs moved frecly.
Her broad silver clasps shone like a shicld, and
she was ufterly unconscious that anyone looked ;
she was simply and gravely intent on reaching
Ste. Gudule to say her one prayer and not keep
the children waiting.

Some one leaning idly over a balcony in the
street that is named after Mary of Burgundy saw
her going thus. e left the balcony and went
down his stairs and followed her.
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The sun dazzle on the silver had first caught
his sight; and then he had looked downward at
the pretty feet. These are the chanoes that
women call Fate.

Bébée entered the cathedral. It was quite
empty. Far away at the west end there was an
old custodian asleep on a bench, and a woman
kneeling. That was all.

Bébée made her salutations to the high altar,
and stole on into the chapel of the Saint Sacra-
ment; it was that one that she loved best.

She said her prayer, and thanked the saints
for all their gifts and goodness, her clasped hands
agalnst her silver shield; her basket on the
pavement by her; abovehead the sunset rays
streaming purple and crimson and golden through
the painted windows that are the wonder of the
world.

When her prayer was done she still kneeled
there; her head thrown back to watch the light ;
ber hands clasped still; and on her upturned
face the look that made the people say, *‘ What
does she see 2—the angels or the dead ?”
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She forgot everything. She forgot the cherries
at home, and the children even. She was looks
ing upward at the stories of the painted panes;
she was listening to the message of the dying
sunrays ; she was feeling vaguely, wistfully, un-
utterably the tender beauty of the sacred place
and the awful wonder of the world in which she
with her sixteen years was all alone, like a little
blue corn flower amongst the wheat that goes
for grist, and the barley that makes men drunk.

For she was alone, though she had so many
friends. Quite alone sometimes; for God had
been cruel to her, and had made her ; lark
without song. .

When the sun faded and the beautiful case-
ments logt all glow and meaning, Bébée rose
with a startled look—had she been dreaming ?—
was it night 7—would the children be sorry, and
go supperless to bed ?

¢ Have you a rosebud left to scll to me ?” a
man’s voice said not far off; it was low and
sweet as became the Sacrament Chapel. Bébée
looked up: she did not quite know what she
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saw ; only dark eyes smiling into hers. By the
instinet of habit she sought in her basket and
found three moss-roses. She held them out to
him.

“I do not sell flowers here, but I will give
them to you,” she said, in her pretty grave
childish fashicn.

“T often want flowers,” said the stranger, as
he took the buds. ¢ Where do you sell yours 2—
in the market ?”

¢ In the Grande Place.”

“ Wili you tell me your name, pretty one ?”

T am Bébée.”

There were people coming into the church.
The bells were booming abovehead for vespers.
There was a shuffle of chairs and a stir of feet.
Boys in white went to and fro, lighting the
candles. Great clouds of shadow drifted up
into the roof and hid the angels.

She nodded ber little head to him.

¢ Good night—I cannot stay—I have a cake
at home to-night, and the children are waiting.”

“ Ah! that is important, no doubt, indeed
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Will you buy some more cakes for the children
from me ?”

He slid a gold piece in her hand.  She looked
at it in amaze. In the green lanes by Laeken no
one ever saw gold. Then she gave it him back.

“I will not take money in church, nor any-
where, except what the flowers are worth. Good
night.” .

He followed her, and held back the heavy oak
door for her, and went out into the air with her.

It was dark already, but in the square there
was still the cool bright primrose - colgured
evening light.

Bébée's wooden shoes went pattering downethe
sloping and uneven stones. Her little grey
figure ran quickly through the deep shade cast
from the towers and walls. Iler dreams had
drifted away. She was thinking of the children
and the cake.

“You are in such a hurry because of the cake?”
said her new customer, as he followed her.

Bébée looked back at him with a smile in her
blue eyes. .
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“ Yes—they will be waiting, you know, and
there are cherries too."”

“It is a grand day with you, then ?”

“ It is my féte-day: I am sixteen.”

She was proud of this. She told it to the
very dogs in the street.

¢ Ah l—you feel old, I dare say?"

¢ Oh, quite old! They cannot call me a child
any more.”

“Of course not. It would be ridiculous.
Are those presents in your basket ?”

‘““Yes, every one of them.” She paused a
moment to lift the dead vine-leaves, and show
hime the beautiful shining red shoes. ‘‘Look !—
old Gringoire gave me these. I shall wear them
at mass next Sunday. I never had a pair of
shoes in my life.”

‘ But how will you wear shoes "sithout stock-
ings 2"

It was a snake cast into her Eden.

She had never thought of it.

“ Perhaps 1 can save money and buy some,”
she answered, after a sad little pause. *‘ But
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that I could not do till next year. They would
sost several francs, I suppose.”

¢ Unless a good fairy gives them to you ?”

Bébée smiled ; fairies were real things to her—
relations indeed. She did not imagine that he
spoke in jest.

“ Sometimes I pray very much and things
come,” she said softly. ¢ Wlhen the Gloire
de Dijon rose-tree was cut back too soon one
summer, and never blossomed, and we all
thought it was dead, I prayed all day long for
it, and never thought of anything else, and by
autumn it was all in new leaf, and now its
flowers are finer than ever.” .

“But you watered it whilst you prayed, 1
suppose o

The sarcasm escaped her.

She was wondering ta herself whether it
would be vain and wicked to pray for a pair of
stockings: she thought she would go and ask
Father Francis.

By this time they were in the Rue Royale, and
half way down it. ‘T'he lamps were lighted. A
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regiment was marching up it with a band play-
Ing. The windows were open, and people were
laughing and singing in some of them. The
light caught the white and gilded fronts of the
houses. The pleasure-secking crowds loitered
along in the warmth of the evening.

Bébée, suddenly roused from her thoughts by
the loud challenge of the military musie, looked
round on the stranger, and motioned him
back.

¢ 8ir;—I do not know you—why should you
come with me? Do not do it, please. You
make me talk, and that makes me late.”

«And she pushed her basket farther on her
arm, and nodded to him, and ran off—as fleetly
as a hare through fern—amongst the press of
the people.

¢ To-morrow, little one,” he answered her
with a careless smile, and let her go unpursued.
Above, from the open casement of a café, some
young men and some painted women leaned out,
and threw sweetmeats at him, as in carnival
time.
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‘A new model, Flamen, that pretty peasant?”
they asked him.

He laughed in answer, and went up the steps
to join them : he dropped the moss-roses as hLe
went, and trod on them, and did not wait.

Bébée ran home as fast as her feet would take
her. '

The children were all gathered about her gate
in the dusky, dewy evening; they met her with
shouts of welcome and reproach intermingled ;
they had been watching for her since first the
sun had grown low and red, and now the moon
was risen.

But they forgave her when they saw the spken-
dour of her presents, and she showered out
amongst them Pere Melchior’s horn of comfits.

They dashed into the hut; they dragged the
one little table out amongst the flowers; the
cherries and cake were spread on it ; and the mil-
ler’s wife had given a big jug of milk, and Father
Francis himself had sent some honeycomb.

The early roses were full of scent in the dew;
the great gillyflowers breathed out fragrance in
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was half a woman, because she was half a poet,
because she was wholly a child.

““ Oh, dear swans, how good it is to be sixteen!
—how good it is to live at all!—do you not tell
the willows 8o ?"” said Bébée to the gleam of
silver under the dark leaves by the water’s side,
which showed her where her friends were
sleeping, with their snowy wings closed over
their stately heads, and the veiled gold and ruby
of their eyes.

The swans did not awake to answer.

Only the nightingale answered from the
willows, with Desdemona’s song.

But Bébée had never heard of Desdemons,
and the willows had no sigh tor her.

““Good-night!” she said, softly,” to all the
green dewy sleeping world, and then she lay
down and slept herself:—the nightingale saug
on, and the willowa trembled.



CHAPTER 1V. °

could buy a pair of stockings this

time next year,” thought Bébée,
locking her shoes with her other treasures in
her drawer the next morning, and taking her
broom and pail to wash down her little palace.
But a tentime a day 18 a great deal in
Brabant, when one has not always enough for
bare bread, and when, in the long chill winter,
one must weave thread lace all through the
short daylight for next to nothing at all, for
there are so many women in Brabant, and every
one of them, young or old, can muke lnce, and
if one do not like the pitiful waze, ore may
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leave it and go and die, for what the master
lace-makers care or know; there will always be
enough, many more than enough, to twist the
thread round the bobbins, and weave the bridal
veils, and the trains for the courts.

“ And besides, if I can save a centime, the
Varnhart ougzht to have it,” thought Bébée, as
she swept the dust together.

It was so selfish of her to be dreaming about
a pair of stockings, when those little things
often went for days on a stew of nettles. So
she looked at her own pretty feet—pretty, and
slendcr, and arched, rosy and fair, and un-
cramped by the pressure of leather,—and re-
signed her day-dream with a brave heart, as
she put up her broom, and went ot to weed,
and hoe, and trim, and prune the garden that
had been for once neglected the night before.

“One could not move half so easily in
stockings,” she thought, with wise philosophy,
a8 she worked amongst the black fresh sweet-
smelling mould, and kissed a rose now ana then
as she passed one,
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‘When she got into the city that day, her
rush-bottomed chair, which was always left
upside down in case rain should fall in the night,
was set ready for her, and on its seat was a gay,
gilded box, such as rich people give away full of
bonbons at the New Year.

Bébée stood and looked from the box to the
Broodhuis, from the Broadhujs to the box ; she
glanced around, but no one had come there so
early as she, except the tinker, who was busy
quarrelling with his wife, and letting his smelting
fire burn a hole in his breeches. .

The box was certainly for her, since it was
set upon her chair ?— Bébée pondered =
moment ; then little by little opened the lid.

‘Within, on a nest of rose satin, were two pair
of silk stockings !—Real silk !—with the prettiest
clocks worked up their sides in colour !

Bébée gave a little scream, and stood still, the
blood hot in her cheeks; no one heard her, the
linker's wife, who alone was near, having just
wished heaven to send a judgment on her

husband was busy putting out his smoking
r3
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small-clothes. It is a way that women and
wives have, and they never see the bathos of it.

The Place filled gradually.

The customary crowds gathered. The busi-
ness of the day began underncath the multi-
tudinous tones of the chiming bells. DBébée’s
business be'ga.n too; she put the box behind her
with a beating heart, and tied up her flowers.

It was the fairies, of course !'—but they had
never set a rush-bottomed chair on its legs
before, and this action of theirs frightened

hey.
It was rather an empty morning. She sold

Itile, and there was the more time to think.

About an hour after noon, a voice addressed
her,— -

‘ Have you three more moss roses for me 2"

Bébée looked up with a smile and found some.
It was her companion of the Cathedral. She
bad thought much of the red shoes, and the
silver clasps, but she had thought nothing at all
of him.

“You are not too proud to be paid to-day ?”
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he said, giving her a silver franc—he would not
alarm her with any more gold ; she thanked him,
and slipped it in her little leathern pouch, and
went on sorting some clove pinks.

“You do not seem to remember me ?*’ he said,
with a little sadness. .

‘ Oh, I remember you,” said Bébée, lifting her
frank eyes. “But you khow I speak to so many
people, and they are all nothing to me.”

* Who is anything to you?”

It was softly and insidiously spoken, but it
awoke no echo. .

¢“Varnhart’s children,” she answered him,
instantly, ‘ And dear old Annémie by the
warside ; apd Tambour—and Antoine’s grave—
and the starling—and, of course, above all, the
flowers.”

¢¢ And the fairies, I suppose 2—though they do
nothing for you.”

She looked at him eagerly,—

* They have done something to-day. I have
found a box, and some stockings—such beautiful
stockings! Silk one#! Is it not very odd ?”
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“Tt is more odd they should have forgotten
you 8o long. May I see them ?”

“T cannot show them to you nmow. Those
ladies are going to buy. But you can see them
later—if you wait.”

T will wait and paint the Broodhuis.”

“ So man‘y people do that; you are a painter
then 2” .

““Yes—in a way."”

He sat down on an edge of the stall, and
spread his things there, and sketched, whilst the
traffic went on around them. He was very many
years older than she; handsome, with a dark,
and changeful, and listless face ; he wore brown
velvet, and had a red ribbon at his throat; he
looked a little as E gmont might have done when

wooing Claire.

Bébée, as she sold the flowers, and took the
change fifty times in the hour, looked at him
now and then, and watched the movements of his
hands—she could not have told why.

Always amongst men and women—always in
the crowds of the streets——people were nothing
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to her; she went through them as through a
field of standing corn; only in the field she
would have tarried for poppies, and in the town
she tarried for no one.

She dealt with men as with women, simply,
truthfully, frankly, with the innocent fearlessness
of a child; when they told her she was pretty,
she smiled ; it was just as® they said that her
flowers were sweet.

But this one’s hands moved so swiftly, and
as she saw her Broodhuis growing into colour
and form bencath them she could not choose
but look now and then, and twice she gave her
change wrong. '

He spqke to her rarely, and sketched on and
on in rapid bold strokes the quaint graces and
massive richness of the Maison du Roi.

There is no crowd so busy in Brabant that
it will not find leisure to stare. The Fleming
has nothing of the Frenchman's courtesy; he
is rough and rude; he remains a peasant even
when town-bred, and the surly insolence of the
“ Gueux” i8 in him still; he is kindly to his
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fellows, though not to beasts; he is shrewd,
patient, thrifty, industrious, and good in very
many ways, but civil never.

A good score of them left off their occupations
and clustered round the painter, staring, chatter-
ing, pushing, pointing, as though a brush had
never been seen in all the land of Rubens.

Bébée, ashamed of Iter people, got up from
her chair and rebuked them.

“ Oh, men of Brussels; fie then for shame!”
she called to them as clearly as a robin sings.
“Did never you see a drawing before ? and are
there not brave pictures to see in the galleries,
5t? Lieven and Our Lady, and all ? and have
you never some better thing to do than to gape

;wide-mouthed at a stranger? What laziness—

ah! just worthy of a people who sleep and
smoke while their dogs work for them! Go
away, all of you; look, there comes the gen-
' darme—it will be the worse for you. Sir—if
you sit under my stall; they will not dare
trouble you then.”

He moved under the awning, thanking her



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 73

with a smile, and the people, laughing, shuffled
unwillingly aside and let him paint on in
peace,

It was only little Bébée, but they had spoilt
the child from her infancy, and were used to
obey her,

The painting took a long time. "He set about
it with the bold ease of one used to all the
intricacies of form and colour, and he had the
skill of a master. But he spent more than
half the time looking idly at the humours of the
populace or watching how the treasures of
Bébée’s garden went away one by one in the
hands of strangers. '

Meanwdile, ever and again, sitting on the edge
of her stall, with his colours and brushes tossed
out on the board, he talked to her, and with the
soft imperceptible skill of long practice in those
arts, he drew out the details of her little simple
life.

There were not always people to buy, and
whilst she rested and sheltered the flowers from
the sun, she answered him willingly, and in one
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—

¢ Could you not?”

The smile in his eyes dazzled her a little;
it was so strange, and yet had so much light
in it; but she did not understand him one
ahit.

*“No; how could I?” she said, earnestly.
“If T were to' save for two years, I could not
get francs enough to buy.anything worth giving
back; and I should be so unhappy, thinking
of the debt of it always. Do tell me if you put
those stockings there ?

“No;” he looked at her and the trivial lie
faltered and died away; the eyes, clear as crystal,
questioned him so innocently.

“Well, if I did?"” he said, frankly, “you
wished for them ; what harm was there‘? Will
you be so cruel as to refuse them from me 9"

The tears sprang into Bébée’s eyes. She was
sorry to lose the beautiful box, but more sorry
he had lied to her.

“It was very kind and good,” she said,
regretfully.  “But I cannot think why you
should have done it, as you had never known
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me at all. And, indeed, I could not take them,
because Antoine would not let me if he were
alive; and if I gave you a flower every day all
the year round, I should not pay you the worth
of them—it would be quite impossible; and why
should you tell me falsehoods about such a
thing? A falsehood is never *a thing for a
man."” .

She shut the box and pushed it towards
him, and turned to the selling of her bouquets.
Her voice shook a little as she tied up a bunch
of mignonette and told the price of it. Those
beautiful stockings! why had she ever seen
them, and why had he told her a lie ? ,

It made her heart heavy. For the first time
in ber brief life the Broodhuis seemed to frown
between her and the sun. TUndisturbed he
painted on aad did not look at her.

The day was nearly done. The people began
to scatter. The shadows grew very long. He
painted on, not glancing once elsewhere than at
his study. Bébée’s baskets were quite empty.

She rose, and lingered, and regarded him
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wistfully: he was angered; perhaps she had
been rude? Her little heart failed her.

If he would only look up ?

But he did not look up ; he kept his handsome
dark face studiously over the canvas of the
Broodhuis. She would have seen a smile in his
eyes if he had lifted them; but he never raised
his lids. ,

Bébée hesitated : take the stockings she would
not; but perhaps she had refused them too
roughly. She wished so that he would look up
and save her speaking first; but he knew what

he was about too warily and well to help her
thus,

She waited awhile, then took one little red moss
rosebud that she had saved all day in a corner of
her basket, and held it out to him frankly, shyly,
as & peace offering,

“Was I rude? I did not mean to be. But I
cannot take the stockings; and why did you tell
me that falsehood ? ”

He took the rosebud and got up too, and
emiled; but he did not meet her eyes.
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““Let us forget the whole matter; it is not
worth a sou. If you do not take the box, leave
it; it is of no use to me.”

“TI cannot take it.”

She knew she was doing right. How was it
that he could make her feel as though she were
acting wrongly ?

“Leave it, then, I say. You are not the first
woman, my dear, who has quarrelled with a wish
fulfilled. It is a way your sex has, of rewarding
gods and men. Here, you old witch—here is a
treasure trove for you. You can sell it for ten
francs in the town anywhere.” :

As he spoke he tossed the casket and the
stockings in it to an old decrepid woman, who
was passing by with a baker’s cart, drawn by a
dog ; and not staying to heed her astonishment,
gathered his colours and easel together.

The tears swam in Bébée's eyes as she saw
the box whirled through the air.

She had done right—she was sure she had
done right. He was a stranger, and she could
never have repaid him; but he made her feal
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herself wayward and ungrateful, and it was hara
to see the beautiful fairy gift borne away for evex
by the chuckling, hobbling, greedy old bread-
woman. If he had only taken it himself, she
would have been glad then to have been brave

and to have done her duty.
But it was mot in his design that she should be

glad. )
He saw her tears, but he seemed not to see

them.

 Good-night, Bébée,” he said carelessly, as
he sauntered aside from her. *“ Good-night, my
dear. To-morrow I will finish my painting ; but
I will not offend you by any more gifts.”

Bébée lifted her drooped head, and looked
him in the eyes cagerly, with a certain sturdy
resolve and timid wistfulness intermingled in her
look.

“Sir, you speak to me quite wrongly,” she
said with a quick accent, that had pride as well
&s pain in it. “Say it was kind to bring me
what I wished for—yes, it was kind, I know—but
you told me a lie about it, and that is a cowardly
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thing, and, indeed, had no sense whatever in it.
Besides you never saw me till last night, and I
cannot tell even your name; and I am only Bébée,
and cannot give you anything back, because I have
only just enough to feed myself and the starling,
and not always that in winter. I thank you very
much for what you wished to do; but if I had
taken those things, I think.you would have
thought me very mean and full of greed; and
Antoine always said, ‘ Do not take what you can-
not pay—not ever what you cannot pay—that is
the way to walk with pure feet.” Perhaps I
spoke ill, because they spoil me, and they sa.y I
am too swift to say my mind. But I am nut
thankless—not thankless, indeed—it is only I
could not take what I cannot pay. That is all.
You are angry still—not now—no ? ”

There was anxiety in the pleading. What did
it matter to her what a stranger thought ? And
yet Bébée’s heart was heavy as she went out of
the city homewards. He had only laughed a
little coldly, and bade her good-night, and left
the square. A sense of having done wrong
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weighed on her; of having been rude and
ungrateful.

She had no heart for the children that evening.
Mere Krebs was sitting out before her door shell-
ing peas, and called to her to come in and have &
drop of coffce. Krebs had come in from Vilvéorde
fair, and br(.)ught a stock of rare good berries
with him. But Bébée ¢hanked her, and went on
to her own garden to work.

She had always liked to sit out on the quaint
wooden steps of the mill and under the red
shaglow of the sails, watching the swallows flutter
to and fro in the sunset, and hearing the droll
flogs croak in the rushes, while the old people
told her tales of the time when in their babyhood
they had run out, fearful yet fascinated, to see
the beautiful Scots Greys flash by in the murky
night, and the endless line of guns and caissons
erawl black as a snake through the summer dust,
and the trampled corn, going out past the woods
to Waterloo.

But to-night she had no fancy for it: she
wanted to be alone with the flowers.
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Though, to be sure, they had been very heart-
* less when Antoine’s coffin had gone past them,
still they had sympathy; the daisies smiled at
her with their golden eyes, and the roses dropped
tears on her hand, just as her mood might be;
the flowers were closer friends, after all, than any
human souls ; and besides, she could say so much
to them ! .

Flowers belong to fairyland; the flowers and
the birds, and the butterflies, are all that the
world has kept of its golden age; the only
perfectly beautiful things on earth, joyous, inno-
cent, half divine, useless, say they who are wiser
than God. ’

Bébée went home and worked among her
flowers.

A little laborious figure, with her petticoats
twisted high, and her feet wet with the night
dews, and her back bowed to the hoeing and
clipping and raking amongst the blossoming
plants.

“ How late you are working to-night, Bébde !

one or two called out, as they passed the gate,
62
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She looked up and smiled; but went on working
while the white moon rose.

She did not know what ailed her.

She went to bed without supper, leaving her
bit of bread and bowl of goat’s milk to make a
meal for the fowls in the morning.

‘¢ Little ugly, shameful, naked feet ! ** she said

to them, sitting on theedge of her mattress, and
looking at them in the moonlight. They were
very pretty feet, and would not have been half so
pretty in silk hose and satin shoon; but she did
nat know that : he had told her she wanted those
vanities. ’
* She sat still a long while, her rosy feet swaying
to and fro like two roses that grow on one stalk,
and hang down in the wind. The little lattice
was open; the sweet and dusky garden was
beyond ; there was a hand’s breadth of sky, in
which a single star was shining; the leaves of
the vine hid all the rest.

But for once she saw none of it.

She culy saw the black Broodhuis; the wed
and gold sunset overheads; the grey stones. with
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the fallen roseleaves and crushed fruits; and in
the shadows two dark, reproachful eyes, that
looked at hers.

Had she been ungrateful ?

The little tender, honest heart of her was
troubled and oppressed. For once, that night
she slopt ill




CHAPTER V.

T

BWT.L the next day she sat under the
1 yellow awning, but she sat alone.

It was market day; there were many
stringers. Flowers were in demand. The copper
pieces were ringing against one another all the
hours through in her leathern bag. The cobbler
was in such good humour that he forgot to
quarrel with his wife. The fruit was in such
plenty that they gave her a leaf-full of white and
ved currants for her noon-day dinner. And the
people split their sides at the Cheap John’s
jokes ; he was so droll. No one saw the leaks
in his kettles, or the hole in his bellows, or the
leg that was lacking to his milking-stool.
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Everybody was gay and merry that day;
but Bébée’s blue eyes looked wistfully over
the throng, and did not find what they sought.
Somehow the day seemed dull, and the square
empty.

The stones and the timbers around seemed
more than ever full of a thousand stories that
they would not tell her because she knew nothing,
and was only Bébée.

She had never known a dull hour before. She,
a little bright, industrious gay thing, whose
hands were always full of work, and whose head
was always full of fancies, even in the grimmest
winter time, when she wove the lace in the grey,
chilly work-room, with the frost on the casements,
and the mice running out in their hunger ove»
the bare brick floor.

That bare room was a sad enough place
sometimes, when the old women would bewail
how they starved on the pittance they gained,
and the young women sighed for their aching
heads and their failing eyesight, and the children
dropped great tears on the bobbins, because they
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had come out without a crust to break their
fast,

She had been sad there often for others, but
she had never been dull—not with this un-
familiar, desolate, dreary dulness, that seemed
to take all the mirth out of the busy life around
her, and all the colour out of the blue sky
above. Why, she had no idea herself. She
wondered if she were.going to be ill; she
had never been ill in her life, being strong as
a little bird that has never known cage or
captivity.

When the day was done, Bébée gave a quick
sigh as she looked across the square. She had
so wanted to tell him that she was not ungrateful,
and she had a little moss rose ready, with a sprig
of sweetbriar, and a tiny spray of maiden-hair
fern that grew under the willows, which she had
kept covered up with a leaf of sycamore all the
day long.

No one would have it now.

The child went out of the place sadly, as the
carillon rang., There was only the moss rose in
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her basket, and the red aad white currants that
had been given her for her dinner.

She went along the twisting, many-coloured,
quaintly-fashioned streets, till she came to the
water-side.

It is very ancient, there still; there are all
manner of old buildings, hlack #ad brown and
grey, peaked roofs, gablgd windows, arched doors,
crumbliug bridges, twisted galleries leaning to
touch the dark surface of the canal, dusky
wharves crowded with barrels, and bales, and
cattle, and timber, and all the various freightage
that the good ships come and go with all the
year round, to and from the Zuyder Zee, gnd
the Baltic water, and the wild Northumbrian
shores, and the iron-bound Scottish headlands,
and the pretty grey, Norman seaports, and the
white sandy dunes of Holland, with the toy
towns and the straight poplar trees.

Bébée was fond of watching the brigs and
barges, that looked so big to her, with their
national flags flying, and their tall masts stand-
ing thick as grass, and their tawny sails
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flapping in the wind, and about them the
sweet, strong smell of that strange, unknown
thing, the sea.

Sometimes the sailors would talk with her;
sometimes some old salt, sitting astride of &
cask, would tell her a mariner’'s tale of far-
away lands ard mysteries of the deep; some-
times some curly-he_aded. cabin-boy would give
her a shell or a plume of seaweed, and try
and make her understand what the wonder-
ful wild water was like, which was not quiet
and sluggish and dusky as this canal was, but
was for ever changing and moving, and curling
and leaping, and making itself now blue as her
eyes, now black as that thunder-cloud, now
white as the snow that the winter wind tossed,
now pearl-hued and opaline as the convolvulus
that blew in her own garden.

And Bébée would listen, with the shell in her
lap, and try to understand, and gaze at the ships
and then at the sky beyond them, and try te
figure to herself those strange countries, to which
these ships were always going, and saw in fancy
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all the blossoming orchard province of green
France, and all the fir-clothed hills and rushing
rivers of the snow-locked Swedish shore, and
saw too, doubtless, many lands that had no
place at all except in dreamland, and were more
beautiful even than the beauty of the earth, as
poets’ countries are, to their own scrrow, often-
times. . .

But this dull day Bébée did not go down upon
the wharf; she did not want the sailors’ tales;
she saw the masts and the bits of bunting that
streamed from them, and they made her restless,
which they had never done before. Instead she
went in at a dark old door and climbed up asteep
staircase that went up and up and up, as though
she were mounting Ste. Gudule’s belfry towers;
and at the top of it entercd a little chamber in
the roof, where one square unglazed hole that
served for. light looked out upon the canal, with
all its crowded craft, from the dainty schooner
yacht, fresh as gilding and holystone could make
her, that was running for pleasure to the Scheldt,
to the rude, clumsy coal-barge, black as night,
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that bore the rough diamonds of Belgium to the
suow-buried roofs of Christiania and Stromsdon.

In the little dark attic there was a very old
woman in a red petticoat and a high cap, who sat
against the window, and pricked out lace patterns
with a pin on thick paper. She was eighty-five
years old, and cduld hardly keep body and soul
together. .

Bébée, running to her, kissed her.

“Oh mother Annémie, look here! Beautiful
red and white currants, and a roll ; I saved them
for you. They are the first currants we have
seen this year. Me ? oh, for me, I have eaten
more than are good! Youknow I pick fruit like
a sparrow, always. Dear mother Annémie, are
you better ? Are you quite sure you are better
to-day 2"

The little old withered woman, brown as a
walnut and meagre as a rush, took the currants,
and smiled with a childish glee, and began to eat
them, blessing the child with each crumb she
broke off the bread.

“Why had you not a grandmother of your
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own, my little one ?*’ she mumbled. * How good
you would have been to her, Bébée!”

“Yes,” said Bébée seriously, but her mind
could not grasp the idea. It was easier for her
to believe the fanciful lily-parentage of Antoine’s
stories. ‘“How much work have you done,
Annémie? Oh, all that? all that? But there
is enough for a week. A Yon work too early and
too late, you dear Annémie.”

‘“ Nay, Bébée, when one has to get one’s bread,
that cannot be. But I am afraid my eyes are
failing. That rose now, is it well done 2"

¢ Beautifully done. Would the Baés take
them if they were not? You know he is* one
that cuts every centime in four pieces.”

¢ Ah! sharp enough, sharp enough—that is
true. But I am always afraid of my eyes. I do
not see the flags out there so well as I used to do.”

“ Because the sun is 80 bright, Annémie ; that
is all. I myself, when I have been sitting all
day in the Place in the light, the flowers look
pale to me. And you know it is not age with
me, Annémie 2"
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The old woman and the young girl laughed
together at that droll idea.

““You have a merry heart, dear little one,”
said old Annémie. *‘ The saints keep it to you
always.”

“ May I tidy the room a little 2

“To be sure, dear, and thank you too. 1
have not much time, yon see; and somehow
my back aches badly when I stoop.”

¢ And it is so damp here for you, over all that
water |” said Bébée, as she swept and dusted
and set to rights the tiny place, and put in a
little broken pot a few sprays of honeysuckle
and °rosemary that she had brought with her.
“It is so damp here. You should have come
and lived in my hut with me, Annémie, and sat
out under the vine all day, and looked after the
chickens for me when I was in the town. They
are such mischievous little souls; as soon as my
back is turned ome or other is sure to push
through the roof, and get out amongst the
flower-beds. Will you never change your mind,
and live with me, Annémie?, I am sure you
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would be happy, and the starling says your name
quite plain, and he is such a funny bird to talk
to; you never would tire of him. Will you
never come? It is so bright there, and green
and sweet smelling, and to think you never even
have seen it !-——and the swans and all,—it is a
shame.”

“ No, dear,” said old Annémie, eating her last
bunch of currants. ““ You have said so so often,
and you are good and mean it, that I know. But
I could not leave the water. It would kill me.

“Out of this window you know I saw my
Jeannot's brig go away—away—away—till the
masts were lost in the mists. Going with iron
to Norway; the Fleur d’Epine of this town, a
good ship, and a sure, and he her mate; and
as proud as might be, and with a little blest
Mary in lead round his throat.

“ She was to be back in port in eight months,
bringing timber. Eight months—that brought
Easter time.

““ But she never ceame. Never, never, never,
you know.
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¢TI sat here watching them come and go, and
my child sickened and died, and the summer
passed, and the autumn, and all the while I
looked—looked—looked ; for the brigs are all
much alike; only his I always saw as soon
as she hove in sight because he tied a hank
of flax to her “mizen mast; and when he was
home safe and sound I spun the hank into hode
for him; that was a fancy of his, and for eleven
voyages, one on another, he had never missed to
tie the flax nor I to spin the hose.

“ But the hank of flax I never saw this time;
nor the brave brig; nor my good man with his
surfny blue eyes.

“Only one day in winter, when the great
blocks of ice were smashing hither and thither,
a coaster came in and brought tidings of how
off in the Danish waters they had come on
a waterlogged brig, and had boarded her, and
bad found her empty, and her hull riven in
two, and her crew all drowned and dead beyond
any manner of doubt. And on her stern there
was her name painted white, the Fleur d'Epine,
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of Brussels, as plain as name could be; and that
was all we ever knew—what evil had struck her,
or how they had perished, nobody ever told.

¢ Only the coaster brought that bit of beam
away, with the Fleur d’Epine writ clear upon it.

‘““But you see I never know my man is
dead. )

¢ Any day—who can say —any one of those
ships may bring him aboard of her, and he
may leap out on the wharf there, and come
running up the stairs as he used to do, and
cry, in his merry voice, ‘Annémie, Annémie,
here is more flax to spin, here is more hose to
weave!’ For that was always his homeward
word ; no matter whether he had had fair weather
or foul, he always knotted the flax to his mast-
head.

“So you see, dear, I could not leave here.
For what if he came and found me away? He
would say it was an odd fashion of mourning
for him.

““And I could not do without the window,
you know. I can watch all the brigs come in;
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and I can smell the shipping smell that I have
loved all the days of my life; and I can see
the lads heaving, and climbing, and furling, and
mending their bits of canvas, and hauling their
flags up and down.

“ And then who can say ?—the sea never took
him, I think=—I think I shall hear his voice
before I die. .- .

¢ For they do say that God is good.”

Bébée, sweeping very noiselessly, listened, and
ber eyes grew wistful and wondering. She had
heard the story a thousand times; always in
different words, but always the same little tale,
and she knew how old Annémie was deaf to all
the bells that tolled the time, and blind to all
the whitcness of her hair, and all the wrinkles of
her face, and only thought of her sea-slain lover
as he had been in the days of her youth.

But this afternoon the familiar history had a
new patheticness for her, and as the old soul put
aside with her palsied hand the square of canvas
that screened the casement, and looked out, with
her old dim sad eyes strained in the longing that
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God never answered, Bébée felt a strange chill
st her own heart, and wondered to herself :—

“ What can it be to care for another creature
like that? It must be so terrible, and yet it
must be beautiful too~—does everyone suffer like
that 2"

She did not speak at all as she finished sweep-
ing the bricks, and went, downstairs for a metal
eruche full of water, and set over a little char-
coal on the stove the old woman’s brass soup
kettle with her supper of stewing cabbage.

Annémie did not hear or notice; she was still
looking out of the hole in the wall on to the
masts and the sails and the water. *

It was twilight.

From the barges and brigs there came the
smell of the sea. The sailors were shouting to
each other., The craft were crowded close, and
lost in the growing darkness. On the other side
of the canal the belfries were ringing for vespers.

‘“Eleven voyages one and another, and he
never forgot to tie the flax to the mast,” Annémie

wurmured, with her old wrinkled face leaning
B3
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out into the grey air. “‘It used to fly there,—
one could see it coming up half-a-mile off,—just
a pale yellow flake on the wind, like a tress of
my hair, he would say. No, no, I could not
go away; he may come to-night, to-morrow,
any time; he is not drowned, not my man; he
was all I had, and God is good, they say.”

Bébée listened antl locked; then kissed the old
shaking hand, and took up the lace patterns and
went softly out of the room without speaking.

‘When old Annémie watched at the window
it was useless to seek for any word or sign of
her ; people said that she had never beeun quite
riéht in her brain since that fatal winter noon
sixty years before, when the coaster had brought
into port the broken beam of the good brig
Fleur d’Epine.

Bébée did not know about that, nor heed
whether her wits were right or not.

She had knewn the old creature in the lIsce-
room where Annémie pricked out designs, and
she had conceived a great regard and sorrow
for her; and when Annémje had become too
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ailing and aged to go herself any longer to the
lacemaker’s place, Bébée had begged leave for
her to have the patterns at home, and had
carried them to and fro for her for the last
three or four years, doing many other little
useful services for the lone old soul as well—
services which Annémie hardly perceived, she
had grown so used to, thewm, and her feeble
intelligence was 8o sunk in the one absorbing
idea that she must watch all the days through
and all the years through for the coming of the
dead man and the lost brig.

Bébée put the lace patterns in her basket,’and
trotted home, her sabots clattering on tBe
stones.

¢ What it must be to care for anyone like
that!” she thought, and, by some vague associa-
tion of thought that she could not have pursued,
she lifted the leaves and looked at the moss
rosebud.

It was quite dead.



CHAPTER VL

oS she got clear of the city and out on
her country road, a shadow fell across

. her in the evening light.

‘“Have you had a good day, little one?”
asked a voice, that made ler stop with a curious
vague expectancy and pleasure.

“It is you!” she said, with a little cry, as
she saw her friend of the silk stockings leaning
on a gate midway in the green and solitary road
that leads to Laeken.

“Yes, it is I,” he answered, as he joined
her. ‘Iave you forgiven me, Bébée ? ”

She looked at him with frank, appealing eyes,
like those of a child in fault.
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“Oh, I did not sleep all night,” she said,
simply. ‘I thought I had been rude and
ungrateful, and I could not be sure I had done
right, though to have done otherwise would
certainly have been wrong.”

He laughed.

¢ Well, that is a clearer deduction than is to
be drawn from most moral uncertainties. Do
not think twice about the matter, my dear. I
have not, I assure you.”

“Nol”

She was a little disappointed. It seemed
such an immense thing to her; and sh& had

lain awake all the night, turning it about.in
her little brain, and appealing vainly for help
in it to the sixteen sleep-angels.

“No, indeed. And where are you going so
fast, as if those wooden shoes of yours were
sandals of Mercury ?”

¢ Mercury—is that a shoemaker ?”

“No, my dear. He did a terrible bit of
cobbling once, when he made Woman. But he
did not shoe her feet with swiftness that I know
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of ; she only runs away {o be run after, and if
you do not pursue her, she comes back—
always.”

Bébée did not understand at all.

“I thought God made women ?” she said, a
little awe-stricken.

“You call {t God. People three thousand
years ago called it Mercury or Hermes. Both
mean the same thin'g,—inerO words to designate
an unknown quality. Where are you going?
Does your home lie here ?”

¢ Yes, onward, quite far onward,” said Bébée,
wondering that he had forgotten all she had
told him the day before about her hut, her
garden, and her neighbours. “You did not
come and finish your picture to-day, why was
that? I hLad a rosebud for you, but it is
dead now.”

“I went to Anvers. You looked for me &
little, then ?”

“Obh, all day long. For I was so afraid I
had been ungrateful,”

“That is very pretty of you. Women are
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mever grateful, my dear, except when they are
very ill treated. Mercury, whom we were talk-
ing of, gave them, amongst other gifts, a dog’s
beart.”

Bébée felt bewildered; she did not reason
about it, but the idle, shallow, cynical tone
pained her by its levity and ity unlikeness to
the sweet, still, grey summer evening.

‘ Why are you in such a flurry ?” he pursued.
¢ The night is cool, and it is only seven o’clock.
I will walk part of the way with you.”

“I am in a hurry because I have Annémie's
patterns to do,” said Bébée, glad that he =spoke
of a thing that she knew how to answer. *‘You
see, Annémie’s hand shakes and her eyes are
dim, and she pricks the pattern all awry and
never perceives it; it would break her heart
if one showed her so, but the Baes would not
take them as they are; they are of no use at all.
So I prick them out myself on fresh paper, and
the Baes thinks it is all her doing, and pays her
the same money, and she is quite content. And
a8 I carry the patterns to and fro for her,
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because she cannot walk, it is easy to cheat her
like that; and it is no harm to cheat so, you
know.”

He was silent.

“You are a good little girl, Bébée, I can
see,” he said at last, with a graver sound in his
voice. ‘“And who is this Annémie for whom
you do so much—an old woman, I suppose ?”

“Oh, yes, quite old; incredibly old. Her
man was drowned at sea sixty years ago, and she
watches for his brig still, night and morning.”

¢ The dog’s heart. No doubt he beat her, and
had a*wife in fifty other ports.”

% Oh, no,” said Bébée, with a little cry, as
though the word against the dead man hurt her.
“ She has told me so much of him. He was as
good as good could be, and loved her so, and
between the voyages they were so happy.
Surely that must have been; sixty years now,
and she is 80 sorry still, and still will not believe
that he was drowned.”

He looked down on her with a smile that had
& certain pity in it.
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“ Well, yes; there are women like that, I
believe. But be very sure, my dear, he beat
her. Of the two, one always holds the whip and
uses it,—the other crouches."

“I do not understand,” said Bébée.

“ No—but you will.”

“I will >—when 2" ‘

He smiled again. | .

‘ Oh—to-morrow perhaps, or next year—or

when Fate fancies.

““Or rather—when I cloose,” he thought to
himself, and let his eyes rest with a certain
pleasure on the little feet, that went beside him
in the grass, and the pretty neck that showed
ever and again, as the frills of her linen bodice
were blown back by the wind, and her own quick
motion.

Béboée - looked also up at bim; he was
very handsome, or looked so to her, after the
broad blunt characterless faces of the Brabantois
around her. He walked with an easy grace, he
was clad in picture-like velvets, he had a beauti-
ful poetic head, and eyes like deep brown waters,
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and a face like one of Jordaens or Rembrandt’s
cavaliers in the galleries where she used to
steal in of a Sunday, and look up at the
paintings, and dream of what that world could
be in which those people had lived.

““You are of the people of Rubes’ country,
are you not ?” she asked him.

 Of what country, my dear ?”

“Of the people that live in the gold frames,”
said Bébée, quite seriously. ‘‘In the galleries,
you know—1I know a charwoman that scrubs the
floors of the Arenenberg, and she lets me in
sometifnes to look—and you are just like those
great gentlemen in the gold frames, only you
have not a hawk and a sword, and they always
bave. I used to wonder where they came from,
for they are not like any of us one bit, and the
cherwoman—she is Lisa Dredel, and lives in the
street of the Pot d'Etain—always said, ¢ Dear
heart, they all belong to Rubes’ land—we never
see their like now-a-days.’ But you must come
out of Rubes’ land; at least, I think so, do you
not?"
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He caught her meaning; he knew that Rubes
was the homely abbreviation of Rubens, that all
the Netherlanders used, and he guessed the idea
that was reality to this little lonely fanciful mind.

¢ Perhaps I do,” he answered her with a smile,
for it was not worth his while to disabuse her
thoughts of any imgination that glorified him to
her. ‘Do you not want to see Rubes’ world,
little one? To sec the gold and the grandeur,
and the glitter of it all >—never to toil or get
tired ?—always to move in a pageant ?—always
to live like the hawks in the paintings you talk
of, with silver bells hung round you, and a hood
all sewn with pearls ?” '

“No,” said Bébée, simply. ‘“I should like to
see it—just to see it, as one looks through a
grating into the king's grape-houses here. Bat I
should not like to live in it. I love my hut, and
the starling, and the chickens, and what would
the garden do without me?—and the children,
and the old Annémie? I could not anyhow,
anywhere be any happier than I am. There is
only one thing I wish.”
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¢ And what is that ?"

“ To know something. Not to be so ignorant;
just look—I can read a little, it is true, my
hours, and the letters, and when Krebs brings
in a newspaper I can read a little of it—not
much. I know French well, because Antoine was
French himself, and never did talk Flemish to
me; and they, being Flemish, cannot, of course,
read the newspapers at ;Il, and so think it very
wonderful indeed in me. But what I want is to
know things, to know all about what was before
ever I was living. Ste. Gudule now—they say
it was built hundreds of years before; and
Rtibes again—they say he was a painter-king in
Antwerpen before the oldest oldest woman like
Annémie ever began to count time. I am sure
books tell you all those things, because I see the
students coming and going with them; and
when I saw once the millions of books in the
Rue de la Musée, I asked the keeper what use
they were for, and he said, ‘to make men wise,
my dear.” But Bac the cobbler, who was with
me,—it was a féte day—Bac, ke said, ‘ Do not
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you believe that, Bébée; they only muddle
folk’s brains; for one book tells them one thing,
and another book another, and so on, till they
are dazed with all the contrary lying; and if you
see > bookish man, be sure you see a very poor
creature who could not hoe a patch, or kill a
pig, or stitch an upperleather, were it ever so.’
But I do not believe that Bac said right. Did
he ?”

I am not sure. On the whole, I think it is
the truest remark on literature I have ever
heard, and one that shows great judgment in
Bac. Well?” '

¢ Well—sometimes, you know,” said Bébée,
not understanding his answer, but pursuing he:
thoughts confidentially; ‘sometimes I talk like
this to the neighbours, and they laugh at me.
Because Mére Krebs says that when one knowsa
how to spin and sweep and make bread and say
one’s prayers and milk a goat or a cow, it is all a
woman wants to know this side of heaven. But
for me, I cannot help it—when I look at those
windows in the cathedral, or at those beautiful
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twisted little spires that are all over our Hétel de
Ville, I want to know who the men were that
made them—what they did and thought—how
they looked and spoke—how they learned to shape
stone into leaves and grasses like that—how they
could imagine all those angel faces on the glass.
When I go alone in the quite early morning or
at night when it is still.—sometimes in winter I
have to stay till it is dark over the lace—I hear
their feet come after me, and they whisper to me
close, ¢ Look what beautiful things we have done,
Bébée, and you all forget us quite. We did what
never will die, but our names are as dead as the
stones.’” And then I am so sorry for them and
ashamed. And I want to know more. Can you
tell me?”

He looked at her earnestly; her eyes were
shining, her cheeks were warm, her little mouth
was tremulous with eagerness.

““ Did anyone ever speak to you in that way?”
he asked her.

“No,” she answered him. ‘It comes into my
head of itself. Sometimes I think the cathedral
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angels put it there. For the angels must be tired,
you know; always pointing to God and always
seeing men turn away. I used to tell Antoine
sometimes. But he used to shake his head and
say that it was no use thinking; most likely
Ste. Gudule and St. Michael had set the church
down in the night all ready made, why not? God
made the trees, and they were more wonderful, he
thought, for his part. And so perhaps they are,
but that is no answer. And I do want to know.
I want some one who will tell me,—and if you
come out of Rubes’ country as I think, no doubt
you know everything, or remember it ?”

He smiled. *

¢ The free pass to Rubes’ country lies in books,
pretty one. Shall I give you some ?—nay, lend
*hem, I mean, since giving you are too wilful to
hear of without offence. You can read, you said ?”

Bébée's eyes glowed as they lifted themselves
to his.

“I can read—not very fast, but that would
come with doing it more and more, I think, just
as spinning does —one knots the thread and
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“ No, you do not know,” said he, with a sort
of pity, and thought within himself—was i
worth while to let her know ?

If she did not know, these vague aspirations
and imaginations would drop off from her with
the years of her early youth, as the lime-flowers
drop downwarfis with the summer heats. She
would forget them. They would linger a little in
her heart, and, perhaps, always wake at some
sunset hour or some angelus chime, but not to
troubie her. Only to make her cradle-song a little
sadder and softer than most women’s was. Unfed,
t.hey.would sink away and bear no blossom. She
would grow into a simple, hardy, hard-working,
Fod-fearing Flemish woman like the rest. She
would marry, no doubt, sometime, and rear her
children honestly and well ; and sit in the market
stall every day, and spin and sew, and dig and
wash, and sweep, and brave bad weather, and be
content with poor food to the end of her harm-
less and laborious days—poor little Bébée.

He saw her so clearly as she would be—if he
let hor alone.
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A little taller, a little broader, a little browner,
less soft of skin, less flower-like in face; having
learned to think only as her neighbours thought
of price of wood and cost of bread; labouring
cheerily but hardly from daybreak to nightfall
to fill hungry mouths; forgetting all things
except the little curly heads é&lustered round
her soup-pot, and the year-eld lips sucking at
her breast.

A blameless life, an eventless life, a life as
clear as the dewdrop, and as colourless; a
life opening, passing, ending in the little Breen
wooded lane, by the bit of water where the
swans made their nests under the willows ; a life
like the life of millions, a little purer, a little
brighter, a little more tender, perhaps, than
those lives usually are, but otherwise as like
them as one ear of barley is like another as it
rises from the soil, and blows in the wind, and
turns brown in the strong summer sun, and then
goes down to the sod again under the sickle.

He saw her just as she would be—if he let her
alone.
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But should he leave her alone ?

He cared nothing; only her eyes had such a
pretty, frank, innocent look like a bird’s in them,
and she had been so brave and bold with him
about those silken stockings; and this little
ignorant, dreamful mind of hers was so like a
blush rosebud, which looks so close shut, and so
sweet smelling, and ‘so tempting fold within fold,
that a child will pull it open, forgetful that he
will spoil it for ever, and for ever prevent it
from being a full-grown rose, and that he will
let t.h.e dust, and the sun, and the bee into its
tender bosom. Now men are true children, and
women are their rosebuds.

Thinking only of keeping well with this
strange and beautiful wayfarer from that un-
known paradise of Rubes’ country, she opened
the leaves of her basket.

“I took a bouquet for you to-day, but it is
dead. Look—to-morrow, if you will be there,
you shall have the best in all the garden.”

*You wish to see me again then ?” he asked
her. Bébée looked at him with troubled eyes,
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but with a sweet frank faith that had no hesitation
in it.

“Yes! you are not like anything I ever knew,
and if you will only help me to learn a little
I shall be so thankful: sometimes I think I am
not stupid, only ignorant,—but I cannot be sure
unless I try.” .

He smiled; he was listlessly amused; the
day before he had tempted the child merely
because she was pretty, and to tempt her in that
way seemed the natural course of things, but
now there was something in her that touched
him differently; the end would be the same, but
he would change the means. .

The sun had set. There was a low, dull red
glow still on the far edge of the plains—that was
all. In the distant cottages little lights were
twinkling. The path grew dark.

T will go away and let her alone,” he thought,
* Poor little soul! it would give itself lavishly,
it would never be bought. I will let it alone; the
mind will go to sleep, and the body will keep
healthy and strong and pure, as people call it.
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It would be a pity to play with both a day, and
then throw them away as a boy throws a dead
sparrow. She is a little clod of earth that
has field-flowers growing in it. I will let her
alone; the flowers under the plough in duc course
will die, and she will be content amongst the
other clods ;—if I let her alone.”

At that moment there went across the dark
fields, against the dusky red sky, a young man
with a pile of brushwood on his back, and a
hatchet in his hand.

“You are late, B€Lée,” he called to her in
Flemish, and scowled at the stranger by her
side,

“ A good-looking lad—who is it?" said her
companion.

“'That is Jeannot, the son of old Soplie," she
answered him. “He is so good—oh, so good, you
cannot think; he keeps his mother and three
little sisters, and works so very, very hard in the
forest, and yet he often finds time to dig my
garden for me, and he chops all my wood in
winter,”
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They had come to where the road goes up by
the king's summer-palace.

They were under great hamging beeches and
limes. There was a high grey wall, and over it
the blossoming fruit-boughs hung. In a ditch
full of long grass little kids bleated by their
mothers. .

Away on the left went the green fields of
colza, and beetroot, and trefoil, with big forest
trees here and there in their midst, and, against
the blue low line of the far horizon, red mill-
sails and grey church spires; dreamy plaintive
bells far away somewhere were ringing the sad
Flemish carillon. .

He paused and looked at her.

I must bid you good-night, Bébée—you are
near your home now.”

She paused too and looked at him.

““ But I shall see you to-morrow 2"

There was the wistful, eager, anxious uncone.
sciousness of appeal as when, the night before,
she had asked him if he were angry.

He hesitated a moment. If be gaid No, and
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went away out of the city wherever his listless
and changeful whim called him, he knew how it,
would be with her; he knew what her life would
be as surely as he knew the peach would come
out of the peachflower rosy on the wall there;
life in the little hut; among the neighbours;
sleepy and safe and soulless;—if he let her
alone. .

If he stayed and saw her on the morrow he
knew, too, the end as surely as he knew that
the branch of white pear-blossom, which in care-
lessness he had knocked down with a stone on
the érass yonder, would fade in the night and
wobuld never bring forth its sweet, simple fruit in
the sunshine.

To leave the peachflower to come to maturity
snd be plucked by a peasant—or to pull down
the pear-blossom and rifle the buds ?

Carelessly and languidly he balanced the ques-
tion with himself, whilst Bébée, forgetful of the
lace patterns and the flight of the hours, stood
looking at him with anxious and pleading eyes
thinking only—was he angry again, or would he
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really bring her the books and make her wise, and
+ let her know the stories of the past?

““Shall I see you to-morrow ?” she said wistfully.

Should she ?—if he left the peach-blossom safe
on the wall, Jeannot the woodcutter would come
by-and-by and gather the fruit.

If he left the clod of earth in its pasture with
all its daisies untouched, this black-browed young
peasant would cut it round with his hatchet and
carry it to his wicker cage, that the homely brown
lark of his love might sing to it some stupid wood-
note under a cottage eave. .

The sight of the strong young forester going
over the darkened fields against the dull red
skies was as a feather that suffices to sway to one
side a balance that hangs on a hair.

He had been inclined to leave her alone, when
he saw in his fancy the clean, simple, mindless,
honest life that her fanciful girlhood would settle
down into as time should go on. But when in
the figure of the woodman there was painted
visibly on the dusky sky that end for her which
he had foreseen, he was unot indifferent to it ; he
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resented it ; he was stirred to a vague desire to
render it impossible.

If Jeannot had not gone by across the fields,
he would have left her and let her alone from
that night thenceforwards; as it was—

* Good-night, Bélbée,” he said to her. * To-
morrow I will fmish the Broodhuis and bring you
your first book. Do not dream too much, or you
will prick your lace ps:tterns all awry. Good-
night, pretty one.”

Then he turned and went back through the
green dim lanes to the city.

Bébée stood a moment looking after him, with
a‘happy smile; then she picked up the fallen
pear-bough, and ran home as fast as her feet
would take her.

That night she worked very late watering her
flowers, and trimming them, and then ironing
out a little clean white cap for the morrow; and
then sitting down under the open lattice to prick
out all old Annémie’s designs by the strong light
of the full moon that flooded her hut with its
radiance.
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But she sang all the time she worked, and the
gay, pretty, wordless songs floated across the
water and across the fields, and woke some old
people in their beds as they lay with their win-
dows open, and they turned and crossed them-
selves, and said, “* Dear heart!—this is the Eve
of the Ascension, and the angels are so near we
hear them.” .

But it was no angel; only the thing that is
nearer heaven than anything else—a little human
heart that is happy and innocent.

Bébée had only one sorrow that night. The
pear-blossoms were all dead -and no care could
call them back even for an hour’s blooming.

“He did not think when he struck them
down,” she said to herself regretfully,

.. =~ r2
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CHAPTER VIL

JAN I do any work for you, Bébée ?*
| said black Jeannot in the daybreak,
pushing her gate open timidly with

one hand.

¥¢ There is none to do, Jeannot. They want
so little in this time of the year—the flowers,”
said she, lifting her head from the sweet peas
she was tying up to their sticks.

The woodman did not answer; he leaned over
the half-open wicket, and swayed it backwards
and forwards under his bare arm. He was a
good, harmless, gentle fellow, swarthy as char-
coal and simple as a child, and quite ignorant ;
having spent all his daye in the great Soignies
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forests, making faggots when he was a little lad,
.and hewing down trees or burning charcoal as he
grew to manhood.

““ Who was that seigneur with you last night,
Bébée ? " he asked, after a long silence, watching
her as she moved.

Bébée’s eyes grew very soft, but they looked
ap frankly. .

“T am not sure. I think he is a painter—a
great painter-prince I mean—as Rubes was in
Antwerpen; he wanted roses the night before
last in the Cathedral.”

¢ But he was walking with you?”

‘““He was in the lane as I came home last
night—yes.”

‘ What does he give you for your roses ?”

“ Oh—he pays me well. How is your mother
this day, Jeannot ?”

““You do not like to talk of him ?"

““ Why should you want to talk of him ?~he is
nothing to you.”

“Did you really see him only two days ago,
Bébée 2"
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¢ Oh, Jeannot!—did I ever tell a falsehood ?
—you would not say that to one of your little,
sisters.”

The forester swayed the gate to and fro drearily
under his folded arms.

Bébée, not regarding him, cut her flowers, and
filled her baskdts, and did her other work, and
set & ladder against the hut and climbed on its
low roof to seek for eggs, the hens having strange
tastes sometimes for the rushes and lichens of
its thatch. She found two eggs, which she pro-
mised herself to take to Annémie, and looking
roznd as she sat on the edge of the roof, with
ohe foot on the highest rung of the ladder, saw
that Jeannot was still at the gate.

““You will be late in the forest, Jeannot,” she
cried to him. ‘It is such a lung, long way in
end out. Why do you look so sulky ? and you
are kicking the wicket to pieces.”

“I do not like you to talk with strangers,”
said Jeannot, sullenly and sadly.

Bébée laughed as she sat on the edge of the
thatch, and looked at the shining grey skies of
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the early day, and the dew-wet garden, and the
green fields beyond, with happy eyes that made
the familiar scene transfigured to her.

¢ Oh, Jeannot, what nonsense! As if I do
not talk to a million strangers every summer ; as
if I could ever sell a flower if I did not! You
are cross this morning—that is what it is.”

“Do you know the mgn's name?” said
Jeannot, suddenly. '

Bébée felt her cheeks grow warm as with some
noonday heat of sunshine. She thought it was
with anger against blundering Jeannot’s curiosity.

‘““No! and what would his name be to‘us, if
I did know it? I cannot ask people’s names

because they buy my roses ”

”

¢ As if it were only roses !

There was the length of the garden between
them, and Bébée did not hear as she sat on the
edge of her roof with that light dreamful enjoy-
ment of air and sky and coolness, and all the '
beauty of the dawning day, which the sweet vague
sense of a personal happiness will bring with it
to the dulleat and the coldest



130 w0 LITTLE WOODEN SHOES.

“You are cross, Jeannot, that is what it is,”
she said, after a while. ‘You should not be
cross; you are too big and strong and good.
Go in and get my bowl of bread and milk for
me, and hand it to me up here. It is so pleasant.
It is as nice as being perched on an apple-
tree.” .

Jeannot went in obediently and handed up
her breakfast to her, lotking at her with shy,
worshipping eyes. DBut his face was overcast,
and he sighed heavily as he took up his hatchet
and turned away; for he was the sole support
of his*mother and sisters, and if he did not do
his work in Soignies they would starve at home.

“You will be sceing that stranger again?”
he asked her.

“Yes!"” she answered, with a glad triumph
in her eyes; not thinking at all of him as she
spoke. ‘ You ought to go, Jeannot, now; you
are 80 late. I will come and see your mother
to-morrow. And do not be cross, you dear
big Jeannot. Days are too short to snip them
up into little bits by bad temper; it is only a
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stupid sheep-shearer that spoils the fleece by
snapping at it sharp and hard—that is what
Father Francis says.”

Bébée having delivered her little piece of
wisdom, broke her bread into her milk and ate
it, lifting her face to the fresh wind and tossing
crumbs to the wheeling swallows, and watching
the rosebushes nod and toss relow in the breeze,
and thinking vaguely how happy a thing it was
to live.

Jeannot looked up at her, then went on his
slow sad way through the wet lavender shrubs
and the opening buds of the lilies.

“ You will only think of that stranger, Bébde,
never of any of us~—never again,” he said;
and wearily opened the little gate and went
through it, and down the daybreak stillness
of the lane. It was a foolish thing to say; but
when were lovers ever wise ?

Bébée did not heed; she did not understand
herself or him; she only knew that she was
happy; when one knows that, one does not want
to seek much farther.



133 TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES.

She sat on the thatch and took her bread and
milk in the grey clear air, with the swallows,
circling above her head, and one or two of them
even resting a second on the edge of the bowl
to peck at the food from the big wooden spoon;
they had known her all the sixteen summers
of her life, and were her playfellows, only they
would never tell hef anything of what they saw in
winter over the seas. That was her only quarrel
with them. Swallows do not tell their secrets.
They have the weird of Procne on them all.

The sun came and touched the lichens of the
roof into gold.

Bébée smiled at it gaily as it rose above
the tops of the trees, and shone on all the little
villages scattered over the plains.

¢ Ah, dear Sun!” she cried to it. “I am
going to be wise. I am going into great Rubes’
country. I am going to hear of the Past and the
Future. I am going to listen to what the Poets
say. The swallows never would tell me any-
thing; but now I shall know as much as they
know. Are vou not glad for me, oh Sun?”
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The Sun came over the trees, and Leard and
said nothing. If he had answered at all he
must have said : —

““ The only time when a human soul is either
wise or bhappy, is in that one single moment
when the hour of my own shining or of the
moon’s beaming seems to that single soul, to
be past and present and fifture, to be at once
the creation and the end of all things. Faust
knew that; so will you.”

But the Sun shone on and held his peace.
He sees all things ripen and fall. He can wait.
He knows the end. It is always the same.

He brings the fruit out of the peach-ﬂow.er,
and rounds it and touches it into ruddiest rose
and softest gold; but the sun knows well that
the peach must drop—whether into the basket to
be eaten by kings, or on to the turf to be eaten
by ants. What matter which very much after
all?

The Sun is not a cynic; he is only wise
because he is Life and he is Death, the creator
and the corrupter of all things.



CHAPTER VIIL.

MUT DBébée, who only saw in the Sun
the sign of daily work, the brightness
of the face of the world, the friend of
the ﬂc;wers, the harvest-man of the poor, the
playmate of the birds and butterflies, the kindly
light that the waking birds and the ringing
carillon welcomed—DBébée, who was not at all
afraid of him, smiled at his rays and saw in
them only fairest promise of a cloudless mid-
summer day as she gave her last crumb to the
swallows, dropped down off the thatch, and
busied herself in making bread, that Mére Krebs
would bake for her, until it was time fo cut
her flowers and o0 down into the towr.
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When her loaves were made and she had run
over with them to the mill-house and back
again, she attired herself with more heed than
usual, and ran to look at her own face in the
mirror of the deep well-water—other glass she
bad none.

She was used to hear herself called pretty;
but she had never thought about it at all till
now. The people lc'wed her; she had always
believed that they had only said it as a sort of
kindness, as they said, ‘‘ God keep you.” But
now:

“He told me I was like a ﬂowér,” sh(
thought to herself, and hung over the well to
see. She did not know very well what he had

meant ; but the sentence stirred in her heart
as a little bird under tremulous leaves.

She waited ten minutes full, leaning and look-
ing down, while her eyes, that were like the
blue iris, smiled back to her from the brown
depths below. Then she went and kneeled
down before the old shrine in the wall of the
garden.
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“ Dear and holy Mother of Jesus, I do thank
you that you made me a little good to look at,”
she said, softly. ‘“Keep me as you keep the
flowers, and let my face be always fair, because
it is a pleasure to be a pleasure. Ah, dear
Mother, I say it so badly, and it sounds so
vain, I know. But I do not think you will
be angry, will you? . And I am going to try to
be wise.” )

Then she murmured an ave or two, to be in
form as it were, and then rose and ran along
the lanes with her baskets, and brushed the dew
lightly *over her bare feet, and sang a little
Flemish song for very joyousness, as the birds
sing in the applebough.

She got the money for Annémie and took it
to her with fresh patterns to prick, and the new-
laid eggs.

“I wonder what he meant by a dog’s heart? "
she thought to herself, as she left the old woman
sitting by the hole in the roof pricking out the
parchment in all faith that she earned her
money, and looking every now and then through
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the forests of masts for the brig with the hank
of flax flying; the brig that had foundered sixty

'long years before in the northern seas, and in
the days of her youth.

““ What is the dog’s heart ? "’ thought Bébée ;
she had seen a dog she knew—a dog who all
his life long had dragged heavy loads under
brutal stripes along the streets of Brussels—
stretch himself on the "grave of his taskmaster
and refuse to eat, and persist in lying there
until he died, though he had no memory except
of stripes, and no tie to the dead except pain
and sorrow; was it a heart like this that he
meant ? ’

““Was her sailor, indeed, so good to her?"
she asked an old gossip of Annémie’s, as she
went down the stairs.

The old soul stopped to think with difficulty
of such a far off time, and resting her brass
flagon of milk on the steep step,

‘“Eh, no; not that I ever saw,” she answered
at length. ‘“He was fond of her—very fond;
but he was a wilful one, and he beat Ler some-
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times when he got tired of being on land. But
women must not mind that, you know, my dear,
if only & man’s heart is right. Things fret
them, and then they belabour what they love
best; it is a way they have.”

“But she speaks of him as of an angel
nearly ?” said Bébée bewildered.

The old woman‘took up her flagon, with a
smile flitting across her wintry face.

‘“Ay, dear; when the frost kills your brave
rosebush, root and bud, do you think of the
thorns that pricked you, or only of the fair,
sweet:smelling things that flowered all your
stimmer ? "

Bébée went away thoughtfully out of the old
crazy waterwashed house by the quay; and into
the square to her familiar place: life seemed
growing very strange and intricate and knatted
about her, like the threads of lace that a bad
fairy has entangled in the night.



CHAPTER IX.

ER stranger from Rubes’ Land was &
great man in a certain world. 1Ie had

become great when young, which is
perhaps a misfortune. It indisposes men to be
great at their maturity. Ile was famous at
twenty, by a picture lectic in colour, perfeet*in
drawing, that made Puaris at his fect. e
became more fumous by verses, by plays, by
political follies, and by social successes. He
was faithful, however, to his first love in art
He was a great painter, and year by year proved
afresh the cunning of his hand. Purists said
his pictures had no soul in them. It was mnot
wonderful if they had none. He always painted
soulless vice ; indeed, he saw very little else.



140 WO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES.

One year he had some political trouble. He
wrote a witty pamphlet that hurt where it was,
perilous to aim. He laughed and crossed the
border, riding into the green Ardennes one
sunny evening. He had a name of some power
and sufficient wealth ; he did not fear long exile.
Meanwhile he told himself he would go and
look at Scheffer’s Gretchen.

The King of Thule is better; but people talk
most of the Gretchen. He had never seen
either.

He went in leisurely, travelling up the bright
Mcuse river, and across the monotony of the
pliins, then green with wheat a foot high, and
musical with the many bells of the Easter
kermesses in the quaint old-world villages.

There was something so novel, so sleepy, so
harmless, so medi@eval, in the Flemish life, that
it soothed him. IIe had been swimming all his
life in salt sea-fed rapids; this sluggish, dull
canal-water, mirroring between its rushes a life
that had scarcely changed for centuries, had a
charm for him,
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He stayed awhile in Antwerpen. The town
,is ugly and beautiful; it is like a dull quaint
grés de Flandre jug, that has precious stones set
inside its rim. It is a burgher ledger of bales
and barrels, of sale and barter, of loss and gain ;
but in the heart of it there are illuminated leaves
of missal vellum, all gold and colour, and
honkish story and heroic ‘ballad, that could
only have been executed in the days when Art
was a religion.

He gazed himself into a homage of Rubens,
whom before he had slighted, never having
known ; (for, unless you have seen Antw'erp, it
is as absurd to say that you have seen Rubehs
as it is to think that you have seen Murillo out
of Seville, or Raffaclle out of Rome;) and he
studied the Gretchen carefully, delicately, sym-
pathetically, for he loved Schefler; but though
he tried, he failed to care for her.

“She is only a peasant; she is not a poem,™
he said to himself; ‘I will paint a Gretchen
for the Salon of next year.”

But it was hard for him to pourtray a
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Gretchen. All his pictures were Phryne—
Phryne in triusiph, in ruin, in a palace, in a
poorhouse, on a bed of roses, on a hospital
mattress ; Phryne laughing with a belt of jewels
sbout her supple waist; Phryne lying with the
stones of the dead-house under her naked limbs
—but always Pkryne. Phryne, who living had
death in her smile; Phryne, who lifeless had
blank despair on her face'; Phryne, a thing that
lived furiously every second of her days, but
Phryne a thing that once being dead was carrion
that never could live again.

Phryne has many painters in this school, as
many as Catherine and Cecilia had in the schools
of the Renaissance, and he was chief amidst
them,

How could he paint Gretchen if the pure
Scheffer missed ? Not even if, like the artist
monks of old, he steeped his brushes all Lent
through in holy water.

And in holy water he did not believe.

One evening, having left Antwerpen ringing its
innumerable bells over the grave of its dead Art,
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he leaned out of the casement of an absent
friend’s old palace in the Brabant street that is
named after Mary of Burgundy; an old case-
ment crusted with quaint carvings, and gilded
round in Spanish fashion, with many gargoyles
and griffins, and illegible scutcheons.

Leaning there, wondering with himself whether
he would wait awhile and paint quietly in this
dim street, haunted with the shades of Memling
and Maes, and Otto Veneris and Philip de Cham-
pagne, or whether he would go into the East
and seek new types, and lie under the red Egyp-
tian heavens and create a true Cleopatra which
no man has ever done yet—a young Cleopatra,
ankle deep in roses and fresh from Cmsar’s kisses
—leaning there, he saw a little peasant go by
below, with two little white feet in two wooden
shoes, and a face that had the pure and simple
radiance of a flower.

““ There is my Gretchen,” he thought to him-
self, and went down and followed her into the
Cathedral. If he could get what was in her
face, he would get what Scheffer could not.
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A little later walking by her in the green lanes
he meditated, ‘“It is the face of Gretchen, but
not the soul-——the Red Mouse has never passed
this child’s lips. Nevertheless "

" he said to himself, and

‘¢ Nevertheless
smiled.

For he, the painter all his lite long of Phryne
living and of Phryne dead, believed that every
daughter of Eve either vomits the Red Mouse
or swallows it,

It makes so little difference which,—either way
the Red Mouse has been there.

And yet, strolling there in the dusky red of
the evening towards this little rush-covered hut,
he forgot the Red Mouse, and began vaguely to
see that there are creatures of his mother’s sex
from whom the beast of the Brocken slinkg
away.

But he still said to himself, ¢ Nevertheless.”

‘ Nevertheless,’—for he knew well that when
the steel cuts the silk, when the hound hunts
the fawn, when the snake woos the bird, when the
king covets the vineyard, there is only one end
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possible at any time. It is the strong sgainst
the weak, the fierce against the feeble, the
-subtle against the simple, the master againat
the slave ; there is no equality in the contest and
no justice—it is merely inevitable, and the issue
of it is written.




.CHAPTLER X

r U HE next day she bad her promised book
i hidden under the vine-leaves of her
empty basket as she went homeward,
and though she had not seen him very long or
spoken to him very much, she was happy.
* The golden gates of knowledge had just opened
to her; she saw a faint, far-off glimpse of the
Hesperides gardens within: of the dragon she
had never heard, and had no fear.

¢ Might I know your name ?”’ she had asked
him wistfully, as she had given Lim the rosebud,
and taken the volume in return that day.

¢ They call me Flamen.”

¢ It is your name ?”’

% Yes, for the world. You must call me
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Victor, as other women do. Why do you want
my name ? "
" # Jeannot asked it of me.”

¢ Oh, Jeannot asked it, did he #”

*Yes, besides,” said Bébée, with her eyes very
soft and very serious, and her happy voice hushed,
‘““ besides I want to pray for you'of course, every
day, and if I do not know ydur name, how can
I make Our Lady rightly upderstand? The
flowers know you without a name, but she might
not, because so very many are always beseeching
her, and you see she has all the world to look
after.”

He had looked at her with a curious look, and
had bade her farewell, and let her go home alone
that night.

Her work was quiclly done, and by the light
of the moon she spread her book on her lap
in the porch of the hut and began her new
delight.

The children had come and pulled at her skirts
and begged her to play. But Bébée had shaken

her head,
L2
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“Y am going to learn to be very wise, dear,”
the told them ; ““I shall not have time to dance
or to play.” )

““ But people are not merry when they are wise,
Bébée,” said Franz, the biggest boy.

““ Perhaps not,” said Bébée ; *‘ but one cannot
be everything, you know, Franz.”

‘“ But surely, you would rather be merry than
anything else 2" '

1 think there is something better, Franz. I
am not sure; I want to find out; I will tell you
when I know.”

“ Who has put that into your head, Bébée 2"

‘ ¢ The angels in the Cathedral,” she told them,
and the children were awed and left her, and
went away to play blindman’s-buff by themselves
on the grass by the swan’s water.

¢ But for all that the angels have said it,” said
Franz to his sisters, ‘“‘I cannot see what good
it will be to her to be wise, if she will not
care any longer afterwards for almond ginger-
bread, and currant cake.”

It was the little tale of *“Paul and Virginia®
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that he had given her to begin her studies
with; but it was a grand copy, full of beautiful
drawings nearly at every page.

It was hard work for her to read at first, but
the drawings enticed and helped her, and she
soon sank breathlessly into the charm of the
story. Many words she did hot know; many
passages were beyond her éomprehension ; she
was absolutely ignorani, and had nothing but the
force of her own fancy to aid her.

But though stumbling at every step, as a
lame child through a flowery hillside in summer,
she was happy as the child would be, because
of the sweet strange air that was blowing about
her, and the blossoms that she could gather into
her hand, so rare, so wonderful, and yet withal
so familiar, because they were blossoms.

‘With her fingers buried in her curls, with her
book on her knee, with the moonrays white and
strong on the page, Bébée sat entranced as the
hours went by; the children’s play shouts died
away, the babble of the gossip at the house
doors ceased ; people went by and called good-
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night to her ; the little huts shut up one by one,
like the white and purple convolvulus cups in
the hedges.

Bébée did not stir, nor did she hear them;
she was deaf even to the singing of the night-
ingales in the willows, where she sat in her little
dark porch, with the ivy dropping from the
thatch above, and the wet garden ways beyord
her. ‘

A heavy step came tramping down the lane. A
voice called to her,—

“What are you doing, Bébée, there this time
of the night? It is on the strike of twelve.”

Ghe started as if she were doing some
evil thing, and stretched her arms out, and
looked around with blinded wondering eyes,
as if she had been rudely wakened from her
sleep.

‘“What are you doing up so late?” asked
Jeannot ; he was coming from the forest in the
dead of night to bring food for his family; he
lost his sleep thus often, but he never thought
that he did anything except his duty in those
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long, dark, tiring tramps to and fro between
Soignies and Laeken.

Bébée shut her book and smiled with dreaming
eyes, that saw him not at all.

“Y was reading——and, Jeannot, his name is
Flamen for the world—but I may call him
Yictor.” .

“ What do I care for his name ? *

“ You asked it this thorning.”

““ More fool I. Why do you read? Reading
is not for poor folk like you and me.”

Bébde smiled up at the white clear moon that
sailed above the woods. .

She was not awake out of her dream. She
only dimly heard the words he spoke.

‘“You are a little peasant,” said Jeannot
roughly, as he paused at the gate. “ It is all you
can do to get your bread. You have no one to
stand between you and hunger. How will it be
with you when the slug gets your roses, and the
snail your carnations, and your hens die of
damp, and your lace is all wove awry, because
your head runs on reading and folly, and you are
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—

spoilt for all simple pleasures, and for all honest
work ?° )

She smiled, still looking up at the moon, with
the dropping ivy touching her hair.

“ You are cross, dear Jeannot. Good-night.”

A moment afterwards the little rickety door
was shut, and the rusty bolt drawn within it;
Jeannot stood in"the cool summer night all
alone, and knew how stupid he had been in his
wrath.

He leaned on the gate a minute ; then crossed
the garden as softly as his wooden shoes would
let him. He tapped gently on the shutter of the
lattice.

¢ Bébée—DBébée—just listen. I spoke roughly.
dear—I know I have no right. I am sorry.
Will you be friends with me again?—do be
friends again.”

She opened the shutter a little way, so that he
could see her pretty mouth speaking.

¢ Oh, Jeannot, what does it matter? Yes, we
are friends—we will always be friends, of course
—anly you do not know. Good-night.”
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He went away with a heavy heart and a long-
drawn step. He would have preferred that she
should have been angry with him.

Bébée, left alone, let the clothes drop off her
pretty round shoulders and her rosy limbs, and
shook out her coils of hair, and kissed the book,
and laid it under her head, and went to sleep
with a smile on her face. .

Only, as she slept, het fingers moved as if she
were counting her beads, and her lips mur-
mured.

¢ Oh, dear Holy Mother, you have so much to
think of—yes, I know—all the poor, and “all the
little children. But take care of him; he is
called Flamen, and he lives in the street of Mary
of Burgundy; you cannot miss him ; and if you
will look for him always, and have a heed that
the angels never leave him, I will give you my
great cactus flower—my only one—on your Feast
of Roses this very year. Oh, dear Mother, you
will not forget |



CHAPTER XL

SJEBEE was a drcamer in her way, and
fl aspired to be a scholar too. But all
the same, she was not a little fool.

* She had leen rearcd in hardy, simple, honest
ways of living, and would have thought it as
shameful as a theft to have owed her bread to
sther folk.

So, though she had a wakeful, restless night,
full of strange phantasies, none the less was
she out in her garden by daybreak; none
the less did she sweep out her flocr and make
her mash for the fowls, and wush out her bit
of linen and hang it to dry on a line amongst
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the tall, flaunting hollyhocks that were so proud
of themselves because they reached to the

roof.

“What do you want with books, Bébée ?”
said Reine, the sabot-maker’s wife, across the
privet hedge, as she also hung out her linen.
“Franz told me you were reading last night.
It is the silver buckles have. done that: one
mischief always begets antother.”

““ Where is the mischief, good Reine ?” said
Bébée, who was always prettily behaved with her
elders, though, when pushed to it, she could hold
her own. .

“ The mischief will be in discontent,” saia
the sabot-maker's wife. * People live on their
own little patch, and think it is the world; that
is as it should be—everybody within his own,
like a nut in its shell. But when you get reading,
you hear of a swarm of things you never saw,
and you fret because you cannot see them, and
you dream, and dream, and a hole is burnt in
your soup-pot, and your dough is as heavy ae
lead. You are like bees that leave their own
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clover fields to buzz themselves dead against the
glass of a hothouse.”

Bébée smiled, reaching to spread out her linen.
But she said nothing.

““ What good is it talking to them?" she
thought; ¢ they do not know.”

Already the neighbours and friends of her
infancy seemed so far, far away ; creatures of a
distant world, that she had long left; it was no
use talking, they never would understand.

‘¢ Antoine should never have taught you your
letters,” said Reine, groaning under the great
blue shirts she was hanging on high amongst the
leaves. ‘I told him so at the time. I said,
¢ The child is a good child, and spins, and sews,
and sweeps, rare and fine for her age—why go
and spoil her?’ DBut he was always headstrong.
Not a child of mine knows a letter, the saints be
praised ; nor a word of any tongue but our own
geod Flemish. You should have been brought
up the same. You would have come to no trouble
then.”

“T am in no trouble, dear Reine,"” said Bébée,
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scattering the potato peels to the clacking
poultry, and she smiled into the faces of the
golden oxlips that nodded to her back again in
sunshiny sympathy.

““ Not yet,” said Reine, hanging her last shirt,

But Bébée was not hearing; she was calling
the chickens, and telling the oxlips how pretty
they looked in the borders; and in her heart she
was counting the minwtes till the old Dutch
cuckoo clock at Mére Krebs—the only clock in
the lane—should crow out the hour at which she
went down to the city.

She loved the hut, the birds, the flower3; but
they were little to her now compared with the
dark golden picturesque square, the changing
crowds, the frowning roofs, the grey stones, and
the delight of watching through the shifting
colours and shadows of the throngs for one face
and for one smile.

¢ He is sure to be there,’ she thought, and
started half an hour earlier than was her wont.
She wanted tv tell him all her rapture in the
book—no one else could understand.
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Bat all the day through he mever came.

Bébée sat with a sick heart and a parched
little throat, selling her flowers and straining her
ayes through the tumult of the square.

The whole day went by, and there was no sign
of him.

The flowers kad sold well ; it was a feast-day ;
her pouch was fuil of pence—what was that to
her? ’

She went and prayed in the Cathedral, but it
seemed cold, and desolate, and empty ; even the
storied windows seemed dark.

¢ Pérhaps he is gone out of the city,” she
thought; and a terror fell on her that frightened
her; it was so unlike any fear that she had ever
known—even the fear when she had seen death
on old Antoine’s face had been nothing like this.

Going home through the streets, she passed
the café of the Trois Fréres that looks out on
the trees of the park, and that has flowers in its
balconies, and pleasant windows that stand open
to let the sounds of the soldiers’ music enter.
She saw him in one of the windows. There were
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amber and scarlet and black; silks and satins
and velvets. There was a fan painted and

}ewelled. There were women’s faces. There
wag 8 heap of purple fruit, and glittering sweet-
meats. He laughed there. His beautiful Murillo
head was dark against the white and gold within.

Bébée looked up—paused a second,—then went
onward, with a thorn in her heart.

He had not seen her.

“ 1t is natural, of course—he has his world—
he does not think often of me—there is no
reason why he should be as good as he is,” she
said to herself as she went slowly over the
stones.

She had the dog's soul—only she did not
know it.

But the tears fell down her cheeks, as she
walked.

It looked so bright in there, so gay, with the
sound of the rhusic coming in through the trees,
and those women—she had seen such women
before ; sometimes in the winter nights, going
home from the lace-work, she had stopved at the
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doors of the palaces, or of the opera-house, when
the carriages were ‘setting down their brilliant
burdens ; and sometimes on the great feast-days
she had seen the people of the court going out to
some gala, at the theatre, or some great review of
troops, or some ceremonial of foreign sovereigns;
but she had neyer thought about them before ;
she had never wondered whether velvet was
better to wear than wocllen serge, or diamonds
lighter on the head than a little cap of linen.

But now—

Those women seemed to her so dazzlingly, so
wondrously, so superhumanly beautiful; they
seemed like some of those new dahlia flowers, rose
and purple and gold, that out-blazed the sun, on
the south border of her little garden, and
blanched all the soft colour out of the homely
rosos, and pimpernels, and sweet-williams, and
double-stocks, that had bloomed there ever since
the days of Waterloo.

But, the dahlias had no scent—and Bébée
wondered if these women had any heart in them
—they looked all laughter, and glitter, and
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vanity. To the child, whose dreams of woman-
hood were evolved from the face of the Mary
of the Assumption, of the Susannah of Mieris,
and of that Angel in the blue coif whose face
has a light as of the sun: to her who had
dreamed her way into vague perceptions of her
own sex’s maidenhood and mat_efnity by help of
those great pictures which had been before her
sight from infancy, there was some taint, soms
artifice, some want, some harshness in these
jewelled women—she could not have reasoned
about it, but she felt it,—as she felt that the
grand dablias missed a flower's divinity, being
scentless.

She was a little bit of wild thyme herself;
hardy, fragrant, clean, tender, flowering by the
wayside, full of honey, though only nourished on
the turf and the stones—these gaudy, brilliant,
ruby-bright, scarlet-mantled dahlias hurt her
with a dim sense of pain and shame.

Fasting, next day at sunrise she confessed to
Father Francis.

1 saw beautiful rich women, a I envied
4
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them ; and I could not pray to Mary last night
for thinking of them-—for I hated them se
much.” )

But she did not say :

“T hated them because they were with him.”

Out of the purest little soul, Love entering
drives forth Candour.

‘ That is not like you at all, Bébée,” said the
good old man, as she knelt at his feet on the
bricks of his little bare study, where all the books
he ever spelt out, were treatises on the art of
bee-keeping. ‘“My dear, you never were covetous
at all, nor did you ever seem to care for the
things of the world. I wish Jehan had not given
you those silver buckles; I think they have set
your little soul on vanities.”

“Jt is not the buckles; I am not covetous,”
said Bébée ; and then her face grew warm. She
tid not know why, and she did not hear the rest
of Father Francis’s admonitions.



CHAPTER XIL

|

t‘ the market stall, and the next also, and
8o the summer days slipped away, and

NS i the next noon-time brought him to
Bébée was quite happy if she saw him in the
morning-time, to give him a fresh rose, or at
evening by the gates, or under the beech-trees,
when he brought her a new book, and sauntered
awhile up the green lane beside her.

An innocent unconscious love like Bébée’s
wants so little food to make it all content. Such
mere trifles are beautiful and sweet to it. Such
glender stray gleams of light suffice to make
8 broad bright golden noon of perfect joy
around it.
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All the delirinm, and fever, and desire, and
despair, that are in maturer passion, are far
away from it : far as is the flash of the meteor
across sultry skies, from the blue forget-me-not
down in the brown meadow brook.

It was very wonderful to Bébée that he, this
stranger from Kubes’ Fairyland, could come at
all to keep pace with her little clattering wooden
shoes over the dust and the grass in the dim
twilight-time. The days went by in a trance of
sweet amaze, and she kept count of the hours
no more by the cuckoo-clock of the millhouse,
or the deep chimes of the Brussels belfries;
but only by such moments as brought her s
word from his lips, or even a glimpse of him
from afar, across the crowded square.

She sat up half the nights reading the books
he gave her, studying the long cruel poly-
syllables, and spelling slowly through the phrases
that seemed to her so cramped and tangled, and
which yet were a pleasure to unravel for sake of
the thought they held.

For Bébée, ignorant little simple soul that she
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was, bad a mind in her that was eager, observant,
quick to acquire, skilful to retain; and it would
“happen in certain times that Flamen, speaking
to her of the things which he gave to her to
read, would think to himself that this child had
more wisdom than was often to be found in
schools. .

Meanwhile he pondered various studies in
various stages of a Gretchen, and made love to
Bébée—made love at least by his eyes and by
his voice, not hurrying his pleasant task, but
hovering about her softly, and mindful not to
scare her, as a man will gently lower Lis hand
over a poised butterfly that he seeks to kill, and
which one single movement, a thought too quisk,
wmay scare away to safety.

Bébée knew where he lived in the street of
Mary of Burgundy; in an old palace that be-
longed to a great Flemish mnoble, who never
dwelt there himself ; but to ask anything about
him—why he was there? what his rank was?
why he stayed in the city at all ? was a sort of
treason that never entered her thoughts.
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Psyche, if she had been as simple and loyal as
Bébée was, would never have lighted her own
candle; but even Psyche would not have bor-
rowed any one else’s lamp to lighten the love
darkness.

To Bébée he was sacred, unapproachable, un-
questionable ; he was a wonderful, perfect happi-
ness that had fallen into her life; he was a gift
of God, as the sun was.

She took his going and coming as she took
that of the sun, never dreaming of reproaching
his absence, never dreaming of asking if in the
empty night he shone on any other worlds than
hers.

It was hardly so much a faith with her as au
instinct ; faith must reason ere it know itself to
be faith. Bébée never reasoned any more than
her roses did.

The good folks in the market-place watched
her a little anxiously; they thought ill of that
little moss rose that every day found its way to
one wearer only, but after all they did not see
much, and the neighbours nothing at all.  For
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he never went home to her, nor with her, and
most of the time that he spent with Bébée was
in the quiet evening shadows, as she went up
with her erapty basket through the deserted
country roads.

Bébée was all day long in the city, indeed, as
other girls were, but with her it had always been
different. Antoine had alway$ been with her up
to the day of his death; and after his death she
had sat in the same place, surrounded by the
people she had known from infancy, and an in-
sult to her would have been answered by a stroke
from the cobbler's strap or from the tinker's
hammer. There was one girl only who ever
tried to do her any harm—a good-looking, stout
wench, who stood at the corner of the Montagne
de la Cour with a stall of fruit in the summer
time, and in winter time drove a milk-cart over
the snow. This girl would get at her sometimes,
and talk of the students, and tell her how good
it was 0 get out of the town on a holiday, and
go to any one of the villages where there was
kermesse and dance, and drink the little blue
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wine, and have trinkets bought for one, and come
home in the moonlight in a char-3-bane, with the
horns sounding, and the lads singing, and the,
ribbons flying from the old horse’s ears.

“ She is such a little close sly thing!” thought
the fruit-girl, sulkily. To vice, innocence must
always seem only a superior kind of chicanery.

“We dance aimost every evening, the chil-
dren and I,” Bébée had answered when urged
fifty times by this girl to go to fairs, and
balls at the wineshops. ¢ That does just as
well. And I have seen kermesse once at
Malines—it was beautiful. I went with Mére
Dax, but it cost a great deal I know, though she
did not let me pay.”

““You little fool!” the fruit-girl would say,
and grin, and eat a pear.

But the good honest old women who sat about
in the Grande Place, hearing, had always taken
the fruit-girl to task, when they got her by her-
gelf.

‘““Leave the child alone, you mischievous
one,” said they. ‘“Be content with being base
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yourself Look you, Lisette—she is not one
like you to make eyes at the law-students, ana
pester the painter lads for a day’s outing. Let
her be, or we will tell your mother how you
leave the fruit for the gutter children to pick
and thieve, while you are stealing up the stairs
into that young French fellow’s chamber. Oh,
oh! a fine beating you will get when she
knows.” .

Lisette's mother was a fierce and strong old
Brabantoise, who exacted heavy reckoning with
her daughter for every single plum and peach that
she sent out of her dark sweet-smelling fruit-
shop to be sunned in the streets, and under the
students’ love-glances.

So the girl took heed, and left Bébée alone.

¢ 'What should I want her to come with uas
for ?” she reasoned with herself. ‘ She is twice
as pretty as I am,—Jules might take to her
instead—who knows ?

So that she was at once savage and yet trium-
phant when she saw, as she thought, Bébée
drifting down the high flood of temptation.
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‘“Oh, oh, you dainty one!” she cried, one
day to her. ‘‘So you would not take the nuts
and mulberries that do for us common foll,
because you had a mind for a fine pine out of the
hothouses! That was all, was it ? Eh, well—1
do not begrudge you. Only take care—remem-
ber, the nuts and mulberries last through summer
and autumn, and there are heaps of them on
every fair-stall and street-corner; but the pine
—that is eaten in a day, one springtime, and its
like does not grow in the hedges. You will have
your mouth full of sugar an hour—and then,
eh !—$ou will go famished all the year.”

“JI do not understand,” said Bébée, looking
up with her thoughts far away, and scarcely
hearing the words spoken to her.

“Oh, pretty little fool—you understand well
enough,” said Lisette, grinning, as she rubbed
up a melon. “‘Does he give you fine things ?—
you might let me see.”

““No one gives me anything.”

“Chut! you want me to believe that. Why
Jules is only a lad, and his father is a silk-
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mercer, and only gives him & hundred francs a
month, but Jules buys me all I want—somehow
—>or do you think I would take the trouble to set
my cap straight when he goes by? He gave me
these ear-rings, look. I wish you would let me
see what you get.”

But Bébée had gone awa'y——unheeding—-
dreaming of Juliet and of Jeanife d’Are, of whom
he had told her tales. -

He made sketches of her sometimes, but
seldom pleased himself.

It was not so easy, as he had imagined that
it would prove, to pourtray this little flower-
like face, with the clear eyes and the child’s open
brow. He who had painted Phryne so long and
faithfully had got a taint on his brush—he could
not paint this pure, bright, rosy dawn—he who had
always painted the glare of midnight gas on rouge
or rags. Yet he felt that if he could transfer to
canvas the light that was on Bébée’s face he
would get what Scheffer had missed. For a time
it eluded him. You shall paint a gold and glisten-
ing brocade, or a fan of peacock’s feathers to
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perfection, and yet, perhaps, the dewy whiteness
of the humble little field daisy shall baffle and
escape you.

He felt, too, that he must ecatch her ex-
pression flying as he would do the flash of a
swallow’s wing across & blue sky; he knew
that Bébée, forced to studied attitudes in an
atelier, would be no longer the ideal that he
wanted. '

More than once he came and filled in more
fully his various designs in the little hut garden,
amongst the sweet grey lavender and the golden
disks of the sunflowers; and more than once
Bébée was missed from her place in the front
of the Broodhuis.

The Yarnhart children would gather now and
then openmouthed at the wicket, and Mére Krebs
would shake her head as she went by on her
sheepskin saddle, and mutter that the child’s head
would be turned by vanity, and old Jehan would
lean on his stick and peer through the sweetbriar,
and wonder stupidly if this strange man who
could make Bébée's face beam over again upen
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that panel of wood could not give him back his
dead daughter who had been pushed away under
the black earth so long, long before, when the red
mill had been brave and new, the red mill that
the boys and girls called old.

But except these no one noticed much.

Painters were no rare sights in, Brabant.

The people were used to see them coming and
going, making pictures of mud and stones, and
ducks and sheep, and of all common and silly
things.

“'What does he pay you, Bébée ?" they used to
ask, with the shrewd Flemish thought affer the
main chance.

““ Nothing,"” Bébée would answer, with a quick
colour in her face, and they would reply in con
temptuous reproof, * Careless little fool ;—you
should make enough to buy you wood all
winter. When the man from Ghent painted
Trine and her cow, he gave her a whole gold bit
for standing still so long in the clover. The Krebs
would be sure to lend you her cow if it be the
cow that makes the difference.”
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Bébée was silent, weeding her carnation bed;
—what could she tell them that they would
understand ? '

She seemed g0 far away from them all—those
good friends of her ohildhood —now that this
wonderful new world of his giving had opened
to her sight. -

She lived in a dream.

Whether she sat in the market-place taking
copper coins, or in the moonlight with a book on
her knees, it was all the same. Her feet ran, her
tongue spoke, her hands worked; she did not
neglect her goat or her garden, she did not for-
sake her house labour or her good deeds to old
Annémie; but all the while she only heard one
voice, she only felt one touch, she only saw one
face.

Here and there—one in a million—there is a
female thing that can love like this, once and
for ever.

Such an one is dedicated, birth upwards, to
the Mater Dolorosa.

He had something nearer akin to affection for
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ber than he had ever had in his life for anything,
but he was never in love with her-—ne more
in love with her than with the moss-rosebuds that
she fastened in his breast. Yet he played with
her, because she was such alittle, soft, tempting,
female thing; and because, to see her face flush,
and her heart heave, to feel her)’resh feelings stir
into life, and to watch her changes from shyness
to confidence, and from*frankness again into fear,
was a natural pastime in the lazy golden weather.

That be spared her as far as he did—when
after all she would have married Jeannot anyhow,
—and that he sketched her face in the open air,
and never entered her hut and never beguiled her
to his own old palace in the city was a new virtue
in himself for which he hardly knew whether
to feel respect or ridicule; anyway it seemed
virtue to him.

So long as he did not seduce the body it
seemed to him that it could never matter how
he slew the soul—the little, honest, happy, pure,
frank soul, that amidst its poverty and hardships
was like a robin’s song to the winter sun.
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“Hoot, toot, pretty innocent, so you are no
better than the rest of us,” hissed her enemy,
Lisette, the fruit girl, against her as she went by
the stall one evening as the sun set. ‘Prut! so
it was no such purity after all that made you
never look at the student lads and the soldiers,
eh 2—You were "w0 dainty of taste, you must
needs pick and choose, and, Lord’s sake, after all
your coyness, to drop at' a beckoning finger as
one may say—pong !—in a minute, like an apple
over ripe! Ohhg, you sly one!”

Bébée flushed red, in a sort of instinct of
offence ; not sure what her fault was, but vaguely
stung by the brutal words.

Bébée walking homeward by him, with her
em)y:ty baskets, looked at him with grave wonder-
ing eyes.

“ What did she mean? I do not understand.
I must have done some wrong—or she thinks so.
Do you know # "

Flamen laughed, and answered her evasively :

“ You have done her the wrong of a fair skin
when hers is brown, and a little foot, while hers
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is as big as a trooper’s; there is no greater sin,
Bébée, possible in woman to woman.”

* Hold your peace, you shrill jade,” he added,
in anger to the fruiterer, flinging at her a crown
piece, that the girl caught and bit with her teeth
with a chuckle. * Do not heed her, Bébée. She
is a coarse-tongued brute, and is jealous, ne
doubt.” .

¢ Jealous 2—of what?”

The word had no meaning to Bébde.

“That I am not a student or a soldier as her
lovers are.” .

As her lovers were! Bébée felt her face burn
again. Was he her lover then? The child’s
innocent body and soul thrilled with a hot, sweet,
delight and fear commingled.

Bébée was not quite satisfied until she had
knelt down that night and asked the Master of
all poor maidens to see if there were any wicked
ness in her heart, hidden there like a bee
in a rose, and if there were to take it out
and make her worthier of this wonderful new
happiness in her life.



CHAPTER XIII.

SRIE next day, waking with a radiam
little soul as a bird in a forest wakes
in summer, Bébée was all alone in the

lane by the swans’ water. In the grey of the
dawn all the good folk except herself and lame
old Jehan had tramped off to a pilgrimage, Liege
way, which the bishop of the city had enjoined
on all the faithful as a sacred duty.

Bébée doing her work, singing, thinking how
good God was, and dreaming over a thousund
fancies of the wonderful stories he had told her,
and of the exquisite delight that would lie fox
her in watching for him all through the shining
hours, Bébée felt her little heart leap Like s
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squirrel as the voice that was the music of heaven
to her called through the stilluess:

“ Good day, pretty one! you are as early
as the lark, Bc¢bée. I go to Mayence, so I
thought I would look at you one moment as |
pass.”

Bébée ran down through tlie wet grass in a
tumult of joy. She had never seen him so early
in the day—never so cx.u'l_y ns this, when nobody
was up and stirring except birds and beusts and
peasant folk,

She did not know how pretty she, looked
hersclf; like a rain-washed wild rose; her
feet gleaming with dew, her cheeks warm with
health and joy; her sunny clustering hair free
from the white cap and tumbling a little about her
throat, because she had been stooping over the
carnations. .

Flamen loowed the wicket latch and thought
there might be better ways of spending the day
than in the grey shadows of old Mechlin.

“Will you give me a draught of water?’ he

asked her as he crossed the garden.
xa
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“I will give you breakfast,” said Bébée
bappy as a bird. She felt no shame for the
smallness of her home; no confusion at thé
poverty of her little place ; such embarrassments
are born of self-consciousness, and Bébée had no
more self-consciousness than her own sweet, grey
lavender bush blowing against the door.

The lavender bush has no splendour like the
roses, has no colours liké¢ the hollyhocks ; it is a
simple, plain, grey thing that the bees love and
that the cottagers cherish, and that keeps the
moth from the homespun linen, and that goes
with the dead to their graves.

It has many virtues and infinite sweetness, but
it does not know it or think of it; and if the
village girls ever tell it so, it fancies they only
praise it out of kindness as they put its slender
fragrant spears away in their warm bosoms.
Bébée was like her lavender, and now that this
beautiful Purple Emperor butterfly came from
the golden sunbeams to find pleasure for a second
n her freshness, she was only very grateful, as
the lavender bush was to the village girls.
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“I will give you your breakfast,” said Bébée,
flushing rosily with pleasure, and putting away
the ivy coils that he might enter.

‘I have very little, you know,"” she added, wist-
fully. ‘ Only goat’s milk and bread; but if that
will do—and there is some honey—and if you
would eat a salad, I would cut one fresh.”

He did enter, and glanced round him with a
curious pity and wondet both in one.

It was such a little, small, squarc place; andits
floor was of beaten clay ; and its unceiled roof he
could have touched; and its absolute poverty was
so plain,—and yet the child looked so l;nppy in
it, and was so like a flower, and was so dainty
and fresh, and even so full of grace.

She stood and looked at him with frank and
grateful eyes; she could hardly bclieve that he
was here ; he, the stranger of Rubes’ Land, in
her own little rush-covered home.

But she was not embarrassed by it ; she was
glad and prowd.

There is a dignity of peasants as well as of
kinge—the dignity that comes from all absence
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of effort, all freedom from pretence. Bébée had
this, and she had more still than this: she had
the absolute simplicity of childhood with het
still.

Some women have it still when they are four-
score.

She could haye looked at him for ever, she
was 80 happy; she cared nothing now for those
dazzling dahlias—he hsd left them; he was
actually here—here in her own, little, dear home,
with the cocks looking in at the threshold, and
the sweetpeas nodding at the lattice, and the
starling crying ¢ Bonjour! Bonjour!"

“You are tired, I am sure you must be tired,”
she said, pulling her little bed forward for him
to sit on, for there were only two wooden stools in
the hut, and no chair at all.

Then she took his sketching easel and brushes
from his hand, and would have kneeled and taken
the dust off his boots if he would have let her;
and went hither and thither gladly and lightly,
bringing him a wooden bowl of milk and the rest
of the slender fare, and cutting as quick as thought
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fresh cresses and lettuce from her garden, and
bringing him, as the crown of all, Father Francis’s
honeycomb on vine-leaves, with some pretty
sprays of box and mignonette scattered about
it—doing all this with a swift, sweet grace
that robbed the labour of all look of servi-
tude, and looking at him ever and again with
s smile that said as clearly’ as any words:
“1 eannot do much, but what I do, 1 do with
all my heart.” )

There was somcthing in the sight of her going
aud coming in those simple household errands,
across the sunlit floor, that moved him a8 some
wountain air sung on an alp by a girl driving her
cows to pasture may move a listener who in-
diffcrent has heard the swell of the organ of La
Hague, or the recitative of a great singer in San
Carlo.

The grey lavender bLlowing at the house-door
has its charm for those who are tired of the
camellias that float in the porcelain bowls of mid-
night supper.s.

This man was not good. He was idle and
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vain, and amorous and cold, and had been
spoiled by the world in which he had passed his
days; but he had the temper of an artist; he
had something, too, of a poet’s fancy; he was
vaguely touched and won by this simple soul
that looked at him out of Bébée’s eyes with sowe
look that in all its simplicity had a divine gleam
in it that made him half ashamed.

He had known women, by the thousand, good
women and bad; women whom he had dealt ill
with and women who had dealt i1l with him; but
this he had not known—this frank, fearless,
tender,. gay, grave, innocent, industrious little
life, helping itself, feeding itself, defending itself,
working for itself and for others, and vaguely
seeking all the while some unseen light, some
unknown god, with a blind faith so infinitely
ignorant and yet so infinitely pathetic.

¢ All the people are gone on a pilgrimage,”
she explained to him when he asked her why her
village was so silent this bright morning. “They
are gone to pray for a fine harvest, and then
each one prays for some other little thing that



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 185

she wants herself as well—it costs seven francs
apiece. They take their food with them ; they
go and laugh and eat in the fields. I think it is
nonsense. One can say one’s prayers just as well
here. Meére Krebs thinks so too, but then she
says: ‘If I do not go, it will look ill; people
will say I am irreligious; and. as we make so
much by flour, God would think it odd for me
to be absent ; and, besides, it is only seven francs
there and back; and if it does please Ileaven,
that is cheap, you know. One will get it over
and over again in Paradise.” That is what
Mére Krebs says. But, for me, I think it is
nonsense. It cannot please God to go by train
and eat galette and waste a whole day in getting
dusty.

‘When I give the Virgin my cactus flower, I do
give up a thing I love, and I let it wither on her
altar instead of pleasing me in bloom here all the
week, and then, of course, she sees that I have
done it out of, gratitude. But that is different :
that I am sorry to do, and yet I am glad to do it
out of love. Do you not know ?”
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“Yes, I know very well. But is the Virgin
all that you love like this ?”

“No; there is the garden, and there jis
Antoine—he is dead, I know. But I think that
we should love the dead all the better, not the
fess, because they cannot speak or say that they
are angry; and perhaps one pains them very
much when one neglects them, and if they are
ever so sad, they cannc;t. rise and rebuke one—
that is why I would rather forget the flowers
for the Church than I would the flowers for his
grave, because God can punish me, of course, if
he like, but Antoine never can —any more—
now.”

‘ You are logical in your sentiment, my dear,"”
said Flamen, who was more moved than he cared
to feel. * The union is a rare one in your sex.
Who taught you to reason ?”

“No one. And I-do not know what to be
logical means. 1Is it that you laugh at me?"

“No. I do notlaugh. And your pilgrims—
they are gone for all day ?”

“Yes. They are gore to the Sacred Heart at
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Ste. Marie en Bois. It is on the way to Liége.
They will come back at nightfall. And some of
them will be snre to have drunk too much, and
the children will get so cross. Prosper Bar, who
is a Calvinist, always says, ‘Do not mix up
prayer and play; you would not cut a gherkin in
your honey ;' but I do not know why he called
prayer a gherkin, berause it is sweet enough—
sweeter thau anything, 1 think. When T pray to
the Virgin to let me sce you next day, I go tobed
quite happy, because she will do it, I know, if it
will be good for me.”

“But if it were not good for you, Bébée ?
Would you cecase to wish it then 2"

He rose as he spoke, and went across the floor
and drew away her hand that was parting the
flax, and took it in his own and stroked it, indul-
gently and carelessly, as & man may stroke the
soft fur of a young cat. .

Leaning aguinst the little lattice and looking
down on her with musing eyes, half smiling, half
serious, half z;morous, half sad, Bébée looked up
with & sudden and delicious terror that ran
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through her as the charm of the snake's gaze
runs through the bewildered bird.

“Would you cease to wish if it were mo:
good ?” he asked again.

Bébée's face grew pale and troubled. She left
her hand in his because she did not think any
shame of his taking 1it. But the question sud-
denly flung the perplexity and darkness of doubt
into the clearness of her pure child’s conscience.
All her ways had been straight and sunlit before
her.

She had never had a divided duty.

The religion and the pleasure of her simple
little life had always gone hand-in-hand, greeting
one another, and never for an instant in conflict.
In any hesitation of her own she had always gone
to Father Francis, and he had disintangled the
web for her and made all plain.

But here was a difficulty in which she could
never go to Father Francis.

Right and wrong, duty and desire, were for the
first time arrayed before her in their ghastly and
unending warfare.
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It frightened her with a certain breathless
sense of peril—the peril of a time when in lieu
of that gentl: Mother of Roses whom she kneeled
to amongst the flowers, she would only see a

dusky shadow looming between her and the
beauty of life and the light of the sun.

What he said was quite vague to her. She
attached no definite danger to his words. She
only thought—to see hmn was so great a joy—if
Mary forbade it, would she not take it if she
could notwithstanding, always, always, always?

He kept her hand in his, and watched with
contentment the changing play of the shhde and
sorrow, the fear and fascination, on her face.

“You do not know, Bébde ?” he said at length,
knowing well himself ; so much better than ever
she Fuew. ¢ Well, dear—that is not flattering to
me. Dut it is natural. The good Virgin of
course gives you all you have, food, and clothes,
and your garden, and your pretty plump chickens
—and U am only a stranger. You could not
offend her for me—that is not likely.”

The child was cut to the heart by the sadnesa
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and humility of words of whose studied artifice
she had no suspicion.

She thought that she seemed to him ungratef:ll
and selfish, and yet all the mooring-ropes that
held her little boat of life to the harbour of its
simple religion seemed cut away, and she seemed
drifting helpless and rudderless upon an unknown
sea. '

“I never did do wrong—that I know,” she
said timidly, and lifted her eyes to his with an
unconscious appeal in them.

“ But—I do not see why it should be wrong to
speak with you. You are good, and you lend me
beautiful things out of other men’s minds that
will make me less ignorant :—Our Lady could
not be angry with that—she must like it.”

¢ Our Lady ?—oh, poor little simpleton !—
where will her reign be when Ignorance has
once been cut down, root and branch?’” he
thought to himself; but he only answered—

‘ But whether she like it or not, Bébée ?—you
beg the question, my dear; you are—you are not
so frank as usual—think, and tell me honestly 2"
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He knew quite well, but it amused him to see
the perplexed trouble that this the first divided
d.uty of her short years brought with it.

Bébée looked at him, and loosened her hand
from his, and sat quite still. Her lips had a little
quiver in them.

I think,” she said at last; I think—if it
be wrong, still I will wish it—yes. Only I will
not tell myself that it i3 right. I will just say to
Our Lady, ‘I am wicked, perhaps, but I cannot
help it.”  So—I will not deceive her at all; and
perhaps in time she may forgive. DBut I think
you only say it to try me. It cannot, I am sure,
Ne wrong—any more than it 18 to tulk to Jeannot
or to Bae.”

He had driven her into the subtleties of doubt,
but the honest little soul in her found a way out,
as a flower in a cellar finds its way through the
stones to light.

He plucked the ivy leaves and threw them at
the chickens®on the bricks without, with a cer-
tain impatience in the action. The simplicity
and the directness of the answer disarmsed him *
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he was almost ashamed to use against her the
weapons of his habitual warfare. It was like @
maitre d’armes fencing with bare steel againsta
little naked child armed with a blest palm-sheaf.

‘When she had thus brought him all she had,
and he to please her had sat down to the simple
food, she gathered a spray of roses and set it in a
pot beside him, then left him and went and stood
ata little distance, waiting, with her hands lightly
crossed on her chest, to see if there were any-
thing that he might want.

He ate and drank well to please her, looking
at her cften as he did so.

“] break your bread, Bébée,” he said, with a
tone that seemed strange to her. ¢ I break your
bread. I must keep Arab faith with you.”

‘' What is that ? "

¢1 mean—I must never betray you.”

¢ Betray me! How could you ?”

 Well—hurt you in any way.”

“ Ah, I am sure you would never, do that.”

He was silent, and looked at the spray of

roses.
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“ Sit down and spin,” he said impatiently.
#] am ashamed to see you stand there, and a
woman never looks so well as when she spins.
Sit down—and I will eat the good things you
have brought me. DBut I cannot if you stand
and look.” )

“I beg your pardon, I did not know,” she
said, ashamed lest she shpuld have seemed rude
to him; and she drew out her wheel under the
light of the lattice, and sat down to it, and began
to disentangle the threads.

It was a pretty picture—the low, square case-
ment ; the frame of ivy, the pink and white of the
tlimbing sweet peas; the girl’s head; the cool,
wet leaves ; the old wooden spinning-wheel, that
purred like a sleepy cat.

¢ I want to paint you as Gretchen, only it will
be a shame,” he said.

“Who is Gretchen ?” °

“ You shall read of her by-and-by, Aud yom
live here all by, yourself ?”

¢ Since Antoine died—jyes.”

“ Aad are never dull 2"
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“I bave no time, and I do not think I would
be if I had time—there is so much to think of,
and one never can understand.”

““ But you must be very brave and laborious to
do all your work yourself. Is it possible a child
like you can spin, and wash, and bake, and gar-
den, and do everything ?”

¢ Oh, many do more than I. Babette's eldest
daughter is only twelve, and she does much
more, because she has all the children to look
after ; and they are very, very poor; they often
have nothing but a stew of nettles and perhaps a
few snils, days together.”

‘ That is lean, bare, ugly, gruesome poverty ;
there is plenty of that everywhere. But you,
Bébée—you are an idyll.”

Bébée looked across the hut and smiled, and
broke ner thread. She did not know what he
meant, but if she were anything that pleased
him, it was well.

““ Who were those beautiful women ? ” she said
suddenly, the colour mounting into her cheeks.

“ What women, my dear?”
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“Those I saw at the window with you, the
other night—they had jewels.”
e “Ohl!—women, tiresome enough; if I had
seen you, I would have dropped you some fruit.
Poor little Bébée! Did you go by, and I never
knew ? "

““You were laughing

“Was 12" .
‘“Yes, and they were.beautiful.”

‘“In their own eyes; not in mine.”

“No?"”

She stopped her spinning and gazed at him
with wistful, wondering eyes. Could it*be that
they were not beautiful to him ? those decp-red,
glowing, sun-basked dahlia flowers ?

“ Do you know,” she said very softly, with a
flush of penitence that camne and went, “ when I
saw them, I hated them ; I confessed it to Father
Francis next day. You seemed so content with
them, and they looked so gay and glad there—and
then the jewgls! Somehow, I seemed to my-
self such a little thing, and so ugly and mean.

And yet, do you know———-"
22
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# And yet—well 2™

“They did not look to me good—those
women,"” said Bébée thoughtfully, looking across
at him in deprecation of his possible anger.
““They were great people, I suppose, and they
appeared very happy; but though I seemed
nothing to myself after them, still I think I
would not change.”

“ You are wise without books, Bébée.”

¢ Oh, no—I am not wise at all. I only feel.
And give me books; oh, pray, give me books!
You do not know; I will learn so fast—and I
will not neglect anything,—that I promise. The
neighbours and Jeannot say that I shall let the
flowers die, and the hut get dirty, and never spin
ov prick Annémie’s patterns; but that is untrue.
I will do all, just as I have done, and more too, if
wnly you will give me things to read, for I do
think, when one is happy, one ought to work
more—not less.”

“But will these books make you happy? If
you ask me the truth, I must tell you—no.
You are happy as you are, because you know
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nothing else than your own little life; for igno-
rance is happiness, Bébée, let sages, ancient and
;nodern, say what they will. But when you know a
little, you will want to know more ; and when you
know much, you will want to see much also, and
then—and then—the thing will grow—you will be
no longer content. That is, you'will be unhappy.”

Bébée watched him with wistful eyes.

“ Perhaps that is true. No doubt it is true, if
you say it. But you know all the world seems
full of voices that I hecar, but that I cannot
understard ; it is with me as I should think it is
with people who go to foreign countries and do
not know the tongue that is spoken when they
Jand; and it makes me unhappy, because I can-
not comprehend, and so the books will not make
me more so, but less. And as for being content—
when I thought you were,gone away out of the
city, last night, I thought I would ncver be able
to pray any more, because I hated myself, and I
almost hated the angels, and I told Mary that she
was cruel, and she turned her face from me—as it

geemed, for ever.”
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She spoke quite quietly and simply, spinning
a8 she spoke, and looking across at him with
earnest eyes, that begged him to believe her.
She was saying the pure truth, but she did not
know the force or the meaning of that truth.

He listened with a smile ; it was not new to
him ; he knew her heart much better than she
knew it herself, but there was an unconsciousnesg
and yet a strength, in the words that touched
him though.

He threw the leaves away, irritably, and told
her to leave off her spinning.

“Some day I shall paint you with that
wheel as I painted the Broodhuis. Will you let
me, Bébée ?”

“ Yes.”

She answered him as she would have an-
swered, if he had told her to go on pilgrimage
from one end of the Low Countries to the other.

““ What were you going to do to-day ?”

“I am going into the market with the
flowers ; I go every day.”

make ?”
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% Two or three francs, if I am lucky.”

“ And do you never have a holiday ?”
® % Oh, yes; but not often, you know, because it
is on the féte-days that the people want the most
flowers.”

‘“ But in the winter ?”

““ Then I work at the lace.” «

“ Do you never go inte the woods ?”

‘I have been, once or twice; but it loses a
whole day.”

“You are afraid of not earning?”

““Yes. Because I am afraid of owing people
anything.” *

“ Well, give up this one day, and we will make
holiday. The people are out; they will not
know. Come into the forest, and we will dine at
a café in the woods ; and we will be as poetic as
you like, and I will tell you a tale of one called
Rosalind, who pranked herself in boy’s attire, all
for love, in the Ardennes country yonder. Come,
it is the very day for the forest ; it will make me
a lad again at Meudon, when the lilaca were in
bloom. Poor Paris! Come.”
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“Do you meanit?"”

The colour was bright in her face, her heart
was dancing, her little feet felt themselves already
on the fresh green turf.

She had no thought that there could be any
harm in it. She would have gone with Jeannot
or old Bac.

“Of course I mean it. Come. I was going
to Mayence to see the Magi and San Dyck's
Christ. We will go to Soignies instead, and
study green leaves. I will paint your face by
sunlight. It is the best way to paint you. You
belong to the open air. So should Gretchen; or
how else should she have the blue sky in her
eyes 2"

¢ But I have only wooden shoes ! *

Her face was scarlet as she glanced at her feet ;
he who had wanted to give her the silk stockings—
Yow would he like to be seen walking abroad with
those two clumsy, clattering, work-a-day, little
sabots?

“ Never mind. My dear, in my time I have
bhad enough of satin shoes and of silver-gilt
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heels; they click clack as loud as yours, an¢
cost much more to those who walk with them
not to mention that they will seldom deign to
walk at all. Your wooden shoes are picturesque.
Paganini made a violin out of a wooden shoe.
Who knows what music may lurk in yours, only
you have never heard it? Peghaps I have. It
was Bac who gave you the red shoes that was the
‘barbarian, not I. Come.”

“You really mean it 2"

““Come.”

““ But they will miss me at market 2"

“They will think you are gone on the pil-
grimage : you need never tell them you have not.”

““ But if they ask me ?"’

“ Does it never happen that you say any other
thing than the truth ?”

¢ Any other thing than the truth! Of course
not. People take for granted that one tells
truth ; it would be very base to cheat them. Do
you really mean that I may come ?—in the forest!
—and you will tell me stories like those you give
me to read 2
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“I will tell you a better story. Lock your
hut, Bébée, and come.”

‘ And to think you are not agshamed !"” .

¢ Ashamed ?”

““ Yes, because of my wooden shoes.”

Was it possible ? Bébée thought, as she ran
out into the garden and locked the door behind
her, and pushed the key under the water-butt
as usual, being quite comrtent with that prudent
precaution against robbers which had served
Antoine all his days. Was it possible, this won-
derful joy 2—her cheeks were like her roses, her
eyes had a brilliance like the sun; the natural
grace and mirth of the child blossomed in a
thousand ways and gestures.

As she went by the shrine in the wall, she
bent her knee & moment and made the sign of
the cross; then she gathered a little moss-rose
that nodded close undér the border of the pali-
sade, and turned and gave it to him.

* Look, she sends you this. She is not angry,
you see, and it is much more pleasure when she
is pleased—do you not know ?”
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He shrank a little as her fingers touched
him,

" What pity you had no mother, Bébée !" he
said, on an impulse of emotion, of which in Paris
he would have been more ashamed than of any

guilt,



CHAPTER XIV.

SMIN the deserted lane by the swans’ water,
under the willows, the horses waited to
take him to Mechlin; little, quick,
rough horses, with round brass bells, in the
Flemish fashion, and gay harness, and a low
char-a-banc, in which a wolfskin and red rugs,
and all a painter’s many necessities were tossed

together.

He lifted her in, and the little horses flew
fast through the green country, ringing chimes at
each step, till they plunged into the deep glades
of the woods of Cambre and Soignies.

Bébée sat breathless with delight.

She had never gone behind Lorses in all her
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life, except once or twice in a waggon when the
tired teamsters had dragged a load of corn across
the plains, or when the miller's old grey mare
had hobbled wearily before a cartload of noisy,
happy, mischievous children going home from
the masses and fairs, and flags and flowers,
and church banners, and puppet-shows, and
lighted altars, and whirlipg merry-go-rounds of
%he Féte Dieu.

She had never known what it was to sail as on
the wings of the wind along broad roads, with
yellow wheat-lands, and green hedges, and way-
side trees, and little villages, and reedy’ canal-
water, all flying by her to the singsong of the
joyous bells.

“ Oh, how good it is to live!" she cried, clap-
ping her hands in a very ecstacy, as the clear
morning broadened into gold and the west wind
rose and blew from the sands by the sea.

¢ Yes—it is good—if one did not tire so soon,”
said he, watching her with a listless pleasure.

But she did not hear ; she was beyond the reach
of any power to sadden her; she was watching
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the white oxen that stood on the purple brow
of the just reapen lands, and the rosy clouds that
blew like a shower of apple-blossoms across the
sky to the south.

There was a sad darkling Calvary on the edge

of the harvest field that looked black against
the blue sky; its shadow fell across the road,
but she did not see it: she was looking at the
sun. .
There is not much change in the great Soignies
woods. They are aisles on aisles of beautiful
green trees, crossing and recrossing; tunnels of
dark fcliage that look endless; long avenues of
beech, of oak, of elm, or of fir, with the bracken
and the brushwood growing dense between; a
delicious forest growth everywhere, shady even
=t noon, and, by a little past midday, dusky as
evening; with the forest fragrance, sweet and
dewy, all about, and under the fern the stirring
of wild game, and the white gleam of little rab-
bits, and the sound of the wings of birds.

Soignies is not legend-haunted like the Black
Forest, nor king-haunted like Fontainebleau,
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nor sovereign of two historic streams like the
brave woods of Heidelberg; nor wild and roman-
tig, and broken with black rocks, and poetised by
the shade of Jaques, and swept through by a
perfect river, like its neighbours of Ardennes;
nor throned aloft on mighty mountains like
the majestic oak glades of the Swabian hills of
the ivory-carvers.

« Soignies is only a Fl.e;nish forest in a plain,
throwing its shadow over corn-fields and cattle
pastures, with no panorama beyond it and no
wonders in its depth. DBut it is a fresh, bold,
beautiful forest for all that. .

It has only green leaves to give—green lcaves
always, league after league; but there is about
it that vague mystery which all forests have, and
this universe of leaves seems boundless, and
Pan might dwell in it, and St. Hubert, and John
Keats. .

Bébée, in her rare holidays with the Bac
ghildren or w.ith Jeannot’s sisters, had never
penetrated farther than the glades of the Cambre,
wnd had never entered the heart of the true forest
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which is much still what it must have been in the
old days when the burghers of Brabant cut their
yew bows and their pike-staves from it to use
against the hosts of Spain.

To Bébée it was as an enchanted land, and
every play of light and shade, every hare speeding
across the paths, every thrush singing in the
leaves, every little dog-rose or harebell that
blossomed in the thickets, was to her a treasure
& picture, a poem, a delight.

He had seen girls thus in the woods of Vin-
cennes and of Versailles in the student days of
his youth; little work-girls fresh from chélets of
the Jura or from vine-hung huts of the Loire,
who had brought their poor little charms to
perish in Paris; and who dwelt under the hot
tiles and amidst the gilded shop-signs till they
were as pale and thin as their own starved bal-
sams ; and who, when they saw the green woods,
laughed and cried a little, and thought of the broad
sun-swept fields, and wished that they were
back again behind their drove of cows, or weeding
amongst the green grapes.
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But those little work-girls had been mere
homely daisies, and daisies already with the dust
of the pavement and of the dancing-gardens
upon them.

Bébée was as pure and fresh as these dew-
wet dog-roses that she found in the thickets of
thorn. )

He had meant to treat her as he had used to
do those work-girls—a little wine, a little wooing,
a little folly and passion, idle as a butterfly and
brief as a rainbow—one midsummer day and
night—then a handful of gold, a caress, a, good-
morrow, and forgetfulness ever afterwards—that
was what he had meant when he had brought her
out to the forest of Soignies.

But—she was different, this child.

He made the grcat sketch of her for his
Gretchen, sitting on a moss-ground trunk, with
marguerites in her hand; he sent for their
breakfast far into the woods, and saw her set
her pearly teeth into early peaches and costly
sweetmeats ; he wandered with her hither and
thither, and told her tales out of the poets, and



210 TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES

talked to her in the dreamy, cynical, poetical
manner that was characteristic of him, being
half artificial and half sorrowful, as his temper
was.

But Bébée—all unconscious, intoxicated with
happiness, and yet touched by it into that vague
sadness which the summer sun brings with it
even to young things, if they have soul in them;
—Bébée said to him what the work-girls of Paris
never had done.

Beautiful things: things fantastic, ignorant,
a.bsurdz very simple, very unreasonable oftentimes,
but things beautiful always, and sometimes even
very wise by a wisdom not of the world; by a
certain light divine that does shine now and
then as through an alabaster lamp, through
minds that have no grossness to obscure
them. ‘

Her words were not equal to the burden of
her thoughts at times, but he knew how to take
the pearl of the thought from tne broken shell
and tangled seaweed of her simple, untutored

1

speech.
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“If there be a God anywhere,” he thought to
himself, ¢ this little Fleming is very near him,”
*She was so near that, although he had no belief
in any God, he could not deal with her as he had
used to do with the work-girls in the primrose
paths of old Vincennos.



CHAPTER XV,

be Gretchen, you must count the

leaves of your daisies,” he said to her,
a8 he painted—painted her just as
she was, with her two little white feet in the
wooden shoes, and the thick, green leaves be-
hind ; the simplest picture possible, the dress of
grey—only cool dark grey—with white linen
bodice, and no colour anywhere except in the
green of the foliage; but where he meant the
wonder and the charm of it to lie was in the up-
raised, serious, childlike face, and the gaze of
the grave, smiling eyes.

It was Gretchen, spinning, out in the open
air amongst the flowers. Gretchen, with the tall
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dog daisies growing up about her feet, amongst
the thyme and the roses, before she had had
need to gather one to ask her future of its parted
leaves.

The Gretchen of Scheffer tells no tale; she
i8 a fair-haired, hard-working, simple - minded
peasant, with whom neither angels nor devils have
anything to do, and whose eyes never can open
to either hell or heavep. But the Gretchen of
Flamzen said much more than this: looking at it,
men would sigh from shame, and women weep
from sorrow.

¢ Count the daisies ?” echoed Bébées ¢ Oh,
I know what you mean. A little—much—pas.
sionately—until death—not at all. What the
girls say when they want to see if anyone loves
them ? Is that it?"”

She looked at him without any consciousness
—except as she loved the flowers.

“ Do you think the daisies know ?”" she went
on, seriously,,parting their petals with her fin-
gers. “ Flowers do know many things—that is
certain.”
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¢ Ask them for yourself.”

¢¢ Ask them what 2”

¢ How much—anyone—loves you.” '

¢ Oh, but everyone loves me ; there is no one
that is bad. Antoine used to say to me, ¢ Never
think of yourself, Bébée ; always think of other
people, so everyone will love you.” And Ialways
try to do that, and everyone does.”

‘‘ But that is not the love the daisy tells of to-
your sex.”

“No?”

“No; the girls that you see count the flowers
—they ave thinking, not of all the village, but of
some one unlike all the rest, whose shadow falls
acrogss theirs in the moonlight! You know
that 2”

¢“Ah, yes—and they marry afterwards —
yes.”

She said it softly, wnusingly, with no embar-
rassment ; it was an unreal, remote thing to her,
and yet it stirred her heart a little with a vague
trouble that was infinitely sweet.

There is little talk of love in the lives of the



TwO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 18

poor ; they have no space for it; love to them
means more mouths to feed, more wooden shoes
td buy, more hands to dive into the meagre bag
of coppers. Now and then a girl of the commune
had been married, and had gone out just the
same the next day to her ploughing in the fields
or to her lace-weaving in the eity. Bébée had
thought little of it. .

¢ “They marry or tlrey do not marry. That
is as it may be,” said Flamen, with a smile.
¢ Bébée, I must paint you as Gretchen before
she made a love-dial of the daisies. What
is the story? Oh, I have told yod stories
enough. Gretchen’s you would not understand,
just yet.”

¢ But what did the daisies say to her?”

“My dear, the daisies always say the same
thing, because daisies always tell the truth and
know men. The daisies 'always say ‘a little’;
it is the girl’s ear that tricks her, and makes
her hear °tilt death,’—a folly and falsehood of
which the daisy is not guilty.”

““But who says it if the daisy do not?”
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¢“Ah, the devil perhaps—who knows? He
has so much to do in these things.”

But Bébée did not smile ; she had a look .of
horror in her blue eyes; she belonged to a pea~
santry who believed in exorcising the fiend by
the aid of the cross, and who not so very many
generations before had driven him out of human
bodies by rack and flame.

She looked with a little wistful fear on the
white, golden-eyed marguerites that lay on her
lap.

“Do you think the fiend is in these ?” she
whispered, with awe in her voice.

Flamen smiled. “ When you count them he
will be there, no doubt.”

Bébée threw them with a shudder on the grass.

““ Have I spoilt your holiday, dear ?” he said,
with a certain self-reproach.

She was silent a minute, then she gathered up
the daisies again, and stroked them and put them
to her lips.

“It is not they that do wrong. You say the
girls’ ears deceive them. It is the girls, who
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want a lie and will not believe & truth because it
humbles them, it is the girls that are to blame;

net the daisies. As for me, I will not ask the
daisies anything ever, so the fiend will not enter
into them.”

“ Nor into you. Poor little Bébée ! ®

¢ Why, you pity me for that 2"

“Yes. Because, if women never see the
serpent’s face, neither,do they ever scent the
smell of the paradise roses; and it will be hard
for you to die without a single rose d’amour in
your pretty breast, poor little Bébée! "

“1 do not understand. But you frighten me
a little.”

He rose and left his easel and threw himself
at her feet on the grass; he took the little wooden
shoes in his hands as reverently as he would
have taken the broidered shoes of a duchess; he
looked up at her with tendler, smiling eyes.

¢ Poor little Bébée !” he said again. “Did I
frighten you indeed? Nay, that was very bass
of me. We will not spoil our summer holiday.
There is no such thing as a fiend, my dear.
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There are only men—such as I am. Say the
daisy spell over for me, Bébée. See if I do not
love you a little, just as you love your flowers.””

She smiled, and the happy laughter came again
over her face.

¢ Oh, I am sure you care for me a little,” she
said, softly, ‘or vou would not be so good and
get me books and give me pleasure; and I do
not want the daisies to te)l me that, because yow
say it yourself, which is better.”

¢ Much Dbetter,” he answered her, dreamily,
and lay there in the grass, holding the little
wooden shoes in his hands.

He was not in love with her. He was in no
haste. He preferred to play with her softly,
slowly, as one separates the leaves of a rose, to
see the deep rose of its heart.

Her own ignorance of what she felt had a
charm for him. He liked to lift the veil from
her eyes by gentle degrces, watching each new
pulse beat, each fresh instinct tremble into
life.

It was an old, old story to him; he knew each
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chapter and verse to weariness, though there still
was no other story that he still read as often.
But to her it was so new.

To him it was a long beaten track; he knew
every turn of it; he recognised every wayside
blossom ; he had passed over a thousand times
each tremulous bridge; he knew so well before-
hand where each shadow would fall, and where
&ch fresh bud would dlossom, and where each
harvest would be reaped.

But to her it was so new.

She followed him as a blind child a man
that guides her through a garden and réads her
a wonder-tale.

He was good to her, that was all she knew.
When he touched her ever so lightly she felt a
happiness so perfect, and yet so unintelligible,
that she could have wished to die in it.

And in her humility and her ignorance she
wondered always how he—so great, so wise, 8o
beautiful—could have thought it ever worth his
while to leave the paradise of Rubes’ Land to wait
with her under her little rush-thatched roof, and
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bring her here to see the green leaves and the
living things of the forest.

As they went, a man was going under the trecs
with a load of wood upon his back. Bébée gave
a little cry of recognition.

¢ Oh, look, that is Jeannot! How he will
wonder to see me here!”

Flamen drew her a little downward, so that
the forester passed onward without perceiving
them.

‘“Why do you do that? " said Bébée. *‘ Shall
I not speak to Lhim ?”

“Why ? To have all your neighbours chatter
of your feast in the forest? It is mot worth
while.”

““Ah, but I always tell them everything,” said
Bébée, whose imagination had been already busy
with the wonders that she would unfold to Mére
Krebs and the Varnhart children.

““ Then you will see but little of me, my dear.
Learn to be silent, Bébée. It is a woman's first
duty, though her hardest.”

“Isit?™
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She did not speak for some time. She could
not imagine a state of things in which she would
not narrate the little daily miracles of her life to
the good old garrulous women and the little
open-mouthed romps. And yet—she lifted her
eyes to his.

“I am glad you have told me that,” she said.
 Though, indeed, I do mot see why one should
Mt say what one does, yet—somehow—I do not
like to talk about you. It is like the pictures in
the gulleries, and the music in the Cathedral,
and the great still evenings, when the ficlds are
all silent, and it is as if Christ walked dbroad in
them ;—1I do not know how to talk of those things
to the others—only to you——and I do not like
to talk about you to them—do you not know ?”

“Yes, I know. DBut what affinity have I,
Bébée, to your thoughts of your God walking in
His corn-fields 2" '

Bébée's eyes glanced down through the green
aisle of the forests, with the musing seriousness
in them that was like the child-angels of
Botticelli’s dreams.
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¢TI cannot tell you very well. But when I am
in the fields at evening and think of Christ, I
feel 80 happy, and of such good-will to all the
rest, and I seem to see heaven quite plain
shrough the beatiful grey air where the stars are
—and so I feel when I am with you—that is all.
Only ”

¢ Only what?" .

“Only in those evenings, when I was afl

alone, heaven seemed up there, where the stars
are, and I longed for wings; but now, it is here
—and I would only shut my wings if I had them,
and not atir.”

He looked at her, and took her hands and
kissed them—but reverently—as a believer may
kiss a shrine. In that moment to Flamen she
was sacred ; in that moment he could no more
have hurt her with passion than he could have
hurt her with a blow.

It was an emotion with him, and did not
endure. But, whilst it lasted, it wes true.



CHAPTER XVI

SN [IEN he took her to dine at one of the

wooden cafés under the trees. There

was a little sheet of water in front of
it, and a gay garden around. Thenc was a
balcony and a wooden stairway; there were
long trellised arbours, and little white tables,
and great roscbushes, like her own at home.
They had an arbour all to themselves; a cool
sweetsmelling bower of green, with a glimpse
of scarlet from the flowers of some twisting
beans.
They had a meal, the like of which she had
pever seen ; such a huge melon in the centre of it,
and curious wines, and coflee or crear in gilver
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pots, or what looked like silver to her—** just like
the altar-vases in the church,” she said to
herself.

“If only the Varnhart children were here!"
she cried ; but he did not echo the wish.

It was just sunset. There was a golden
glow on the little bit of water. On the other
side of the garden, some one was playing a
guitar. Under a lime-tree some girls wereg
swinging, crying Higher! higher! at each
toss.

In a longer avenue of trellised green, at a long
table, thers was a noisy party of students and
girls of the city; their laughter was mellowed

. by distance as it came over the breadth of the
garden, and they sang, with fresh shrill Flemish
voices, songs from an opera-bouffe of La Mon-
naie.

1t was all pretty, and gay, and pleasant.

There was everywhere about an air of light-
hearted enjoyment. Bébée sat with-a wondering
look in her wide-opened eyes, and all the
patural irstincts of her youth, that were like
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curled-up fruit-buds in her, unclosed softly to the
light of joy.

»“Is life always like this in yonr Rubes’
Land ?” she asked him: that vaguc far-away
country or winich she never asked him anything
more definite, and which yet was so clear before
her fancy. .

‘“Yes,"” he made answer,to her. “Only—instead
ef those leaves, flowers and pomegranates; and in
lieu of that tinkling guitar, a voice whose notes
are esteemed like kings' jewels; and in place of
those little green arbours, great white palnces,
cool and still, with ilex woods and orange groves,
and sapphire seas beyond them. Would you
like to come there, Bébée 2—and wear luces suchy
as you weave, and hear singing and laughter all
night long, and never work any more in tha
mould of the garden, or spin any more at that
tiresoine wheel, or go any more out in the wind,
and the rain and the winter mud to the
market ?” .

Bébée listened, leaning her round elbows on
the tabie, mud hLer warm checks on her hands, as

Q
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n child gravely listens to a fairy story. But the
sumptuous picture, and the sensuous phmse he
had chosen, passed by her.

It is of no use to tempt the little chaffinch of
the woods with a ruby instead of a cherry. The
bird is made to feed on the brown berries, on the
Torning dews, on the searlet hips of roses, and
the blossoms of the wind-tossed pear-boughs ;
the gem, though it be .a monarch’s, will on}v
strike hard and tasteless on its beak.

“I would Lke to sce it all,” said Bébée,
musingly trying to follow out her thoughts.
“ But as for the garden work and the spinning—
that I do not want to leave, beeause I have done
it all my life; and I do not thiunk I should care
to wear lace—it would tear very soon; one
vould be afraid to run; and do you see I know
how it is made—all that lace. Iknow how blind
the eyes get over it, and how the hearts ache;
I know how the old women starve, and the little
children cry ; I know that there is not a sprig of
it that is not stitched with pain; the great ladies
do not think, I dare say, because they have never
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worked at it or watched the others; but I have.
And 80, you see, I think if I wore it I should feel
sad, and if a nail caught on it I should feel ag if
it were tearing the flesh of my friends. Perhaps
I say it badly—but that is what I feel.”

“You do not say it badly—you speak well, for
you speak from the heart,” he answered her, and
felt a tinge of shame that he had tempted her
with the gold and purpk of a baser world than
any that she knew.

“And yet you want to sec new lands ?” he
pursued. ‘“ What is it you want to see there 2

)

“ Ah, quite other things than thesé” cried
Bébée, still leaning her checks on her hands.
“ That dancing and singing is very pretty and
merry, but it is just as good when old Claude
fiddles, and the children skip. This wine you
tell me is something very great—but fresh milk
is much nicer, I think. It is not these kind of
things I want—1I waut to know all about the poople
who lived before us; I wunt to know what the
stars are, and what the wind is; I want to knew

where the lark goes when you lose him out of
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sight against the sun; I want to know how the
old artists got to see God, that they could paint
Him and all his angels as they have done ; I wapt
to know how the voices got into the bells, and
how they can make one’s heart beat, hanging up
there as they do, all alone amongst the jackdaws;
I want to know.what it is when I walk in the
fields in the morning, and it is all grey, and soft,
and still, and the corn-crake cries in the whegs,
and the little mice run home to their holes, that
makes me so glad and yet so sorrowful, as if 1
were so very near God, and yet so all alone, and
such a little thing; because you see the mouse
she has her hole, and the crake her own people,
but I ”

Her voice faltered a little and stopped, she
had never before thought out into words her own
loneliness; from the long green arbour the
voices of the girls and the students sang—

“ Ah | le doux son d’un baiser tendre § *

Flamen was silent. The poet in him—and in
an artist there is always more or less of the poet—
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kept him back from ridicule, nay, moved him to
pity and respect.

* They were absurdly simple words no doubt,
had little wisdom in them, and were quite
childish in their utterance, and yet they moved
him curiously as a man very base and callous
may at times be moved by the look in a dying
deer's eyes, or by the soind of a song that some
13st love once sang.

e rose and drew her hands away, and took
her small face between his own hands instead.

“Poor little Bébée!” he said gently, looking
down on her with a breath that was almost a
sigh. ‘Poor little Bébée !—to envy the corn-
crake and the mouse !”

She was a little startled ; her cheeks grew very
warm under his touch, but her eyes looked still
into his without fear. .

He stooped and touched her forehead with his
lips, gently and without passion, almost reve-
rently ; she gréw rose-hued as the bright bean-
flowers, up to the light gold ripples of her hair;
she trembled a little and drew back. but she was
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not alarmed nor yet ashamed; she was too
simple of heart to feel the fear that is born of
passion and of consciousness. !

It was as Jeannot kissed his sister Marie, who
was fifteen years old and sold milk for the Krebs
people in the villages with a little green cart and
a yellow dog—no’more.

And yet the sunny-‘arbour leaves and the
glimpse of the blue sky swam round her ir-
distinctly, and the sounds of the guitar grew
dull upon her ear and were lost as in a rushing
hiss of water, because of the great sudden unin-
telligible happiness that seemed to bear her little
life away on it as a sca wave bears a young child
off its feet.

“You do not feel alone now, Bébée?” he
whispered to her.

““No!"” she answered him softly under her
breath, and sat still, while all her body quivered
like a leaf.

No! how could she ever be alone now that
this sweet, soft, unutterable touch would always
be in memory upon her; how could she wish
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ever again now to be the corn-crake in the
summer corn or the grey mouse in the hedge of
hawthorn ?

At that moment a student went by past the
entrance of the arbour; lie had a sash round his
loins and a paper feather in his cap: he was
playing & fife and dancing; he¢ glanced in as he
went.

o It is time to go home, Bebée,” said Flamomn



CHAPTER XVIL

' [ 4
; ._\,k“‘} it came to pass that Bébce’s day in the

Lo big forest came and went as simply
almost as any day that she had played
away with the Varnhart children under the beech
shadows of Cambre woods.

And when he took her to her hut at sun-
set before the pilgrims had returned there was
a great bewildered tumult of happiness in her
heart, but there was no memory with her that
prevented her from looking at the shrine in the
wall as she passed it, and saying with a quick
gesture of the cross on brow and hosom :

‘“ Ah, dear Holy Mother—how good you have
been! and I am back again, you see, and I will
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work harder than ever because of all this joy
that you have given me.”

* And she took another moss rose and changed
it for that of the morning, which was faded, and
said to Flamen:

‘ Look—she sends you this. Now do you
know what I mean? One is ntore content when
She is content.” .

®»He did not answer, but he held her hands
against him a moment as they fastened in the
roscbud.

“Not a word to the pilgrims, Bébée—you re-
member ?” °

“Yes, I will remember. I do not tell them
every time I pray—it will be like being silent
about that —it will be no more wrong than
that.”

But there was a touch of anxiety in the words;
-he was not quite certain; she wanted to be re-
assured. Instinct moved her not to speak of him:
but habit made it seem wrong to her to have any
secret from the people who had beeun about her
from her birth.
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He did not reassure her; her anxiety was
pretty to watch, and he left the trouble in her
heart like a bee in the chalice of a lily. Besidés,
the little wicket-gate was between them ; he was
musing whether he would push it open once
more.

Her fate was in the balance, though she did not
dream it: he had dealt with her tenderly, honestly,
sacredly all that day—almost as much so «.s8
stupid Jeannot could have done. He had been
touched by her trust in him, and by the uncon-
scious beauty of her fancies, into a mood that was
unlike all his lifc and habits. But after all, he
said to himself—

After all !—

Where he stood in the golden evening he saw
the rosy curled mouth, the soft troubled eyes,
the little brown hands that still tried to fasten
the rosebud, the youhg peach - like skin where
the wind stirred the bodice ;—she was only a
little Flemish peasant, this poor’ little Bébée, a
little thing of the fields and the streets, for all the
dreams of God that abode with her. After all—
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soon or late—the end would be always the same.
‘What matter !

She would weep a little to-morrow, and she
would not kneel any more at the shrine in the
garden wall; and then—and then—she would
stay here and marry the good boor Jecannot,
just the same after a while; or, drift away after
him to Paris, and leave her two little wooden
shges, and her visions of Christ in the fields a\
evening, behind her for evermore, and do as all
the others did, and take not only silken stockings
but the Cinderella slipper that is called Gold,
which brings all other good things in its.train;—
what matter !

He had meant this from the first, because she
was 80 pretty, and those little wooden sabots ran
so lithely over the stones; though he was not in
love with her, but only idly stretched his bhand
for her as a child by instinct stretches to a fruit
that hangs in the sun a little rosier and a little
nearer than the rest.

What matter—he said to himself—she loved
him, poor little soul, though he did not know it
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——and there would always be Jeannot glad enough
of a handful of bright French gold.

He pushed the gate gently against her; hker
hands fastened the rosebud and drew open the
latch themselves.

“Will you come in a little 2" she said, with
the happy light in her face. “‘ You must not stay
long, because the flowers must be watered, and
then there are Annémie’s patterns—they mast
be done or she will have no money and so no
food—Dbut if you would come in for alittle? And
see—if you wait a minute I will show you the
roses thet I shall cut to-morrow the first thing,
and take down to S. Guido to Our Lady’s altarin
thank-offering for to-day. I should like you to
choose them—you yourself—and if you would
just touch them I should feel as if you gave them
to her too. Will you?”

She spoke with the pretty out-spoken frank
ness of her habitual speech, just tempered and
broken with the happy, timid ‘hesitation, the
curious sense at once of closer nearness and of
greater distance, that had come on her since
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he had kissed her amongst the bright bean-
flowers.

e turned from her quickly.

““No, dear—no. Gather your roses alone,
Bébée—if I touch them their leaves will fall.”

Then with a hurriedly backward glance down
the dusky lane to see that none.were looking he
bent his head and kissed her again quickly, and
with a sort of shame, ard swung the gate behind
him and went eaway through the boughs and
the shadows.



CHAPTER XVIII,

-

S EBEE looked after him wistfully till lns
i figure was lost in the gloom.

The village was very quiet; a dog
barking afar off, and a cow lowing 1n the meadow,
were the only living things that made their
presence‘hea.rd; the pilgrims had not returned.

She leaned on the gate a few minutes in that
indistinct, dreamy happiness which is the prerog-
ative of innocent love.

‘““How wonderful it is that he should give a
thought to me!” she said again and again te
herself. It was as if a king had stooped for a
little knot of daisied grass to set it in his crown
where the great diamonds should be.

She did not reason. She did not question.
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BShe did not look beyond that hour—such is the
privilege of youth.

f“How I will read! How I will learn! How
wise I will try to be; and how good, if I can!”
she thought, swaying the little gate lightly under
her weight, and looking with glad eyes at the
goats as they frisked with their young in the
pasture on the other side of the 'big trees, whilst
one by one the stars came out, and an owl hooted
from the palace woods, and the frogs croaked good
nights in the rushes.

Then, like a little day-labourer as she was, with
the habit of toil and the need of the poor upon
her from her birth up, she shut down the latch
of the gate, kissed it where his hand had rested,
and went to the well to draw its nightly draught
for the dry garden.

“QOh, desr roses!” she said to them as she
rained the silvery showers over their nodding
heads. ‘“Oh, dear roses!—ttll me—wus ever
anybody so happy as I am? Oh, if you say
‘yes’ I shall tell you you lie; silly flowers that
were ouly born yesterday!”
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But the roses shook the water off them in the
wind, and said, as she wished them to say,—

“No—no one—ever before, Bébée—no one
ever before.” '

For roses, like everything else upon earth,
only speak what our own heart puts into
them,

An old man went past up the lane; old
Jehan, who was too ailing and aged to make one
of the pilgrimage. He Iooked at the little quick-
moving form, greyish white in the starlight,
with the dark copper vessel balanced on her
head, going to and fro betwixt the well and the
garden. '

“You did not go to the pilgrimage, poor little
one ! ” he said across the sweetbriar hedge. * Nay,
that was too bad; work, work, work—thy pretty
back should not be bent double yet. You want
a holiday, Bébée; well, the Féte Dieu is near.
Jeannot shall take you, and maybe I can find a
few sous for gingerbread and merry-go-rounds
You sit dull in the market all day; you want a
feast.”



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOLS. 241

Bébée coloured behind the hedge, and ran in
and brought three new-laid eggs that she had left
inethe flour-bin in the early morning, and thrust
them on him through a break in the briar.
It was the first time she had ever done anything
of which she might not speak ; she was ashamed,
and yet the secret was so sweet to her.

“I am very happy, Jehan, thank God!” she
mq}mured, with a tremulous breath and a shine
in her eyes that the old man’s ears and sight
were too dull to discern.

““So was she,” muttered Jehan, as he thrust
the eggs into his old patched blue blousz. ¢ So
was she. And then a stumble—a blow in the
lane there—a horse’s kick—and all was over.
All over, my pretty one—for ever and ever.”



CHAPTER XIX

.-

>4\ a suddenimpulse Flamen, going through

the woodland shadows to the City,

paused and turned back; all his im-

pulses were quick, and swayed him now hither
now thither in many contrary ways.

He knew that the hour was come—that he
must leave her and spare her, as to himself he
phrased it, or teach her the love-words that the
daisies whisper to women ?

And why not?—any way she would marry
Jeannot.

He, half-way to the town, walked back again
and paused a moment at the gate; an emotion
half pitiful, half cynical, stirred in him,
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Any way he would leave her in a few days;
Paris had again opened her arms to him; his old
lifé awaited him; women, who claimed him by
imperious amorous demands, reproached him;
and after all this day he had got the Gretchen ot
his ideal, a great picture for the future of his fame.

As he would leave her any way so soon, he
would leave her unscatlted —poor little field
flower—he could never take it with him to
blossom or wither in Paris.

His world would laugh too utterly if he made
for himself a mistress out of a little Fleming in
two wooden shoes. Besides *

Besides, something that was half weak and
half noble moved him not to lead this child,
in her trust and her ignorance, into ways that
when she awakened from her trance would seem
to her shameful and full 9f sorrow. For he
knew that Bébée was not as others are.

He turned back and knocked at the hut door
and opened it.

Bébée was just beginning to undress herself;
she had taken off her white kerchief and her
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wooden shoes; her pretty shoulders and her
little aeck shone white in the moon; her feet

were bare on the mud floor. .
She started with a ery, and threw the hand-

kerchief again on her shoulders, but there was
no fear of him; only the unconscious instinet
of her girlhood..
He thought for a moment that he would not
go away until the morrow . .
“Did you want me ?"’ said Bébée softly, with
happy eyes of surprise and yet a little startled,

fearing some evil might have happened to him
that he ghould have returned thus.

“No; I do not want you, dear,”” he said
gently; no—he did not want her, poor little
soul; she wanted him, but he—there were so
many of these things in his life and he liked
her too well to love her.

““No, dear, I did not want you,” said Flamen,
drawing her arms about him, and feeling her
flutter like a little bird, while the moonlight
came in through the green leaves and fell in
fanciful patterns on the floor. “But I came te
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say—you have had one happy day, wholly happy,
have you not, poor little Bébée 2”°

$¢Ah, yes!" she sighed rather than said the
answer in her wondrous gladness; drawn there
close to him, with the softness of his lips upon
her. Could he have come back only to ask that ?

““Well, that is something. You will remember
it always, Bébée?” he inurmured in his un-
conscious cruelty. ‘I, did not wish to spoil
your cloudless pleasure, deur—for you care for
me a little, do you not?—so I came back to
tell you only now that I go away for a little
while to-morrow.” .

‘“Go away!”

She trembled in his arms and turned coid as
ice: a great terror and darkness fell upon her;
she had never thought that he would ever go
away. He caressed her, and played with her
as & boy may with a bird before Lc wrings its neck.

“You will come back?”

He kissed her :—*‘ Surely.”

¢ To-morrow ?

“ Nay—not so soon.”
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“In a week ?”

“ Hardly.”

¢In & month, then 2" .

¢ Perhaps.”

¢ Before winter, anyway 2"

He looked aside from the beseeching, tearful,
candid eyes, and, kissed her hair and her throat,
and said :—* Yes, dear—beyond a doubt.”

She clung to him, crying silently—he wisjed
that women would not weep.

““Come, Bébée, listen,” he said coaxingly,
thinking to break the bitterness to her. “ This
is not wise, and it gives me pain. There is sa
much for you to do. You know so little. There
is so much to learn. I will leave you many
books, and you must grow quite learned in my
absence. The Virgin is all very well in her
way, but she cannot teach us much, poor lady
For her kingdom id called Ignorance. You
must teach yourself. I leave you that to do.
The days will go by quickly if. you are labo-
rious and patient. Do you love me, little one?”

For an answer she kissed his hand.
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“You are a busy little Bébée always,” he
said, with his lips caressing her soft brown arms
that were round his neck. “ But you must be
busier than ever whilst I am gone. So you will
forget. No, no,I do not mean that :—I mean
so the time will pass quickest. And I shall finish
your picture, Bébée, and all Paris will see you,
and the great ladies will envy the little girl with
her two wooden shoes. AL! that does not
pl.ease you?—you care for none of these vanities.
No. Poor little Bc¢bée, why did God make you.
or Chance breathe lifc into you? You are so
far away from us all. It was crucl. What
harm has your poor little soul ever done that,
vure as a flower, it should have been sent to
the hell of this world ?”

She clung to him, sobbing without sound.
¥You will come back? You will come back?”
she moaned, clasping him.closer and closer.

Flamen’s own eyes grew ‘dim. But he lied
to her:—* I will—I promise.”

It was so much easier to say so, and it would
break her sorrow. So he thought.
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For the moment again he was tempted to take
her with him—but, he resisted it—he would tire,
and she would cling to him for ever. ,

There was long silence. The bleating of the
little kid in the shed without was the only sound ;
the grey lavender blew to and fro.

Her arms were close about his throat; he
kissed them again, and kissed her eyes, her
cheek, her mouth ; then 'put. her from him quickly
and went out. ' )

She ran to him, and threw herself on the damp

*ground and held him there, and leaned her fore-
head on his feet. But though he looked at her
with wet eyes, he did not yield, and he still said :—

T will come back soon—very soon—be quiet,
dear, let me go.”

Then he kissed her once more many times, and
put her gently within the door and closed it.

A low, sharp, sudder cry reached him, went to
his heart, but he'did not turn; he went on
through the wet, green little garden, and the
curling leaves, where he had found peace and
had left desolation.



CHAPTER XX.

B WILL let her alone and she will marry
Jeannot,” thought Flamen; and he *
believed himself a good man for once
in his life, and pitied himself for hnvix.xg become
a sentimentalist.

She would marry Jeannot, and bear many
children, as those people always did, and ruddy
little peasants would cling about those pretty,
soft, little breasts of hers; and she would love
them after the manner of suth women, and be
very content clattering over the stones in her
wooden shoes; "and growing brown and stout, and
more careful after mouey, and ceasing to dream
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of unknown things, and not seeing God at all
in the fields, but looking low and beholding only
the ears of the gleaming wheat and the feet of
the tottering children; and so gaining her bread,
and losing her soul, and stooping nearer and
nearer to earth iill she dropped into it like one
of her own wind-blown wallflowers when the bee
has sucked out all its sweetness and the heats
have scorched up all its bloom :—yes, of course,
she would marry Jeannot and end so!

Meanwhile he had his Gretchen, and that was
the one great matter

So he left the street of Mary of Burgundy,
and went on his way out of the chiming city
as its matin bells were rung, and took with him
a certain regret, and the only innocent affection
that had ever awakened in him; and thought
of his self-negation with half admiration and
half derision; and so drifted away into the
whirlpool of his amorous, cynical, changeful,
passionate, callous, many-coloured.life, and said to
himself as he saw the last line of the low, green
plains shine against the sun:—* She will marry
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Jeannot—of course, she will marmy Jeannot
And my Gretchen is greater than Schefler’s.”

+ What else mattered very much after all except
what they would say in I'aris of Gretchen



CHAPTER XXI.

Y ELOPLE saw that Bébée had grown very
= quiet. But that was all they saw.

Her little face was pale as she sat
amongst her glowing autumn blossoms, by the
side of the cobbler’s stall, and when the Varnhart
children cried at the gate to her to come and
play, she would answer gently that she was too
busy to have playtime now.

The fruit girl of the Montagne de la Cour
hooted after her, ‘‘ Gone so soon 2—obhe! what
did I say ?—a fine pine is sugar in the teeth s
second only, but the brown nuts you may crack
all the seasons round. Well, did you make good
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harvest while it lasted ? has Jeannot a fat bridal
portion promised ? "

« And old Jehan, who was the tenderest soul of
them all in the lane by the swans’ water, would
come and look at her wistfully as she worked
amongst the flowers, and would say to her:

“ Dear little one, there is some trouble—does
it come of that painted picture? You never laugh
npw, Bébée, and that js bad. A girl's lnugh is
pretty to hear ; my girl laughed like little bells
ringing—and then it stopped, all at once; they
said she was dead. DBut you are not dead.’
Bébée. And yet you are so silent;, one would
say you were.’

But to the mocking of the fruit girl as to the
tenderness of old Jehan, Bébée answered nothing;
the lines of her pretty curled mouth grew grave
wnd sad, and in her eyes there was a wistful
bewildered pathetic appéal like the look in the
eyes of & beaten dog, which, while it aches with
pain, does not cease to love its master.

One resolve upheld her and made her feet firm
on the stones of the streets and her lips mute
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under all they said to her. She would learn all
she could, and be good, and patient, and wise, if
trving could make her wise, and so do his will ir
all things—until he should come back.

“ You are not gay, Bébée,” said Annémie, who
grew so blind that she could scarce see the flags
at the mastheads, and who still thought that she
pricked the lace patterns and earned her bread.
“You are not gay, dear.  Has any lad gone tn
sea that your heart goes away with, and do you
ayatch for his ship coming in with the coasters?
Tt is weary work waiting—but it is all the men
think us fit' for, child. They may set sail as they
like; every new port has new faces for them ; but
we are to sit still and to pray if we like, and never
murmur, be the voyage ever so long, but be ready
with a smile and a kiss, a fresh pipe of tobacco,
and a dry pair of socks;—that is a man. We
may have cried our hearts out—we must have
ready the pipe and the socks, or, ‘is that what
you call love?’ they grumble. You' want mortal
patience if you love a man,—it is like a fretful
child that thumps you when your breast is bare



TW0 LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. %5

toit. Still—be you patient, dear, just as I am,
just &8 I am.”

*And Bébée would shudder as she swept the
cobwebs from the garret walls,—patient as she
was—she who had sat here fifty years watching for
8 dead man and for a wrecked ship.



CHAPTER XXIL

the brown earth turned afresh. The
white and purple chrysanthemums
bloomed against the flowerless rose bushes,
and the little grey Michaelmas daisy flourished
where the dead carnations had spread their

glories. Leaves began to fall, and chilly
winds to sigh amongst the willows; the
squirrels began to store away their nuts,
and the poor to pick up the broken, bare
boughs.

¢“He said he would come before winter,”
thought Bébée, every day when she rose and
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R ———— e

felt each morning cooler and greyer than the one
before it; winter was near.

*Her little feet already were cold in their
wooden shoes; and the robin already sang in
the twigs of the sear sweetbriar, but she had
the brave sweet faith which nothing kills, and
she did not doubt—oh! no, she did not doubt,
she was only tired. .

Tired of the strange, gleepless, feverish nights;
tired of the long, dull, emnply days; tired of
watching down the barren, leafless lane; tired of
hearkening breathless to each step on the rust-
ling dead leaves; tired of looking always, always,
always, into the ruddy autumn evenings, and the
pold autumn starlight, and never hearing what
she listened for, never seeing what she sought;
tired as a child may be, lost in a wood and
wearily wearing its small strength, and breaking
its young heart in search of the track for ever
missed, of the home for ever beyond the
horizon. .

Still she did her work and kept her courage.

She took her way into the town with her
]
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basket full of the ruby and amber of the dusky
sutumn blossoms, and when those failed, and
the garden was quite desolate, except for a pro.
mise of haws and of holly, she went as she had
always done, to the lace-room, and gained her
bread and the chickens’ corn each day by winding
the thread round the bobbins; and at nightfall
when she had plodded home through the dark-
some roads, and over the sodden turf, and had
Lit her rushlight and sat down to her books,
- with her hand buried in her hair, and her eyes
smarting from the strain of the lace-work, and
her heart aching with that new and deadly pain
which never left her now, she would read—read
—read—read, and try and store her brain with
knowledge, and try and grasp these vast new
meanings of life that the books opened to her,
and try and grow less ignorant against he should
return. .

There was much she could not understand,
but there was also much she could.

Her mind was delicate and quick, her intelli-
gence swift and strong ; she bought old books at
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bookstalls with pence that she saved by going
without her dinner. The keeper of the stall, a
shrewd old soul, explained some hard points to
her, and chose good volumes for her, and lent
others to this solitary little student in her wooden
shoes and with her pale child’s face.

So she toiled hard and ledrned much, and
grew taller and very thit, and got a look in her
eygs like a lost dog's, and yet never lost heart or
wandered in the task that he had set her, or in
her faith in his return.

“Burn the books, Bdbée,” whispered the
children again and again, clinging to fier skirts.
“Burn the wicked, silent things. Since you
have had them you never sing, or romp, or laugh,
and you look so white—so white.”

Bdébée kissed them, but kept to her books.

Jeaunot going by from the forest night after
night saw the light twinkling in the hut window,
and somctimes crept softly up and looked
through the chinks of the wooden shutter, and
saw her leaning over some big old volume with
ber pretty brows drawn together, and her
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mouth shut close in earnest effort, and he would
curse the man who had changed her so, and go
away with rage in his breast and tears in his
eyes, not daring to say anything, but knowing
that never would Bébée's little brown hand lie
in love within his own.

Nor even in friendship, for he had rashly
spoken rough words against the stranger from
Rube’s Land, and BRébét ever since then had
passed him by with a grave simple greeting,
*and when he had brought her in timid gifts
a barrow load of faggots, had thanked him, but
had bidden him take the wood home to his
mother.

¢ You think evil things of me, Bébée ? " good
Jeannot had pleaded, with a sob in his voice ;
and she had answered gently,—

“No! but do not speak to me, that is all.”

Then he had oursed her absent lover, and
Rébée had gone within and closed her door.

She had no idea that the people thought ill of
her. They were cold to her, and such coldness
made her heart ache a little more. But the one
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great love in her possessed her so strengly that
all other things were half unreal.

e She did her daily house-work from sheer
habit, and she studied because he had told her to
do it, and because, with the sweet, stubbornm,
credulous faith of her youth, she never doubted
that he would return. .

Otherwise there was.no perception of real
life in her; she dreamed and prayed, and
prayed and dreamed, and mnever ceased to
do either one or the other, even when she
was scattering potatoe peels to the fowls, or
shaking carrots loose of the soil, ot sweeping
the snow from her hut door, or going out in
the raw dark dawn as the single little sad bell
of St. Guido tolled through the stillness for the
first mass.

For though even Father Fruncis looked an-
gered at her because he ﬁmu‘ght she was stub-
born, and hid some truth and some shuine from
him at confession, yet she went resolutely and
oftener than ever to kneel in the dusty, dusky,
crumbling old church, for it was all she could do
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for him, who was absent—so she thought—and
she did not feel quite so far away from him
when she was beseeching Christ to have care of
his soul and of his body.

All her pretty dreams were dead.

She never heard any story in the robin’s song,
or saw any promise in the sunset clouds, or
fancied that angels came about her in the night
—never now. . "

The fields were grcy and sad ; the birds were
Jittle brown things ; the stars were cold and far
off; the people she had used to care for were like
mere shadows that went by her meaningless and
without interest, and all she thought of was the
one step that never came; all she wanted was
the one touch she never felt.

““You have done wrong, Bébée, and you will
not own it,” said the few neighbours who ever
spoke to her. '

Bébée looked at them with wistful, uncompre-
hending eyes.

“1 have done no wrong,” sha said gently, but
no one believed her.
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A girl did not shut herself up and wane pale
end thin for nothing, so they reasoned. She
pight have sinned as she had Liked if she had
been sensible after it, and married Jeannot.

But to fret mutely, and shut her lips, and seem o
as though she had done nothing—that was guilt

indeed.

For her village, in its.small wiy, thought as the
big world thiuks,
(]



CHAPTER XXIIL

~

The snow was deep, and the winds
drove the people with whips of ice
along the dreary country roads and the steep
streets of the city. The bells of the dogs and
the mules sounded sadly through the white misty
silence of the Flemish plains, and the weary
horses slipped and fell on the frozen ruts, and
on the jagged stones in the little frost-shut
Flemish towns. Still the Flemish folk were gay
enough in many places.

There were fairs and kermesses; there were
puppet-plays and church feasts; there were
sledges on the plains and skates on the
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vanals; there were warm woollen hoods and
ruddy wood fires ; there were tales of demons
apd saints, and bowls of hot onion soup;
sugar images for the little children, and blessed
beads for the maidens clasped on rosy throats
with lovers’ kisses; and in the city itsclf there
was the high tide of the winter pomp and
mirth, with festal scenes in the churches, and
balls at the palaces, and all manner of gay
th:ngs in toys and jewels, and music playing
cheerily under the leafless trees, and flashes of
scarlet cloth, and shining furs, and happy fnces,.
and golden curls, in the carringes that ¢limbed the
Montagne de la Cour, and filled the big place
around the statue of stout Godfrey.

In the little village above St. Guido, Bébéc's
neighbours were merry too, in their simple
way.

The women worked away wearily at their lace
in the dim winter light, and mude a wretched
living by it, but all the same they got penny
playthings for their babies, and a bit of cake
for their Sunday hearth. They drew together
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in homely and cordial friendship, and of an after-
noon when dusk fell wove their lace in company
in Mére Kreb’s millhouse kitchen, with the chil-
dren and the dogs at their feet on the bricks,
so that one big fire might serve for all, and all
be lighted with one big rush candle, and all be
beguiled by chit-chat and songs, stories of
spirits, and whispers of ghosts, and now and
then when the wind howled at its worst, a pater-
noster or two said in common for the men toximg
in the barges or drifting up the Scheldt.
~ In these gatherings Bébée’s face was missed,
and the bplithe soft sound of her voice, like a
young thrush singing, was never heard.

The people looked in, and saw her sitting over
a great open book—often her hearth had nc
fire.

Then the children grew tired of asking her to
play; and their elders began to shake their
heads; she was so pale and so quiet, there
wmust be some evil in it—so . they began to
think.

Little by little people dropped away from her.
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Who knew, the gossips said, what shame or sin
the child might not have on her sick little soul?

o True, Bébée worked hard just the same, and
just the same was seen trudging to and fro in the
dusk of dawns and afternoons in her two little
wooden shoes. She was gentle and laborious,
and gave the children her gogt’s milk, and the
old women the brambles of her garden.

But they grew afraid of her—afraid of that sad,
c}:angeless, far-away look in her cyes, and of the
mute weariness that was on her—and, being per-
plexed, were sure, like all ignorant crcatures.,
that what was sccret must be also vile,

So they hung aloof, and let her alone, and by
and by scarcely nodded as they passed her, but
said to Jeannot,—

“You were spared a bad thing, lad ; the
ehild was that grand painter’s light-o’-love, that
is plain to see. The migchief all comes of the
stuff old Antoine filled her head with—a stray
little bye-blow of chickweed that he cockered up
like a rare carnation. Oh! do not fly in a rage,
Jeannot ; the child is no good, and would have
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made an honest man rue. Take heart of grace,
and praise the saints, and marry Katto’s Lisa.”

But Jeannot would never listen to the slan.
derers, and would never look at Lisa, even
though the door of the little hut was always
closed against him, and whenever he met Bébée
on the highway she never seemed to see him
more than she saw the snow that her sabots
were treading.

One night in the midwinter time old Annémie
died

Bébée found her in the twilight with her head
against the garret window, and her left side all
shrivelled and useless. She had a little sense
left, and a few fleeting breaths to draw.

“Look for the brig,” she muttered. *You
will not see the flag at the masthead for the fog
to-night; but his socks are dry and his pipe 18
ready. Keep looking—keep looking—she will be
in port to-night.”

But her dead sailor never came into port;
she went to him. The poor, weakened, faithful
old bedy of her was laid in the graveyard of
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the poor, and the ships came and went under
the empty garret window, and Bdbée was all
albne.

She had no more any thing to work for, or
any bond with the lives of others. She could
live on the roots of her garden and the sale of
her hen's cggs, and she could change the turnips
and carrots that grew Jin a little strip of her
grqund for the small quantity of Lread that she
needed.

So she gave herself up to the books, ang
drew hersclf more and more within from the
outer world. She did not know that «the neigh-
bours thought very evil of her; she had only
one idea in her mind—to be more worthy of himn
against he should return.

The winter passed away somchow; she did
not know how.

It was a long, cold, v?/hit'e blank of frozen
silence; that was all. She studied hard, aud
had got a qualnt, strange, deep scattered know-
ledge out of her old books; her face had lost
all its roundness and colour, but, instead, the
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forehead had gained breadth, and the eyes had
the dim fire of a student’s.

Every night when she shut her volumes she
thought,—

“I am a little nearer him. I know a little
more.”

Just so every morning, when she bathed her
hands in the chilly water, she thought to her-
sclf, “I will make my skin as soft as I can for
him that it may be like the ladies’ he has loved.”

Love to be perfect must be a religion, as well
as a passion. Bébée’s was so. Like George
Herbert’s cerving maiden, she swept no specks
of dirt away from a floor without doing it to the
service of her lord.

Only Bébée’s lord was a king of earth, made
of earth’s dust and vanities.

But what did she know of thuat ?



CIHAFPTER XXIY.

FERHE winter went by, and the snowdrops

and crocus, and pale hepatica smiled
at her from the black clods. Kvery
other spring time Bébée had run with flcet feet
under the budding trees down into the city, and
had sold sweet little wet bunches of violets and
briar before all the snow was melted from the
eaves of Broodhuis.

¢“ The winter is gone,” the townspeopla
used to say; ‘‘look there is Bébée with the
flowers.” .

But this year they did not see the little figure
itself like a r.osy crocus standing agninst the
brown timbers of the Muaison de Roi.
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Bébée had not heart to pluck a single blossom
of them all. She let them all live, and tended
them so that the little garden should look its
best and brightest to him when his hand should
lift its latch.

Only he was so long coming—so very long—
the violets died away, and the first rosebuds came
in their stead, and still Bébée looked every
dawn and every mghtfall vainly down the empty
road.

Nothing kills young creatures like the bitter-
ness of waiting.

Pain thgy will bear, and privation they will
pass through, fire and water and storm will not
appal them, nor wrath of heaven and earth, but
waiting — the long, tedious, sickly, friendless
days, that drop one by one in their eternal
sameness into the weary past, these kill slowly
but surely, as the slow dropping of water frets
away rock. '

The summer came.

Nearly a year had gone by. Bébée worked
early and late. The garden bloomed like one
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big rose, and the neighbours shook their heads
to see the flowers blossom and fall without bring
ing in a single coin.

She herself spoke less seldom than ever, and
now when old Jehan, who never had understood
the evil thoughts of his ncighbours, asked her
what ailed her that she looked so pale and never
stirred down to the city, now her courage failed
her, and the tears brimmed over her eyes, and
she could not call up a brave brief word, to
answer him. For the time was so long, and she
was 8o tired.

Still she never doubted that her lover would
eome back: he had said he would come: she
was as sure that he would come as she was sure
that God came in the midst of the people when
the silver bell rang and the Host was borne by
on high.

Bébée did not heed mucli, but she vaguely felt
the isolation she was left in: as a child too
young to reasod feels cold and feels hunger.

“ No one wants me here now that Annémie is
gone,” she thought to herself, as the sweet green
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spring days unfolded themselves one by one like
the buds of the briar-rose hedges.

And now and then even the loyal little soul of
her gave way, and sobbing on her lonely bed in
the long dark nights, she would cry out against
him, “ Oh, why not have left me alone? Iwas so
happy—so happy!”

And then she would reproach herself with
treason to him and ingratitude, and hate hergelf
and feel guilty in her own sight to have thus
sinned against him in thought for omne single
instant.

For theie are natures in which the generosity
of love is so strong that it feels its own just
pain to be disloyalty ; and Bébée’s was one of
them. And if he had killed her she would have
died hoping only that no moan had escaped her,
under the blow, that ever could accuse him.

These natures, utterly innocent by force of self-
sccusation and self-abasement, suffer at once the
torment of the victim and the criwminal.



CHAPTER XXV.

.

MNE day in the May weather she sat within
doors with a great book upon her table,

but no sight for it in her aching eyea.
Tue starling hopped to and fro on the sunny
floor; the bees boomed in the porch ; the tinkle
of sheep’s bells came in on the stillness. All was
peaceful and happy except the little weary, break-
ing, desolate heart thut beat in her like a caged
bird’s. .

“He will come; I am sure he will come,”
she said to gnerself ; but she was so tired,
and it was so long—oh, dear God!—so very
long.

A band tapped at the lattice. The shrill voice
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of Reme, the sabot-maker’s wife, broken with
anguish, called through the hanging ivy,—

“ Bébée, you are a wicked one, they say, bwt
the only one there is at home in the village this
day. Get you to town for the love of Heaven,
and send Doctor Max hither, for my pet, my
flower, my child lies dying, and not a soul near,
and she black as a coal yith choking—go, go, go !
—and Mary will forgive ypu your sins. Save the
little one, dear Bébée, do you hear? and I will
pray God and speak fair the neighbours for you.
Go!"”

Bébée rose up, startled by the now unfa-
miliar sound of a human voice, and looked
at the breathless mother with eyes of pitying
wonder,

“Surely I will go,” she said, gently; * but
there is no need to bribe me. I have not sinned
greatly—that I know."”

Then she went out quickly and ran through
the lanes and into the city for the sick child, and
found the wise man, and sent him, and did the
errand rather in a sort of sorrowful sympathetio
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instinct than in any reasoning consciousness of
doing good.

* When she was moving through the once-
fumiliar and happy ways as the sun was setting
on the golden fronts of the old houses, and the
chimes were ringing from the many towers, a
strange sense of unreality, of, non-existence fell
upon her. .

,Could it be she ?—sghe indeed—who had gone
there the year before the gladdest thing that the
earth bore, with no care except to shelter her
flowers from the wind, and keep the freshest
Llossoms for the burgomaster's housgwife ?

She did not think thus to herself; but a
vague doubt that she could ever have been ,
the little gay, laborious, happy Bébée, with
troops of friends and endless joys for every day
that dawned, came over her as she went by the
black front of the Broodltuis.

The strong voice of Lisa,.the fruit gir], jarred
on her as she passed the stall under its yellow.
awning that was flapping sullenly in the evening
wind,
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‘¢ Ohhs, little fool,” the mocking voice cried,
“ the rind of the fine pine is full of prickles, and
stings the lips when the taste is gone ?—to be
sure—crack common nuts like me, and you are

_never wanting—hazels grow free in every copse.
Prut, tut! your grand lover lies a-dying; so the
students read out of this just now; and you
such a simpleton as not to get a roll of napoleons
out of him before he went to rot in Paris. I
daresay he was poor as sparrows, if one knew tHe
truth. He was only a painter after all.”

“Lisa tossed her as she spoke a torn sheet, in
which she was wrapping gentians : it was a piece
of newspaper some three weeks old, and in it
there was a single line or so which said that the
artist Flamen, whose Gretchen was the wonder
of the Salon of the year, lay sick unto death in
his rooms in Paris.

Bébée stood and rgad; the strong ruddy
western light upon the type, the taunting laugh-
ter of the fruit girl on her ear.

A bitter shriek rang from her that made even
the cruelty of Lisa’s mirth stop in a sudden terron
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She stood staring like a thing changed to
stone down on the one name that to her filled
all the universe.

‘“Ill—he is ill—do you hear? ” she echoed pite-
nusly, looking at Lisa ; “‘ and you say heis poor?*

“Poor ? for sure! is he not a painter ?” said
the fruit girl, roughly. She judged by her own
penniless student-lads; and she was angered
with herself for feeling Sorrow for this little silly
tfing that she had loved to torture.

“You have been bad and buse to me ; but now
—1I bless you, I love you, I will pray for you,"
gaid Bébée, in a swift broken breath, and with a
look upon her fuce that startled nito pain her
callous enemy.

Then without another word, she thrust the
paper in her bosom, and ran out of the square
breathless with haste and with a great resolve.

He was ill—and he was poor! The brave
little soul of her leapt at once to action. lle
was sick, aud far away; and poor, they saide
All danger and all difficulty faded to nothing
before the vision of his need.
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Bébée was only a little foundling who ran about
in wooden shoes; but she had the * dog’s soul”
in her—the soul that will follow faithfully though
to receive a curse, that will defend loyally though
to meet a blow, and that will die mutely loving
to the last.

She went home, how she never knew; and
without the delay of a moment packed up a
chauge of linen, and fed the fowls and took
the key of the hut down' to old Jehan’s cabin.
The old man was only half-witted by reason
of his affliction for his dead daughter,
but he was shrewd enough to understand what
she wanted of him, and honest enough to do
it.

“I am going into the city,” she said to him;
‘“and if I am not back to-night, will you feed
the starling and the hens, and water the flowers
for me ?"” ,

Old Jehan put his head out of his lattice; it
“was seven in the evening, and he was going to
bed.

* What are you after, little one?” he asked;
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‘“ going to show the fine buckles at a students'
ball? Nay, fie—that is not like you.”

,“1 am going to—pray,— dear Jchan,” she
answered, with a sob in her throat and the
first falsehood she ever had told. ‘Do what
I ask you—do for your dend daughter’s sake—
or the birds and the flowers will die of hunger
and thirst. Take the key and promise me.”

He took the key and promised.

* Do not let them see those buckles shine;
they will rob you,” he added.

Bébée ran from him fast; every moment that
was lost was so precious and so terrible. To
pause a second for fear's sake never occurred to
her. She went forth as fearlessly as a young
swallow, born in northern April days, flies forth
on instinct to new lands and over unknown scas
when autumn falls.

Necessity and action bgeathed new life into
bher. The hardy and brave peasant ways of her
were awoke once more. She had bcen strong to
wait silently with the young life in her dying out
drop by drop in the Leartsickness of long delay.
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Bhe was strong now to throw herself into strange
countries and dim perils and immeasurable
miseries, on the sole chance that she might be of
service to him, .

A few human souls here and thers can love
like dogs. Bébée's was one.



CIIAPTER XXVL

€ Ay T was dark. The May days are short
5{£ in the north lands of the Scheldt.

She had her little winter cloak of frieze
and her wooden shoes and her little white cap, with’
the sunny curls rippling out of it in their pretty
tebellion. She had her little lanthorn too ; and
ner bundle ; and she had put a few fresh eggs in

“her basket, with some sweet herbs and the palm-
sheaf that Father Francis had blessed last Easter
—for who could tell, she thought, how ill he
might not be, or how poor 8

She hardly gave a look to the hut as she ran
by its garden gate ; all her heart was on in front,
in the vague far-off country where Lie lay sick unto
death,
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She ran fast through the familiar lanes into
the city. She was not very sure where Paris
was, but she had the name clear and firm, and
she knew that people were always coming and
going thence and thither, so that she had no fear
she should not find it.

She went straight to the big busy bewildering
place in the ILeopold quarter where the iron
horses fumed every day and night along the iron
ways. She had never been there before, but she
knew it was by that great highway that the traffic
to Paris was carried on, and she knew that it
would carrv people also as well.

There were bells clanging, lights flashing, and
erowds pushing and shouting, as she ran up—a
little grey figure, with the lantern spark glim-
mering like any tiny glow-worm astray in a gas-
lit city.

“To Paris ?” she asked, entreatingly, going
where she saw others going, to a little grated
wicket in & wall.

‘ Twenty-seven francs-—qmck 1” they de-
manded of her.
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Bébée gave a great cry, and stood still,
trembling and trying not to sob aloud. She
hed never thought of money; she had forgotten
that youth and strength and love and willing feet
and piteous prayers—all went for nothing as this
world is made.

A hope flashed on her, and, a glad thought.
She loosed the silver b.uckles, and held them
out. .

% Would you take these? They are worth
much more.”

There was a derisive laughter; some one
bade her with an oath begone ; rough shoulders
jostled her away. She stretched her arms out
piteously.

¢ Take me—oh, pray take me! I will go with
the sheep, with the cattle—only, only, take
me!l"”

But in the rush and roar none heeded her;
some thief snatched the silver buckles from
her hand, and made off with them and was lost
in the throng; a great iron beast rushed by her,
snorting flame and bellowing smoke ; there was a
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roll like thunder, and all was dark: the night
express had passed on its way to Paris.

Bébée stood still, crushed for a moment with
the noise und the cruelty and the sense of abso-
lute desolation; she scarcely noticed that the
buckles had been stolen; she had only one
thought—to get to Paris.

“ Can I never go without money ?"” she asked
at the wicket; the man there glanced a mo-
ment, with a touch of pity, at the little wistful
face.

““ The least is twenty francs—surely you must
know that ?’’ he said, and shut his grating with
& clang.

Bébée turned away and went out of the great
cruel tumultuous place ; her heart ached and her
brain was giddy, but the sturdy courage of her
nature rose to need.

¢ There is no way at all to go without money
to Paris, I supp;)se? " ghe asked of an old
woman whom she knew a little, who sold nuts
and little pictures of saints and wooden play-
things under the trees, in the avenue hard by.
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The old woman shook her head.

‘“Eh ?—no, dear. There is nothing to be done
arywhere in the world without money. Look,
I cannot get a litre of nuts to sell unless I pay
beforehand.”

‘““ Would it be far to walk 2"

“Far! Iloly Jesus! It is right away in the
heart of Frunce—over two hundred miles, they
Bay straight out through the forest. Not
but what my son did walk it once—and he a
shoemanker, who knows what walking costs §
and he is well to do there now—not that he
ever writes. When they want notlang people
uever write."”

¢ And he walked into Paris ? "

“Yes, ten years ago. He had nothing but a
few sous and an ash stick, and he had a faucy to
try his luck there. And after all our feet were
given us to travel with. If You go there and you
sce him, tell him to send me something—I am
tired of selling rruts,”

Bébée said nothing, but went on her road ; since
there was no othar way but to walk she would
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take that way ; the distance and the hardship did
not appal two little feet that were used to
traverse so many miles of sun-baked summer
dust and of frozen winter mud unblenchingly
year after year.

The time it would take made her heart sink
indeed. He was ill. God knew what might
happen. But neither the length of leagues nor
the fatigue of body daunted her. She only saw
his eyes dim with pain and his lips burned with
fever.

She would walk twenty miles a day, and
then, perhaps, she might get lifts here and
there on hay waggons or in pedlars’ carts;
people had always used to be kind to her.
Anyhow she counted she might reach Paris
well in fifteen days.

She sat under a shrine in a bye street a
moment, and counted the copper pieces she
had on her; t.he); were few, and the poor pretty
buckles that she might have sold to get
money, were stolen.

She bad some twenty sous and a dozen eggs;
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shs thought she might live on that; she had
wanted to take the eggs to him, but after all,
te keep life in her until she could reach Paris
was the one great thing.

¢ What a blessing it is to have been born poor;
and to have lived hardly—one wants so little ! ”
she thought to herself. .

Then she put up the sous in the linen bosom
of her gown, and trimmed her little lantern and
knelt down in the quiet darkness and prayed a
moment, with the hot agonised tears rolling dowg
her face, and then rose and stepped out bravely
in the cool of the night, on the great'south-west
road towards Paris.

The thought never once crossed her to turn
back, and go again into the shelter of her own
little hut among the flowers. He was sick
there, dying, for anything she knew—thav was
the only thing she remembergd.

It was a clear, starlit night, and everywhere
the fragrance Jf the spring was borne in from
the wide green plains, and the streams where
the rushes were blowing.
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She walked ten miles easily, the besautifu1
grey shadow all about her. She had never been
so far from home in all her life, except to thai
one Kermesse at Mechlin. But she was not
afraid.

With the movement, and the air, and the sense
that she was going to him, which made her happy
even in her misery, something of the old, sweet,
lost fancies came to her. ,

She smiled at the stars through her tears, and
ag the poplars swayed and murmured in the wind,
they looked to her like the wings and the swords
of a host of ungels.

Her way lay out through the forest, and in
that sweet green woodland, she was not afraid
«—no more afraid than the fawns were.

At Boitsfort she shrank a little, indeed.
Here there were the open-air restaurants, and
the café gardens all’ alight for the pleasure-
seekers from the city; here there were musie
and laughter, and hovs~s with brass bells, and
bright colours on high i1 the wooden balconies,
and beiow among the blossoming hawthorn
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hedges. She had to go through it all, and she
shuddered a little as she ran, thinking of that
one priceless, deathless, forest day when he had
kissed her first.

But the pleasure people were all busied with®
their mirth and mischief, and took no notice of
the little grey figure in the starry night. She
went on along the grassy roads, under the high
arching trees, with the,hoot of the owls and the
c;y of the rabbits on the stillness.

At Groenendael, in the heart of the foregt,
midnight was striking as she entered the village.
Everyone was asleep. The lights were all out.
The old ruined priory frowned dark under the
clouds.

She shivered a little again, and began to feel
chill and tired, yet did not dare to knock at
any one of the closed house-doors—she had no
money. T,

So she walked on her first ten unknown miles, *
meeting a few *people only, and being altogether
unmolested—a small grey figure, trotting w1 two
little wooden shoes.
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They thought her a peasant going to a fair or
n lace mill, and no one did her more harm than
to wish her good-night in rough Flemish. .

When the dawn began to whiten above the

lpla.ins; of the east, she saw an empty cowshed
filled with hay; she was a little tired, and lay
down and rested an hour or two, as a young
lamb might have lain on the dried clover, for she
knew that she must keep her strength and
husband her puwer, or never reach across the
dreary length of the foreign land to Paris.

But by full sunrise she was on her way again,
bathing her«face in a brook and buying a sou’s
worth of bread and flet milk at the first cottage
that she passed in bright, leaf-bowered
Ioeylaert.

The forest was still all around her, with its
exquisite life of bough and blsssom, and murmur
of insect and of bird.* She told her beads, pray-

. ing as she went, and was almost happy.

God would not let him die. 'Oh no, not till
she had kissed him once more, and could die
with him,
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The hLares ran across the path, and the blue
butterflies flew above head. There was purple
‘gloom of pinewood, and sparkling verdure of
aspen and elm. There were distant church
carillons ringing, and straight golden shafts of
sunshine streaming.

She was quite sure God would not let him
die. .

She hoped that he might be very poor. At
fimes he had talked ‘us if he were, and then
she might be of so much use. She knew how
to deal with fever and suffering. She had Sut
up many a night with the children of the village.
The grey sisters had taught her many of their
ways of battling with disease; and she could
make fresh cool drinks, and she could brew
seautiful remedies from simple herbs. There
was so much that she might do ; her fancy played
with it almost happily. And then, only to touch
his Liand, only to hear l1s voice ; her heart rose,
at the thoughy, as a lark to its morning song.

At Rixensart, buried in its greenery, as she
went through it in morning light, some peasants
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greeted her cheerily, and called to her to rest in
a house-porch, and gave her honey and bread.
She could not eat much; her tongue was parched
and her throat was dry, but the kindness was
«precious to her, and she went on her road the
stronger for it.

“Itis a long way to walk to Paris,” said the
woman, with some curious wonder. Bébée
smiled, though her eyes érew wet.

“ She has the look of the little Gesu,” sald
the Rixensart people, and they watched her away
wich a vague timid pity.

So she went on through Ottignies and La
Roche, to Viilers, and left the great woods and
. the city chimes behind her, and came through the
green abbey valleys through Tilly and Ligny, and
Fleurus, and so into the coal and iron fields that
Iie round Charleroi.

Here her heart grew. sick, and her courage sank
under the noise and the haste, before the black-
‘ness and the hideousness. She Lad never seen
anything like it. She thought it was hell, with
the naked, swearing, fighting people, and the
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red fires leaping night and day. Nevertheless,

if hell it were, since it lay betwixt her and him,

she found force to brave and cross it.
® The miners and glass-blowers and nail-makers,
rough and fierce and hard, frightened her. The
women did not look like women, and the childrent
ran and yelled at her, and set their dogs upon
her. The soil was thick with dust like soot, and
the trees were seared and brown. There was ne
peace in the place, and no loveliness. Eighty
thousand folks toiled together in the hope-
less Tophet, and swarmed, and struggled, ‘md
laboured, and multiplied, in joyless and endless
wrestling against hunger and deatla

She got through it somehow, hiding often from
the ferocious youngsters, and going sleepless®
rather than lie in those dens of filth; but
she seemed so many, many years older when
Charleroi lay at last behind her—so many, many
years older than when she had sat and spun in
the garden at home. .
‘When she ‘was once in the valley of the Sambre

ghe was more hersclf again, only she felt weaker
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than she had ever done, because she only dared
to spend one of her sous each day, and one sot
got so little food.

In the woods and fields about Alne she beger
to breathe again, like a bird loosed to the air

" after being shut in a wooden trap. Green corn,
green boughs, green turf, mellow chimes of church
bells, humming of golden bees, cradle songs of
women spinning, homely odours of little herb
gardens and of orchard trtes under cottage walls
—these had been around her all her life; she
orly breathed freely amongst them.

She often felt tired, and her wooden shoes
were wearing so thin that the hot dust of the
road at noonday burnt her feet through them.
Sometimes, too, she felt a curious brief faintness
such as she had never known, for the lack of food
and the long fatigue began to tell even on her
hardy little body. But she went on bravely,
rarely doing less than her twenty miles a day,
and sometimes more, walking often in the night
to save time, and lying down in cowsheds or
under haystacks in the noontide.
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For the most part people were kind to her;

they saw she was so very young and so poor.
. Women would give her leave to bathe hersch
in their bed-chambers, and children would ask
her to wait on the village bench under the
chestnut tree, while they brought her their pet
lamb or their tumbler pigeons to look at, but,
for the most part—unless she was very, very
tired—she would not wait. It took her so long,
a1 who could tell how it fared with him in Paris ?

Into the little churches, scattered over the
wide countries between Charleroi and Erque-
linnes, she would turn aside, indeed ; but, then,
that was only to say a prayer for him; that was
not loss to him, but gain.

So she walked on until she reached the frontier
of France. She began to get a little giddy ; she
began to see the blue sky and the green leve!
always swirling round her as if some one were
spinning them to frighten her; but still she would
not be afraid ; she went on, and on, and on, till
she set her last step on the soil of Flanders.

Here a new strange, terrible, incomprehensible
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obstacle opposed her : she had no papers; they
thrust her back and spoke to her as if she were
a criminal. She could not understand what they
could mean. She had never heard of these laws
and rules. She vaguely comprehended that she
must not enter France, and stunned and heart-
broken she dropped down under a tree, and for
the first time sobbed as if her very life would
weep itself away.

She could see nothing, understand nothing.
There were the same road, the same hedges, the
pame fields, the same white cottages, and peasants
in blue shirts and dunhued oxen in the waggons.
She saw no mark, no difference, ere they told
her where she stood was Belgium, and where
they stood was France, and that she must not
pass from one into the other.

The men took no notice of her. They went
back into their guardhouse, and smoked and
drank. A cat sunned herself under a scarlet
bean. The white clouds sailed on before a
southerly sky. She might die here—he there—

and nothing seemed to care.
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After a while an old hawker came up; he was
travelling with wooden clocks from the Black
Forest. He stopped and looked at her, and
asked her what she ailed.

She knelt down at his feet in the dust.

‘“ Oh, help me!” she cried to him. “ Oh,
pray, belp me! I have walked all the way from
Brussels—that is my country, and now they will
not let me pass that house where the soldiers are.
THey say I have no papérs. What papers should
I have? I do not know. When one has done
no harm, and does not owe a sou anywhere, and
bas walked all the way—1Is it money that they
want? I have none; and they stofe my silver
clasps in Brussels; and if 1 do not get to Paris
I must die—die without seeing him again—ever
again, dear God!"

She dropped her head upon the dust and
crouched and sobbed there, her courage broken
by this new barrier that she had never dreamed
would come begween herself and Paris.

The old bhawker looked at her thoughtfully.
He had seen much of men and women, and
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knew truth from counterfeit, and he was moved
by the child’s agony.
He stooped and whispered in her ear.

“ Get up quick, and I will pass you. It is
against the law, and I may go to prison for it.
Never mind; one must risk something in this
world, or else be a cur. My daughter has stayed
behind in Marbais sweethearting; her name is
on my passport, and her age and face will do for
yours. Get up and follow me close, and I will"get
you through. Poor little soul, whatever your woe
£s it is real enough, and you are such a young and
pretty thing. Get up, the guards are in their
house, tlle)" have not seen; follow me, and you
must not speak a word ; they must take you for

a German, dumb as wood.”
She got up and obeyed him, not comprehend-

ing, but only vaguely seeing that he was friendly
to her, and would pass her over into France.

The old man made a little comedy at the barrier,
and scolded her as though she were his daughter
for losing her way as she came to meet him, and
then crying like a baby.
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The guards looked at her carelessly, joked
the hawker on her pretty face, looked the papers
ovgr, and let her through, believing her the child
of the clock-maker of the Hartz. Some lies are
blessed as truth.

*‘I have done wrong in the law, but not before
God, I think, little one,” said the pedlar. Nay
—4o not thank me, or go on like that; we are
in sight of the Customs men still, and if they
suspected, it would be the four walls of a cell only
that you and I should see to-night. And now tell
me your story, poor maiden—why are you on foot®
through a strange country ?”

But Bébée would not tell him her .story; she
was confused and dazed still. She did not know
rightly what had happened to her; but she could
not talk of herself, nor of why she travelled thus
to Paris.

The old hawker got crpss at her silence,
and called her an unthankful’jade, and wished
that he had left.her to her fate, and parted com-
pany with her at two cross-roads, saying his path
did not lie with hers; and then when he had done
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that, was sorry, and being a tender-hearted soul,
hobbled back, and would fain press a five-franc
pieee on her; and Bébée, refusing it all the while,
kissed his old brown hands and blessed him, and
broke away from him, and so went on again soli-
tary towards St. Quentin.

The country was very flat and poor, and yet
the plains had a likeness in them to her own wide
Brabant downs, where the tall green wheat was
blowing and the barges dropping down the sfug-
gish streams.
¢ She was very footsore; very weary; very
hungry so often ; but she was in France—in his
country ;—and her spirit rose with the sense of
that nearness to him.

After all God was so good to her; there
were fine bright days and nights ; a few showers
had fallen, but merely passing ones; the air
was 8o cool and so, balmy that it served her
almost as food ; and she seldom found people so
" unkind that they refused for her single little sou
to give her a crust of bread and let her lie in an

outhouse.
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After all God was very good; and by the
sixteenth or seventeenth day she would be in

tle city of Paris.

She was a little lightheaded at times from in-
sufficient nourishment; especially after waking
from strange dreams in unfamiliar places ; some-
times the soil felt tremulous under her, and the
sky spun round; but she struggled agninst the
feejing, and kept a brave heart, and tried to be
afraid of nothing.

Sometimes at night she thought she saw olq
Annémie. “But what if I do?"” she said to
herself ; ‘“ Annémie never will hurt me.”

And now, as she grew nearer her goal, her
natural buoyancy of spirit returned as it had
never done to her since the evening that he had
kissed and left her. As her body grew lighter
and more exhausted, her fancy grew keener and
more dominant. All things‘of the earth and air
spoke to her as she went along as they had used
to do. All that she had learned from the books
m the long cold months came to her clear and
wonderful. Sbhe was not so very ignoraut now—
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ignorant, indeed, beside him—but still knowing
something that would make her able to read to
him if he liked it, and to understand if he talkegd
of grave things.

She had no fixed thougkt of what she would
be to him when she reached him.

She fancied she would wait on him, and
tend him, and make hix'n well, and be caressed
by him, and get all gracious pretty things of
leaf and blossom about him, and kneel at his
feet, and be quite happy if he only touched her
now and then with his lips ;—her thoughts went
no farther than that ;—her love for him was of
that intensity and absorption in which nothing
but itself is remembered.

‘When a creature loves much, even when it 1s
as little and as simple a soul as Bébée, the
world and all its people and all its laws and
ways are as nought. ,They cease to exist; they
are as though they had never been,

Whoever recollects an outside world may play
with passion, or may idle with sentiment, but
does not love.
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8She did not hear what the villagers said to her.
She did not see the streets of the towns as she
passed them. She kept herself clean always, and
broke fast now and then by sheer instinct of
habit, nothing more. She had no perception
what she did, except of walking—walking—
walking always, and seeing the white road go by
like pale ribbons unrolled. ’

She got a dreamy, ix;tense, sleepless light in
hé& blue eyes that frightened some of those she
passed. They thought she had been fever
stricken, and was not in her senses. .

So she went across the dreary lowlands, wearing
out her little sabots, but not wea;'ing out her
patience and her courage.

She was very dusty and jaded. Her woollen
skirt was stained with weather and torn with
briars. But she had managed always to wash
her cap white in brook.water, and she had
managed always to keep her’ pretty bright curls
soft and silgen—for he had liked them so"
much, and he would soon draw them through

his haod again. S0 she told herself a thousand
x
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times to give her strength when the mist would
come over her sight, and the earth would seem
to tremble as she went. On the fifteenth day
from the night when she had left her hut by the
awans’ water, Bébée saw Paris.

Shining away in the sun; white and gold;
amongst woods and gardens she saw Paris.

She was so tired'—-oh, 8o tired—but she could
not rest now. There wére bells ringing always
in her ears, and a heavy pain always in hcr
head. But what of that >—she was so near
tochim.

‘“Are you ill, you little thing?” a woman
asked her who was gathering early cherries in
the outskirts of the great city.

Bébée looked at her and smiled: “I do not
know—1I am happy.”

And she went onward.

It was evening. The sun had set. She had
not eaten for twenty-four hours. But she could
not pause for anything now. She crossed the
gleaming river, and she heard the cathedral
shixaes, Paris in all its glory was about her, but

.
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she took no more note of it than a pigeon that
flies through it intent on reaching home.

. No one looked at or stopped her; a little dusty
peasant with a bundle on a stick over her shoulder.

The click clack of her wooden shoes on the,
bot pavements made none look up ; little rustics
came up every day like this to make their fortunes
in Paris. Some grew into goiden pninted silken
tflowers, the convolvuli of their brief summer
days; and some drifted into the Seine water,
rusted, wind-tossed, fallen leaves, that were
wanted of no man. Anyhow it was so commeon
to see them, pretty but homely things, with their
noisy shoes and their little all in a.bundle, that
no one even looked once at Bébée.

She was not bewildered. As she had gone
through her own city, only thinking of the roses
in her basket, and of old Annémie in her garret,
so she went through Paris, only thinking of him
for whose sake she had come’thither.

Now that she was really in his home she way
happy ; happy though her head ached with that

dull ndd pain, and all the sunny glare wext
x$3
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round and round like a great gilded humming-
top, such as the babies clapped their hands at
at Kermesse. .

She was happy; she felt sure now that God
.would not let him die till she got to him. She was
quite glad that he had left her all that long,
terrible winter, for she had learned so much and
was 8o much more fitted to be with him.

Weary as she was, and sirange as the pain in her
head made her feel, she was happy, very happy’;
a warm flush came on her little pale cheeks as she
theught how soon he would kiss them, her whole
body thrilled with the old sweet nameless joy that
she had sickened for in vain so long.

Though she saw no thing else that was around
her, she saw some little knots of moss roses that a
girl was selling on the quay, as she used to sell
them in front of the Maison du Roi. She had
only two sous left, but she stopped and bought
two little rosebuds to take to him. He had used
to care for them so much in the summer in Bra-
bant.

The girl who sold them told her the way to
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—

the street he lived in ; it was not very far off the
quay. She seemed to float on air, to have wings
dike the swallows, to hear beautiful music alk
around. She felt for her beads, and said aves of
praise. God was so good.

It was quite night when she reached the
street, and sought the numper of his house.
She spoke his name spftly, and trembling very
much with joy, not with any fear, but it seemed
to her too sacred a thmn ever to utter aloud.

An old man looked out of a den by the door,
and told her to go straight up the stairs to the
third floor, and then turn to the right. The old
man chuckled as he glanced after her, and listened
to the wooden shoes pattering wearily up the
broad stone steps.

Bébée climbed them—ten, twenty, thirty,
forty. ‘“He must be very poor!” she thought, “to
live so high,” and yet the place was wide and
handsome, and had a look of riches. Her heart
beat so fast, she felt suffocated; her limbs shoouk,
her eyes had a red blood-like mist floating before
them; but she thanked God each step she
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climbed—a moment, and she would look upon
the only face she loved.

¢ He will be glad ;—oh, I am sure he will be
glad !” she said to herself, as a fear that had
‘never before come near her touched her for a
moment—if he should not care ?

But even then, what did it matter ? Since he
was ill she should be there to watch him night
and day, and when he ,was well again, if l.le
should wish her to go away—one could always
die.

"« But he will be glad—oh, I know he will be
glad,” she said to the rose-buds that she carried
to him. “ And if God will only let me save his
life, what else do I want more ?”

His name was written on a door before her.
The handle of a bell hung down, she pulled it
timidly, The door unclosed, she saw no one,
and weut through. * There were low lights
burning. There were heavy scents that were
strange to her. There was a fantastic gloom
from old armour, and old weapons, and old pic-
tures in the dull rich chambers. The sound
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of her wooden shoes was lost in the softness
and thickness of the carpets.

It was not the home of a poor man. A great
werror froze her heart ;—if she were not wanted
Yere ? o

She went quickly through three rooms, seeing
no one, and at the end of the third there were
folding doors. .

“It is I—Bdébee,” she said softly, as she
pushed them gently .upart.; and she held out the
two moss rosebuds.

Theu the words died on her lips, and a great
vorror froze her, still and silent, there.

She saw the dusky room as in a dream.
She saw him stretched on the bed, leaning on,
his elbow, laughing, and playing cards upon
the lace coverlet. She saw women with loose
shining hair and bare linbs, and rubies and
diamonds glimmering rqd and white. She saw
men lying about upon the couch, throwing dice
und drinking and laughing one with another.

Beyond all she saw against the pillows of his bed
8 beautiful brown wicked-looking thing like some
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velvet snake who leaned over him as he threw
down the painted cards upon the lace, and who
had cast about his throat her curved bare arm.
with the great coils of dead gold all a-glitter
pn it,

And above it all there were odours of wines
and flowers, clouds pf smoke, shouts of laughter,
music of shrill gay voices.

She stood like a frozen creature and saw—the
rose-buds in her hand. Then with a great
piercing cry she let the little roses fall, and
turaed and fled. At the sound he looked up and
saw her, and s'hook his beautiful brown harlot off
bhim with an oath.

But Bébée flew down through the empty
chambers and the long stairway as a hare flies
from the hounds; her tired feet never paused,
her aching limbs never slackened; she ran on
and on, and on, into the lighted streets, into the
fresh night air; on, and on, and on, straight to
the river. .

From its brink some man’s strength caught
and held her. She struggled with it.
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“ Let me die, let me die!” she shrieked to him
and strained from him to get at the cool grey
siJent water that waited for her there.

Then she lost all consciousness, and saw the
stars no more.

When she came back to any sense of life, the
stars were shining still, and th.e face of Jeannot
was bending over her, wet with tears.

He had followed her to Paris when they had
midsed her first, and had come straight by train
to the city, making sure it was thither she had
come, aud there had sought her many days;
watching for her by the house of Flamen.

She shuddered away from him as he held her,
and looked at him with blank tearless eyes.

“ Do not touch me—take me home.”

That was all she ever said to him. She nevers
asked him or told him anything. She never
noticed that it was strange that he should have
been here upon the river bank. * He let her be, and
took her silently in the cool night back by the
fron ways to Brabant.



CHAPTER XXVIL

waggon, with the dark lands rushing
by her. She never spoke at all. She
had a look that frightened him upon her face.
When he tried to touch her hand, she shivered
away from him.

The charcoal - burner, hardy and strong
amongst forest -reared men, cowered like a
child in a corner, ard covered his eyes and wept.

So the night wore away.

She had no perception of' anything that
happened to her until she was led through her
own little garden in the early day, and her
atarling cried to her “ Bonjour, Bonjour !"” Even
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then she only looked about her in a bewildered
way, and never spoke.
® Were the sixteen days a dream ?

She did not know.

The women whom Jeannot summoned, his®
mother and sisters, and Meére Krebs, and one or
two others, weeping for whathad been the hard-
ness of their hearts against her, undressed her.
agd laid her down on Jder little bed, and opened
the shutters to the radiance of the sun.

She let them do as they liked, only she seemed
neither to hear nor see, and she never spoke. )

All that Jeannot could tell was thathe had found
her in Paris, and had saved her from the river.

1'he women were sorrowful, and reproached
themselves. Perhaps she had done wrong, but
they had been harsh, and she was so young.

The two little sabots with the holes worn:
through the soles touched them ; and they blamed
themselves for having shut their hearts and thein
doors against her as they saw the fixed bluc eyes,
without any light in them, and the pretty mouth
closed close against either sob or smile.

After all gha was Réhéa—the little hricht blithe
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thing that had danced with their children, and
sung to their singing, and brought them always
the first roses of the year. If she had been led
astray, they should have been gentler with her.

80 they told themselves and each other.

‘What had she seen in that terrible Paris to
change her like this 2—they could not tell. She
never spoke. .

The cock crowed gaily to the sun. The laml
bleated in the meadow. The bees boomed
amongst the pear-tree blossoms. The grey
lavender blew in the open house-door. The
green leaves threw shifting shadows on the floor.

All things were just the same as they had been
the year before, when she had woke to the joy of
being & girl of sixteen.

But Bébée now lay quite still and silent ox
her little bed; as quiet as the waxen Gesa that
they laid in the manger at the Nativity.

“If she would only speak!” the women and
the children wailed, weeping sorely.

But she never spoke; nor did she seem ta
know any one of them. Not even the starling,
as he flew on her pillow and called her.
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“ Give her rest,” they all said; and one by
one moved away, being poorfolk and hard-working,
apd unable to lose a whole day.

Meére Krebs stayed with her, and Jeannot sat
in the porch where her little spinning wheel
stood, and rocked himself to and fro; in vain
agony, powcrless. .

He had done all he could, and it was of no
avail,

T'hen people who had Toved her, hearing, came
up the green lanes from the city—the cobbler and
the tinman, and the old woman who sold saints
pictures by the Broodhuis. The Viirnhart children
hung about the garden wicket, frightened and
gobbing. ©Old Jéhan beat his knees with his
hands, and said only, over and over again,
¢ Apother dead—another dead!-—the red mill
and I see them all dead.”

The long golden day drifted away, and the
swans swayed to and fro, and the willows grew
silver in the sumshine.

Bébée, only, lay quite still and never spoke.
The starling sat above her head; his wings
drooped, and he was silent too.
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Towards sunset Bébée raised herself and
called aloud : they ran to her.
¢ Get me a rosebud—one with the moss round
it,”’ she said to them.
They went out into the garden, and brought
her one wet with dew.
She kissed it, and laid it in c.. of her little
wooden shoes that stood upon the bed.
‘“Send them to him,” she said wearily; * tell
him I walked all the way.” '
Then her head drooped ; then momentary con-
sciousness died out: the old dull, lifeless look
crept over her face again like the shadow of death.
The starling spread his broad black wings
above her head. She lay quite still once more.
The women left the rosebud in the wooden
shoes, not knowing what she meant.
Night fell. Meére Krebs watched beside her.
Jeannot went down tg the old church to beseech
_heaven with all his simple, ignorant, tortured
soul. The villagers hovered about, talking in
low sad voices, and wondering, and dropping -ne
by one into their homes. They were sorry, very
vorry; hut what could they do ?
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It was quite night. The lights were put out
in the lane. Jeannot, with Father Francis,
prayed before the shrine of the Seven Sorrows.
Meére Krebs slumbered in her rush-bottomed
thair; she was old and worked hard. The star-
ling was awake.

Bébée rose in her bed, and looked around, as
she had done when she had asked for the moss

rosebud.

2 sense of unutterable universal pain ached
over all her body.

She did not see her little home, its four white
walls, its luttice shining in the moon, its wooden
VYowls and plates, its oaken shelf a.nd.presses, ite
plain familiar things that once had been so dear:
—she did not see them ;—she only saw the brown
woman with her arm about his throat.

She sat up in her bed and slipped her feet
on to the ground ; the pretty little rosy feet that
he had used to want to °clothe in silken
stockings. .

Poor little feet! she felt a curious compas-
gion for them ;—they had served her so well, and
they were so tired.
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She sat up a moment with that curious
dull agony, aching everywhere in body and in
brain. She kissed the rosebud once more,
and laid it gently down in the wooden shoe.
Bhe did not see anything that was around
her. She felt a great dulness that closed
in on her; a great weight that was like iron
on her head. '

She thought she was in the strange, noisy,
cruel city, with the river close to her, and all her
dead dreams drifting down it like murdered
clildren, whilst that woman kissed him.

She slipped her feet on to the floor, and rose
and stood u[;right. There was a door open to
the moonlight—the door where she had sat
spinning and singing in a thousand happy days;
the lavender blew; the tall, unbudded green
lilies swayed in the wind; she looked at them,
and knew none of them.

The night air drifted through her linen dress,:
“and played on her bare arms, and lifted the curls
of her hair; the same air that had played witk
ner so many times out of mind when she had
been a little tottering thing that measured its
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height by the red rosebush. But it brought her
no sense of where she was.

All she saw was the woman who kissed him.
*There was the water beyond; the kindly

calm water, all green with the moss and the
nests of the ouzels and the boughs of the
hazels and willows, where the swans were asleep
in the reeds, and the broad l#lies spread wide
and cool .

Rut she did not see any memory in it. She
thought it was the cruel grey river in the
strange white city; and she cried to it; and.
went out into the old fumiliar ways, and knew
none of them; and ran feebly yet tleetly through
the bushes and flowers, looking up once at the
stars with a helpless broken blind look, like a
thing that is dying.

““ He does not want me!” she said to them.
*He does not want me ! —other women kiss him
there ! ” *.

Then with a low fluttering sound like a bird's
when its wings are shot, and yet it tries to rise,
she hovered a moment over the water, and
stretched her armsout to it.
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“ He does not want me ! "’ she murmured ; * he
does not want me——and I am so tired. Dear God!”

Then she crept down, as & weary child creeps
to its mother, and threw herself forward, and let
the green dark waters take her where they had
found her amidst the lilies, a little laughing
yearling thing.

There she soon lay, quite quiet, with her
face turned to the stars, and the starling poised
above to watch her as she slept. -

She had been only Bébée—the ways of God
Aand man had been too hard for her.

When tlie messengers of Flamen came that day,
they took him back a dead moss-rose and a pair
of little wooden shoes worn through with walking.

“One creature loved me once,” he says to
women who wonder why the wooden shoes are
there.
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a and Quiddities. Selected b
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cloth, 1s. net.
ANDERSON (MARY).—Othello’s

pation. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.

ANTROBUS {C. L.), Novels by.

Crown 8vo, cluth, 6s. cach.
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Yerbsna cnnt:“l.h suph-.noti-.

The 1v or{
The Rebel Quesn.
e Dreams of Avarice.
ith 12 nlu:louuonl by W, H, HYDE.

&c. With Frontis
evolt of l.:n'.' ©
ter Craft

BIBLIOTAECA ROMANICA: A
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poot 8vo, lllustrated boards, 2s,

l’l’mts

BILL NYE’S Comic Histor;
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Frontispiece. small demy 8vo, buckram,
124, net ; haif-leather, 155, net
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The lom of Madeline.
Love Me for Rve
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The
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Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

Red and White Heather.

» Andromeda.

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 64, egch.
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God and the llan.
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CAINE (HALL), Novels by.

Crown 8vu, cloth, 3s. 6d, euch ; post 8vo,
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of the ‘Black Prince'
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picture boards, 25,
CAMPBELL (A. QODRIC). —
a Daughter of

Fleur- de- Camp:
France. Crowu v, cloth, os.
CAPTAIN COIGNET, Soldier
of t.lu Empire. Edited by LOREZDAN
LARCHRY, and Translated by drs, CARKY.
‘With loo Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cloth, 3+.6d.
CARLYLE (THOMAS).—On the
“Chelce ef Books. Post 8vo. cloth. 15.6d.
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CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) Workl.
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.ui his Times and his Work. By Mrs,

. R. HAWKIS. Demy 8vo, cloth, u.ﬁ
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____Tho Cable-man, Crown 8vo, cloth, 65,

CHESS, The Laws and Practice
of, \With an Analysis of the Openin,
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I, B. WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, s,
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8vo, cloth, 2. 0.
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*I'he Colour of Paris. By scveral
FRENCH AUTRORS, Illustrated in Thres
Ctlonm and Sepla by the J:

st, YOSHIO M.uumw. [Py eparing

Ocu Janun.lem and Damascus.
Bny MARGOLIOUTH, Litt,D, With
Tliustrations in Three Colours by W.5 S,

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).—Ev
lnch a Soldler, Crown 8vo, clo ,
3s 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

¢ TYRWHITT, , and REGINALD
BARRA A.R.W s o
AC)

COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By
W, M. HUTCHISON, Cr.avo.cl,u 6d.

Wllg lllustmunm in ﬂ‘:ree Colours by
!mu Anmm;, and Two Maps
'.lnin

COLTON (ARTHUR), — The
ed Seas. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s, 6.

Francis. By Mrs,
onu‘r Gomf.

‘With Introduction by
. KERR LAWSON, Illustrations in Thfee
Colonel R, GOFF, and

ucllom of the chief Franciscan

COMPENSATION ACT (THE),
Who

yhat, and wheale 1o applicable.

By A. CLEMENT EDWARDS, M.P, Crown

avo, ts net; cloth, 1s. 6d, net.

Pal Prtt‘anug
'D-von-hinz‘ its Moorland
[-13 and L. By L:m-,
RQSALIND NORIHCOTE. With Illustra-
tiohs in Three Colours by F. J. WIDGERY.
e I Praparing|
Large faohcag 4to, cloth, ros. 64, net each,
"Yan
MAYSIURGR-HENDERSON. With 3o [Hus.
'rhree Co!ouu by REGINALD
ofol.hdr Citzes and Sites in Porto-
‘With 30 Itlus-.
y BTANLEY

y BERYL DE SRLINCOURT and
i
trl. with some Ac-
By A. C, INCHBOLD.
&:‘k Tren, Coloves b
{Now.

COMPTON

The Iz Immfﬂ !;EBE-'-I T N“m?
8vo, cloth, 32, 6y

The wCrowu 5\ cloxb_, 6s. each.

5 PER (B. H., N

amilton. * Crown lvq,
uom 34, 6d.

The M 1m, Crown 8¥o,
« ﬁw avtg, Glath, 8z, \i



Gog‘ﬁﬁr&tbu?ogulbr
' otoulcoul' ke K u‘h""'"""‘
ONT, “F.RS.:. With two tes

Gmx CRUIKSHANK, Cr. lvo,cl.,n.

COURT (The) ol tl:e Tullorl»,
.

e wrs, By Lorm Hond
8vo, cloth, 7s. 63 net,
COVENT GARDEN THBATRE'

Annals of, from 1732 to &
ENRY SAXE WYNDHAM. With a:;' Tiiua,
trations. Two Vols., domy 8vo, cl, 212, net

CRADDOCK (c. EG BBHZ._I;%
-m-. crown 8vo, cloth, 3. 64.;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

ﬂl- Yanished Star. Cr8vo,cl, 3s. 6d.

The Windfall. Crown 8ve, cloth, 6s.
CRBSSWELL (HENRY). — A
Lady of rule. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
CRIM (MA’I"I‘).-Adventum ot
aFalr Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31 64. ;

0, illustrated boarde, 2«. 3
3mm¥'vﬂ'ﬁ (S. Ryand ofhegl.—-

‘Tales Coast. Ry R.
CRocxm. Glu!ln‘r PARKER, HAROLD

. FREDERI xc’.i ., and W RK RUSSELL.
‘With 13 rations by FRANK BRANG-
‘WYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64.

E rs. ovoli
8vo, cloth. 3s. 64. each

MARTHS unz, mm.m

z:.;m::mm‘“

cloth,

CUMMING ©€. R GORDem
Intm l-l.brld ‘Vlthalllnltnu::

In_the Himalayas
1 dlm Plains. With

Years ei,u-o
\\ ith 28 ﬁrallmﬂ.
Wia Corn o Kgypst. honlli.

CUSSANS (.IOHN E.).—A Hand=
Hernldry; Including tnstruc®

Honl lor Tudn ‘ediyrees, Declphering
Anclent MSS,. &0, With ¢o8 Woodcats

anda Colrd, a'e-. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6
CYCLING, HUMOURS OF, - By
RROME K. JRROME, H. G. WELLS, BARRY

’AIN, C. ROOK, PRTT Ribax, J. ¥, SuLLI-

VAN, &c, With lilusts. Cr, 8vo, el 3s. net.

DAUDET (ALPHONSE) — The

Evangelist ;
Translated by . Mmr Cr,
cloth, 3s5.6d. ; post 8vo, mmtratcd bds., 8.

by. Crown
post 8vo, lllustrated boards, as. each ;
cloth lim& as, Gd each

A ll.ra of Mr“ ) Mr, Jorvis.

DANBY (FRANK).—A Coquette
in Crape. Foolscap 8vo, cloth, 13, nat,

DA\ENANT (FRANCIS o] lm

Diana Barrington;
amily ik
EE R Ty S
Married or ll lh

Cm;a ‘$vo, cloth, tfr :‘d each.
om of Kerry:
i B e e paie
rence; With's mum. bys. PAG
Phe Cat's-paw. With lm.ﬂolll
by FRED o
nhmnuou by F. PEGRAM,
' c:awnawlan‘ ;:k;th uoach post 8vo,
3-' 3
stiom. | Bome One Elss.
“To Lat. Pon 8vo, pictm boards, 25, ;
cloth Ump, 2s.
: Ponun Dmow. mullm 8vo, 6d; each.

RAM,

Prof !or M m
-w§t_-.__r_.._ in Life, Crown "v_&_{z__
DAVIDSON (HUGH COLM

—Mr, Sadler's

8vo. cinth, 3s. 5“

DAVIES (Dr, N. B, voi,lcs-).

ks by. v n u.:ct
ng ‘ihazz- u'iﬁ-
Murse ul! ntes A Moth” a3
rh‘!m-b%c'!"’:t) ovgm tess
r : ap
(e Treatment of Gout by Dietr -
Atds to Long Crowii Bew, 25,1
cloth, 2s. 6 6.

DAVIES’ (snr Joﬂﬁ comgki;i

by Rev, A. B.m. ﬁ v
DEFOE (DANIBQ“_M ' %,

KSHANK,
g:mox Polt 8 cfnm,

=

.givd y.mb
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stodel

8vo, cloth, 3: M. each,

!h Poot and the
N nerﬂnoeu&e he lt.chan-mlld.‘

§, AURICE), The

- Jnurnnl o! ith a Mlemoir by SAINTE-
BEUVE. Fcap. 8vo, half<cloth, 21, 6d.

DE_ MAISTRE (XAVIER).—A

Journey Round my Room. Transl

HENRY ATTWKLL. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64.

DOBSON (AU&TIN). Workl"ly.

Thomas Bew
Wlth 95 lunsn. 8q. 8vo, cloth, 33, dd.

Crown 8vo, buckram, 63, each.
Four Frenchwomen. With !ou

Portraits,
e e Fes
n Three Serics, each 6s.; a FINE-

PAPER EDITIONS of u:a THREE SERIES,
pott 8vo cloth. 2. net cach ; leather,

DEMILLE JAMES).—AStrange| x P-.la.dln of Philanthropy, and
Manuscript found In a Copper othe; With 2 lllusu'lholu.
Cylinder.,  Crown Bvo, cloth, with 19 sld-'ulk tudles. whhsmum
Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL.;: 6d,:
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. DONOVAN (DICK) Detective

ries by. Pos 810 illustrated

DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The
ARTHUR W, CLAYDEN,
emy 8vo.cl,.105 6d. net.
itl Hoorlnndl,
s asts, Lady
ROSALIND Nou'mco‘rl. \vuh 1
tions in Three Colours by F. J. WiDBERY.
Large fcp. 1!0 cloth, 30s. net: a few
Special Copies, with mounted plates,
bound in par . 428, [Preparing,

DEWAR (T. R.. —A Ramble
Round the Globe. With 220 Iilustra-
hnns (‘mwn 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

(CHARLES), The
lpaaoha- of. Editcd and Annotated
by R. y SHEPHERD, With a Portrait.

Pott Bvo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3s. net.
The Pocket Charles Dickens:being
Favourite Passages chosen by ALFRED
H. HYATT, 16mo,cloth, gilt top, 2s, net ;

leather, gilt top, 3s. net,

stra~

L]

bozrdl. 2s. each cloth, 23, 6d. each,
Caaght at Last.
ln the Grip ot the Law:
Link by Lin

From lntormatlon Received.
Buspicion Aroused.

Riddles Read.

Tracked to Doom.

Crown 8vo, ci, 3s. 6d. each; picture el,
flat back, 12s. each; post ﬁvo. illustrated
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 23. 6d.each,

The Man from Mnnehelte

The Mystery of J -mnlc.

Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 64. e
Deacon Brodis : or, Behlnd the Mask,
Tyler !‘-.tloak,l'rlv-. Deatective.
Cr.8vo, cl., 3s.6d. ea. ; pict, cl. flat bk.- 2s. ea,
The Records of Yincent Trill.
Tales of Terror. ____
Crown 8vo, clg‘:h. 3s. 64, each ; post 8vo,

DICTIONARIES.

atrat ards, as, each; c!olh limp,
2.
chronlclal of Michael Dansvitch.

'he nel.derl Handbook of
us Names in Fiction, !l' k‘?l“vtl '!l‘ Tl;‘lumvh
At Boaont, B WRSNSESNER punenn?
0! P
By Rev, BOC BRenER LD, Ctown| Crown Bvo, picture cloth, fat back, as. each 3
. 8vo, cloth z: 6d. rostsvo. llustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth
Dictionary of  Miracles, 2. 6d. each,
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmauc. By anted!
Rev. E. C, Bnnwr.n, LLD. Crown 8vo, !'h. Man-.Hunter.
l‘zdoiil‘iu Kllusions. By WiLuiam A.| Dark Crown 8vo, cloth limp,
& ?hcg"z_‘m G. WHEELER, Demy 830, 3s. 6d.; ph.lure cloth, flat back, 2s.
oth, 75 net.
Familiar Short SBayings of Great| DOWLING (RICHARD). — OMd

Men. With Historicaland Ex ag:éory

Corcoran’s Money. Cr. 8vo, cl, 35.6d.

Notes by SAMUEL A. BENT, A,

L T - ———
lation: 3 ologic:

Historl nndAneedoaL gm own 8vo,

cloth, 6s,

s, Faag l:l. and Phrases: A
Dictionary of Curious, Qualnl and Out-
of-the-Way Matters, By ELIEZER
EDWARDS, Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 64

PILKE {Sir fHARLEs M.F ).
—The Brlthll Empire.
huckram, 3s.

“DRAMATrsrs, THE 9QLD.

CUNNINGHAM. Cr,
clolh witi Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol
Ben lonson’- Works. With Noh-,
Critical and Explanatory, and a
Enphlcal Memoir by WILLIAM thoan.
hree Vols.
Chapman’s Works. Three Vols. V.
I. contam: the Pla‘}- complete ; Vol. ll..
Poems and Minor tamlaﬂonn,

S (W. .).-—Poetlcal In-
muiﬂu and Eccentricities, Post

Essay by A. C, SWINBURNE ; Vd. Hl..
T of the lliad and Odyssey.
Mariowe's Werks. One Vol, -
Massinger’s From
¢ Text. Vol
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DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm
Qirdlestone.

DUMPV BOOKS (The)
Children. Roy. umu cloth, 15, net e
1. The F! The X
uml The Bnnool-hoy'- Appren-
tice. By E. V. Luc

DUMPY BOOKS-—continued;

Crown 8vo,cloth, 35.6d.| 34. The Little Soldiel Book.
Essix POPK. Ilustrated ln colours b;
for ENRY MAYER.

38. The Dutch Doll'n Ditties, By

C. AUBREY M0O
38 Ten Little ll(m Boys. By

NoORA Cask.

C Dumpty's Little Son.

8. Mrs. !‘nlnor'l

Stories.
85::0 Bad Family, By Mn.
4. The lcary of Little Black
dambo. By Htl.tu DBANNERMAN,
Hlustrated in colou
8. 'l'hc lounclrnl Lady. By THOMAS

7. l l'lo-nl Book, Ilustrated In
colours by NELLUIE BRNSON.

8. The Pink Knight. By [. R MON-
SELL. [lllustrated in colours.

[ '.l'h. Little Clown. By THOMAS

10 lH rae Book. By MaRY TOURTEL.
lllustrated in colours,

11, Litile People! an Alphabet. By
HENRY MAYER and T. W. H. CROSLAND.
Nlustrated in colours,

XK Dog Book. By ETHxL BICKNELL,
Wath Pictures 1 colouts by Cakron
MOORE PARK.

13. The Adventures of Samuel
anad Selina. By Jxan C. ARCiUKR.
Hiustrated 10 colours,

14. The LittleGirl Lost,
Raper,
18. Dollies,
IMustrated in colours by RuTH CORB.
16. The Bad Mrs. Ginger, By HONOR
C. APPLEION  Hllustraied i colours,
17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin-

tples, Ilustrated in colous,

18. Little White Barbara. By
ELKANOR MARCH. [llustrated in colours,

20. Towloocks and his Wooden
Horse. By ALICE M. AFPLEION.
s, tn colirs by HONOR C, APPLETON.

Little Foxes. By Many

Hlustrated in colours,

23. The Old Man's Bag. By T, \\,
H. CROSLAND. 1llus bv |, R. MONSEL!L,

23. Three Little Goblins, By M.
‘@. TAGGART _ Illustrated in colours,

824. Dumpy Proverbs. By HoONOR

APPLETON, [lllustruted in colours.

28. More Dollies By RiCHARD HUN-
TER, [llus, 1n cotours by Re1H CoBB,

28. l.lttl- Yellow Wang-lo. By M

Bgre.  IMlustrated i coiours,

97. PlainJane. Text by G M.GEORGE,
Ilustrated in c:lours by G. M, C, FRY.
28. The Man. By B.

MACKINNON and EDEN COYBER. lllus.

29. Fishywinkle. By JeAKC. ARCHER,

Jilustrated in colours,
oxalina. liusirated 1o colours by
juu C. ARCHER,

Sammy and the Snarlywink.
jlhmrned in colours by LE¥A and NOR-
MAN ACTLT,

Irens's Christmas Party.
RICHARD HUNTER. Itius, by Rm‘ucgll

By ELEANOR
By RICHARD HUNTER.

‘By HELEY R. CROSS.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE,
ook- by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 73, 64. each.
A S8oo De With x1z
llluslnllonu by ¥, TO\\‘M!ND.
An_American Girl in London.
‘With Ro llustrations by F, H. TOWNSRND,
The Gimple Adventures of &
Memsahib, With 7 [llufeationss
Crown Vo, cloth, 3v. hd each,
A Daughter of To-Day.
Yernon's Aunt. \Vith 1 Illustrations.

DYTT (ROMESH C.).—England
and Indla: Progress during Oge
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, as,

DYSON (EDWARD). — In the
Roaring Fifties. Crown 8vn, cloth, s,

EARLY ENGLISH POETS.e
Edited by Rev. A, B. GRosArT, D.D,
Crown 8vo, cln\h. 3v 6d. per Vulume.

Fletcher's (Giles) P One Vol,

Duvle-' (au- John) Complete
orks, 1T%®o Vulup

EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIB),
Novels by.
Point* of Honour. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s,
Arohlo Lovell, Crown 8vo, cloth,
s, Od. ; post 8vo, lilustrated boards, 2s,
A Plutor r Baint. Cr.svo, uoﬂ:. 3:. 6d,

EDWARDS (ELIEZER), W

ey of

Matters, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3, 6d,

EGERTON (Rev.
Sussex Folk and
With Four Illusts,

J. C)e—
Sussex Ways.
Four Illusts, Crown Bvo cloth, Sl.

EGALESTON _(ED Yo
S o Roxy. Fost 8vo, illustrated bo-rdl.u.

ELBE (LOUILS).— Puture Life
in the Light of Ancient Wisdom

and Modern Science. Crowa 8vo.,
cloth, 6s. net.

ENGLISHMAN (An) In P-rlst‘
Recollections of Louis ppc and

Empire, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64,

ENGLISHMAN’S HOUEE The: '
A Practical Guide for &lectlng or Bu!ldl
a House. By l.
Coloured Fronclnplecc and §;
tions, 8vo, cloth, 3s.

EYES, Our: How

Them. B
v, cloth te. Jo

o Preserve -
nnmm Crown' &



’o:

. mm = W mms, _uit.mmns,

. PAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis-|
Statues, - W aces,

vy’
" Ww%nm‘c‘m&n

y

Mis. WUMALD ‘(PBR%I!&. ;

dwl.n.ﬁq. . oug dva,

‘ot #vo, Llustral boml.u. 3 G

- lﬂo.dotll.v -6d. net, Post 8vo. Tt oA e
Bmum .suoa'r SAYINGS| malia ronne % “patis; T
MM.- M. Th.w“oc.tm“m.'
The 8600 Mrs, Tillotson.
FA%:DAY (M:ICPAEL), Works| Sewenty.nwe Brooke Btresty,
ot e cach The Life of Laurence Starne.
andlos .{ifct“r“ &die‘l:vered ‘bvg;m 2 With a Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.
- A obitse BB Wilh mumesous Tiaste FLAMMARION (CAMILLE),
Oa Warious Foroes ature, Works by.
their Reiations to each PO alar L-mno '« Translated by
by \vn.uu« CROOKES, . ELLARD GORE, F. ‘With Three

< P.CS8. “With Hlustrations

PARRBR (J. ANSON) —War
Essays. ' Cown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64.

ﬁNN (@. MANVILLE), Novels

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. H

poat 8vo, ﬂlu-t;ated boards, 2s,
The %n Wirgin.

a 8vo. cloth, %64. each.'

.R.
tes and 288 Illustrations, A Nxw
EDITION, with an Appendlx ﬂﬂng the
relulh o Rmt iscoveries. Medium
8vo, clolh, x

mlated by WAL'r:u A'fosﬂu. slith Illus-

trations. Crown 8&vo, cloth, 6s. u
FLBTCHBR’S (GILES. B.D.)
e Poems :

Christ's Victorie in

Hea\'en, Victode on Earth ‘Triumph over

Death : with Minor Poems, Notes by
Ve . GROBART. Ct. 8vo,cl, 3s. 6d.

g:ncd !‘on
e Case cf Allsn Gray.
mmodore Ju-t.
Blood. I'In Seoparay.
1

A
tle.
ter of the

FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.—

For information as to this impore

t Series, printed from a new type

S et BN 1
now ) S€C

Prospectus.

Ceremon
-"0!7 f lnzony araoce.

m Do
Eev o

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER).
—Dumb, Crown 8vo cloth, 35. 64,

g:‘ ‘..Id'- lllchl-f.
. ’l.!a“ Bag om&mondl, and Thres
Amok.

Crawn 8vo, cloth, 6s, each.
Shadows. .

Cankerworm.

- lomu.-w«»
*Amm cloth,

ol piotmclotb.htblcm.

-
.

PICTION a Catalogue of, with
m and Reviews

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, §s. 64. each ; post
Bvo, illustrated bo:rdl, as. each,

o:n b{ °no Bu.l Quesn.
pu of uml. wnh lll\lltraﬂm-.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

hetun. oxymph.
omances og the l“'.
King or Knuve ?

ack Doyle's Daughtar, Crown #vo,
cloth, 3s. 6d.

o mwaﬂbe
o untﬁ?oby CHATTO & \VINDUS upon

: FIH-BBC»—TII Cupboard
b S e
= MAKING,

The,|
Md; or, The Py

28,

FREDERIC (HAROLD). Novels.
35 6d. m:
itlustrated boatds. z:. neh. Lo

By THOMAs KNITSH, With
uymmum Cr. 8vo, cloth, s». 6.
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en Garden. By Tou
JsRioLD, poum,doxh s net.

Sir Willlam Temple's Essay on
Gardens ;together with other Carclean
Musays oa Gardens, Edited, with Notes

troducﬁon by A. FORBES SIEVE

RING, F.8.A. With 6 llustrations, Swmall

8vo, cloth or boards, 1s. 6d, net; quarter

wellum, 25, 64. net ; lhne-quart. vellum,

$5. net,
GAULOT (PAUL\ Books by.
rta: A Tale of ‘The
'.rerror 'rranalaled by JorN pE VIL-
LIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontis-
plecclay

STANLEY WOOU, 35. 64, ; picture

at back, 2s.

Crown 810, cloth, 65 _each

and Lowers of the rut.

slated by C, LARmH MA.
plracy under the Tarfor.

'l'hnnlngd by mci LAROCHE, MA, With

GERARD (DOROTHEA) -—A
Queen of Curd. d Cream,
B\u cluth, 3s, 6d.

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.
Collected by the Brothers GRIMM and
Tnmlnted { EDGAR TAYLOR. With
Introduction

y JoHN RUSKIN, and 22
Steel Plates after

Love

EORGE CRUIRSHANK,
8quare 8vo. cloth giit, &s.

GIBBON (CHARLES). Novell
rown 8vo, cloth, each ;
;Lm( 8vo, lllustrated board.l, u.

'

Bhaft.

of the
The Brass of Yarrow.

Ghneccf tha Mendow,

Post 8vo, lliustrated boards, 22. each.
Fos Lack of Goia,
S0 e 11
A

-..l"‘r:‘ I.m & Dream,
In Honour Boun

i

Th® FIRST SERIES contains :

The SECOND SERIES mntalnn
doll

The Gilber

X ‘Plnafon'—m
The ‘Pirates of Penzance.

The THIRD SERIXS contains: Comedy and

Tragedy — Foggerty's Falry —
ggm stern—~Patience—

Princess 1da—The Mikado—

—~The Yeomen of the Gu

doliers—The Mountebanks—Utopla.

vrrl(t( b ﬂ‘l&um Twm
en el

demy uvo,’cloth 3. 6d, each,

Sovcerer
—H,M.S, ‘Ploafore’— The Pirates oh
Penzance — lohmhe - Palleneo - Prige

cess 1da—The Mikado—' _ba]lab

glliwan
da; lookl uotat lom for Every Day
in the Ycar, Complled b® A, WATSON.
Rovyal 16mao, cloth, 25, 64,

A

GISSING &
.-(‘:.a:ttou in
An Angel'a Portion.
Baliol h,

The

The Lost Helress.
tions by HUME NidsgT.

Foasicker: A Roman
!bo’nhnd. Two ufum. by HuMz Nissez,
A Falr With

The Goldu Mook, Wit

LOERNON). Novels
n 8vo, clmh ilt top, 62, each,
chut of tha No et

the Sun.
Mallerstang.

L]

Dreams of Simon Ushes
__Crown 8o, cloth, 33. 64,

Wealth of

GLANVILLE ‘“RNBS'U. Nozgp

by.
t avo. ulnmmd buxt.
vy Wlli 2 liastra.

co of Mashe

With Pmm
by STANLKY WOOD, Cc. 8y
y from the z %&‘

Thorn! With
by J. 8 CmoMPTON, umm
D:o]cloth, giit m b

M’I Delight. | Blood-M
GIBNEY (50MERVILLB). —
Sentenced {

GLENNY (GBORﬂﬂo—A Y.lfl
arden

a
Pcuﬁnl Advice as-to Flowes,
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, Xs. 3

f...‘v’.é‘

mnsoN (I:m s.&. Noveu by.‘
ﬂu m-.n Bunt Sploes.

GODWIN TLLL .
{ CYILLIARD. s



CHATTQ & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

GQOLDEN
OOLEEE IREASURY

th
¢«. THEODORE TAYLOR. Cr. 8vo, cl.,st

OOODMAN (B. J.)—The Fate of
Wayne. Cr, 8w, cl,, as. 64,

HAKE (Dr. ’l‘. GORDON). Poems

!I.'
Maiden Hcostasy. Small 4to, cloth, 82,

l'ev ldy l-.
s of the Morrow,
e Berpent Play.

GORDON (SAMUEL). — Tha
Ferry of Fate: a Tale of Russian
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

GORE (.I. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).

Stellar Heavens: an Introduc-

tlon to the Study of the Stars and
Nebulze. Crown Rvn, clath, 2s. net.

Crown 8vo, cluth, vs, vach,
Stu " With 8

dlul on in Astronomy.

at

l-nonomlcu Basays, Historical
and Descriptive. With 6 plates,

HALL (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches
sh Character. With Ililustra-
tions on Steel and ood by CRUIR-
SHANK, MACLISE, Gstm, and HARVEY,
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d, .

HALL (OWEN). Novels by.
e Track of a Storm, Crown8vo,
picmre cloth, fat back, 25,
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each,
) { | Hernan:

ORACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales
of a Dylng Race. Cr. 8vo, cl, 3s.¢4d.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The
Life of the, described from Antique
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and

KONER. Edite b£ Dr, F. HUEFFER.
-With 545 Illusts. emy 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d.

GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE),
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each,
The Millionaire Baby.
The Amechyut Box.
The Woman in the Aloove:

GREENWOOD (JAMES).——The
. Prisoner In the Docks® Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3s. 6d.

GREY (Sir GEORGE). — The
Romance of a Proconsul. By Jamss
MILNE. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s.

GRIFFITH (CECIL).—Corinthia

¢ Marazion. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

GRIFFITHS (Major A.).—No. 99,
and Blue Blood. Crown 8vo. cloth, 2s.
UNTER A. CLAVERING).—A
rida nchantment. Crown avp
cloth 3s. 6d.
,GUTTIaN BE RG (VIO LET).
Nove Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
Nelther Jew nor Greek.
The Power of the Palmist,
GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by
NORA M. STATHAM. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.
HABBERTON (JOHN).—Helen’s
With Coloured Frontisplece
lnd. éo lmutraﬂon by Eva Roos. Fcap,
.4to, cloth, Gs.

c

I‘MIR. ‘The: Its Treatment in
Wukmué Dhone.
‘h'lnllated from™ the German of

HALLIDAY (ANDRE
e:;y-llly P-pon. Post 8vo,
+ trat

HAMILTON (COSMO), Swrlgl

Ehg Glmonr of the Imm-nbl.;
and Through a Ke; Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. éd

Nature’'s Yagabo! &0, Cro
cloth, 6s, nd, i Bvo,

HANDWRITING, The Philo-
sopby of. With over 100 Facsimiles,
By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA, Post
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 6a.

HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
The Lesser Evwil.
Man, Woman, and Fate.
A Butterfly.

HARDY (THOMAS).— Under

the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth,
. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth
mp, 2s. 6d, 0 the FINE PAPER
EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, glit top, 2s, net ;
& and the CHEAP

leather, gilt edges, 3s. nel
EDITI um 8vo,

[ON, m
HARKINS (E. F.).—The Schem-

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s,

HARRE (JOEL CHANDLBR).

)] d and
A. SHEPHERD.

Unale R With
0 other muauatlomby

'ott 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s.
with Unocle Ramus. With
Y s‘E:l'oured and 50 other Hlustrations by

Dr
'PINGUB. * Crown 8vo, 15, ; cloth, s, 64.

J,A,su:mm Imperial ﬁmo.cloth.ﬁl.
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H RTB' lected
A 5 L&BREQDITION in Ten
crown 6s. each,

ulumu.
¢ Vol g k AL
IRAMATIC WORKS, With Port.
ll. THR LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—
BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN |

IER N

333

LEGENDS,
111, TALES OF THRE ARGONAUTS—
EASTERN SEETCH

IV. GAEBRIEL CONROY,
V. Sro!
VI. TALES OF TRE Pacivic SLOPE,
L. TALESOF THE PACIFICSLOPR—I1.
VIIL. TALES OF PINKE AND CYPRESS,
X. BUCREYE AND CHAPPARBL,
Bret Harte's Choica Worksin Prose
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3:.
Harte's Poetioal Workl. in-
8vo, buckram, 4s, 64,
In » Hollow of the Hills. Croyn
OQndons Novels. (Two Series ja
?Volume) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt p,

RIES — CONDENSED NOVELS,
1
‘With Portrait by JOUN PRTT1K,
X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN,
sud Verse. With Pustrait and qo Illus-
cluding SOME LATER VERSES. Crown
8vo. picture cloth, flat back, 2s.
et ; leather, gilt cdges, 3s. net,

Crown 8vo, clnth. 6, each.

On the Ol4 T
Under the Redwood
Prom Bandhill to Pine.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 6. each:
lllultraled boards, 23. ¢
Gabriel Conro ;
A Waifof tho Plains. Wllh 6o Illus
trations by STANLRY L. W0O!
A Ward of the Golden o.u. With
59 Lilustrations by StaNLey L, WOOD,

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35,64 each,
.Il’. Wlth 2 Tilusts, bv ]. A. ChRISTIR.

% ol’s, &c.
With 39 ll|usn. y DLm.u mnv &c,
Clarenca: A Story of the American War.
With 8 [llustrations by A, JULE GOODMAN.
ker's Luck, &c. With 39 lllustra.
tlnn;hyA FORESTIER, PATL HARDY, &c.
Devil’'s Ford, &fc-“:\'nhllimnmpie‘.c

8vo,

.S o
The l.uek of Roaring
Qalifornian Stories.

Post avo.mmn bds,, 23. each; cloth, as, 6d. each,
Flip. | & Phyllis of the Slerras.
Maruja. ‘Crown 8va, cloth, ss. 64.:

8vo, picture bourds, u' clothsl'imp. upz'lt.

HAWEIS (Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art o uty.  With Coloured
Frontis. and 91 IMusts. Sq. Bvn, cloth,
of Decoration. With
Coloured Fryntispiece and 740lllustra-
tions. Square 8vu, cloth, 6s.
The of Dress. Withi 32 lIllustea.
tions, Post 8vo, 15, : cloth, 13, 6d.
Chauocer for With Frontls-
micce, Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d,

Chaucsr for Children. _ With l
Coloured  Plates lnd 30 Woodcuts,®
men 4to, cloth, 3. 64,

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).—Amerl-
can Mamorists: WasHinaros
OLIVER L H L4
AMES RusseLlL LOWRLL, ARTEMUS
ARD, MARK TWAIN, and BRET HARTR.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

HAWT_H“ORN INE JULIA
Novels by. Crown svo cloth, 3. 64,
each; post Bvo. Hlustrated boards, 22, ¢
Oarth, B

111 tin.
o R Tituats,

uen
Dun.

3 'S b“l
Fonuno . With Four Hiuste,
sappearance,

Crown Hvo, clo(b, 34, 6d. each, ®
Sebastian Strome.
Love—or & Name.

Miss oguna. vo, (llustrated,
boards, 2s.

'y .
EALY (CHRIS) wE by.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. ea

Confessions of a J.

Hnirs of Reuben. °

Mars.

!I'h? gndlm Bmudo. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3¢. 6d.

'he . ¢
‘With Frontis, by J. BERMMRD PA:ﬂlUt;f;

ners; or, The
Mkom on hne:v cm'“: HuL
With 8 llustrations SULICH

A) nn):l Town. With

l:n.nhshiecc by G. P. Jacuss-Hoob,
ndensed Nov New Series.

Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. 64. each ; picture cloth,
fiat back, 2s. each

o of Green Sprin,
5«[“'3 lcubottl‘a‘ cu.n

HELPS (Slr ARTHUR). Books
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, each.
An{mmm hels
Sooial n.

Crown 8w,
“;"M“p:a $vo, mnmma boards, s,

iENTY . A.)
ub, the Ju fler. Dam Ba0,cloth,
wmu 1lius! 8. L. Woop. 35,
pousvo cioth, »

v

Hamlin's.
With n numerous 1
&c. \vm: lh-tnunu
D RtaioxD a0d ribecs

cown 375, £, 3%
Toe Gt Sup

Wﬁl‘lm



CHATYO & WINDUS, PUBES

uaubeé.sbnasﬁ;.—m- HORNIMAN % &w .
HERMAN (HEQNE\.Q.;A Leading ?.:’r':'c‘:";mm s Sadres.
""“*»f“rfi‘i'f”" FE. n::moolm.:vll i ;i':'l‘.‘.‘i';ﬁ’:.‘fi

8vo, cloth, 35, "d‘ s, Rooomton  Crown CAMPBEu..‘Cm::;SI:Ok.%IO{h. Gfs'é“"

HINKSON H. A.), Novelu by.
ve, cloth, 6¢ each,

Fan Fltllorlld | 8flk and Steel.

HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL). —The
Crown, 8vo, cloth,
3. 64. 3 po-t Svo. iflustrated boards, 2s,

'llOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).—
m“. Koko. A Magic Story. With 25

tions. Crown 8vo cloth, 1s, net,

« HOLIDAY, Where to go for a.

E.P, Suorr, Sir H. MAXWELL, JORN

'ATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVETT

CAMERON, JusTIN H, MCCARTHY, PAUT

"A'L!-EN (énfigu: 1A HLbﬁuxn,

ECKETT, IVERS|

VINE, and C. F. GORDON 'CUMMING,
Crowa 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d,

HOLMES(OL!VER\MEN DELL),

!lu Autoont of the Breakfast-
Table, .liustrated by GORDON
THOMSON. t 8vo, cloth llmp 2s. 6d.

the FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo,

cloth, gi lluoz , 28, net.y leather, gilt edges,

3: net Ano cr qulon ,post 8vo cloth,z¢

f ¢l Breakfast-

!l’nblo and !l.‘he Professor at the
t-Table.

In one vol., post
8vo, Balf-tloth, 32s.
I'IOOD'S (THOMAS) - Cholce
n Prose and Verse. With
Llfn of the Author, Portrait, and cbo
Illustrations. Crown 8vy, cloth, 3s. '6d.
HOOK‘S (THIE._(')‘I.)ORE) Choice

emun Adventuzea Bons Mot-, Puns,

*

HUME (FER(]US), Novels by.
!ndy rom Nowhere,
cloth, : pleture cloth, Mb&ﬂ. !t

The Milllonlll. M lhl". Crown
8vo cloth,
The Wh mnn. Crown 8vo,

cloth, gt tup cu

HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels
y. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each;
plmlth fivo, illungintedh 2s. each;
¢« cloth Himp, 2s. eac|
The Profeuor's Expudm‘nt.
Nora Crein "

Apllaldan Ill Porlorn.
The Three Graces.

A Mental
Maryel smﬂ?umm

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each,
An Anxious Moment.
A Polnt of conulqnoa.
e Coming of Chloe. | Lowioce.

HUNT'S (LEIGH) Essays: A
a Chimney Corper,

Ed.byh OLLIGR.  Post Bvor palircl as.

HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels

by. Crown 8vo, clom.sc.ﬁdaach post

iv’:a. illustrated boards, as.
The Cask
Salf.

emhed.
That Othes Person,
Mrs. Juliet, Crown 8va, cloth, 3s. 64.

‘Hionxes. With
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. ﬂd.

I'IOPIGNS {TIGHE). Novels by.
For Fresdom

« Crown 8vo, cloth, 65,

Crown 5vo, clogh, 3s. 5“641 each,

ﬂ m
Wall K&M With 8 mmrauou

HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints
g:n?n-nulkhg. With 25 Illastra-

Crown. 8wy, cloth, 33, 64
HYATT (A. H.).—The Charm of
Londen : thol &vo,

An Anthology.
30&. mt top. 25, nok* teaﬁ: 3

HORNB 5 HENGIST) m‘?n

P, ONE ¢
INDOOI'!, Agnl:aks. W‘mua“
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.

rown 8vo, cloth,
JBFFERIES (RICHARD). b Y.

Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

krns. Fxn PAPER EDITIOX, flott

8vo, cloth, gilt top, as, net ; l::ther. gm
edges, net, Also in

New itlon, with 12 lllutr:nﬂmu In

vTk DOLLMAN, Square

th, 8s. net.
' wme Life of tha Fields. Post 8o,
cloth, 25.6¢. ; LAROI TYpr, FINR PAPER

EDITION, pou 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net

leather, g(ll 3s. net. Also 1n rrr-
‘l?lt&‘ﬂ. cw Edition, with
Hustrations in Colours by M. H culxl
Square 8vo, cloth, 5s. ne!
Nature near Lo don. Crown 8vo,
buckram. 6s. , post 8vo, €l., 23, 6d.* LARGR

pos

Tvrx, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo,cl.,
gilt top, 2s. net ; leatuer, gilt edges, 3s. net.
The Pock.t Jefferias :
belng chosen {rom the h.nuu
Wﬂungﬂ of ’"I-‘PERIES by ALFRED H

HYATT, 1Gmno, cloth, plt top, s, uet,,
Beather, glit top,
The Eulogy of ﬁh Jeffaries.

Sir WALTER BESAXRT, Cr. 8vo, ul., Uy

JBNNINOS (H. J.) —Curlosities
rnld ot 8vo, cloth, 24, 6d

JBROME UEE‘OMB ‘Ku;)n.:s j
l"ap. ato, i

JBRROLD (DO
Barber's

'Se P l\‘n.uh‘;d‘lrzlolh.u
jﬁlkow ('I‘OM). Workl by

Poest 8vo, 1. h s

e th Mtlnloxu.

nnuue-u.
Plants We

._.Th‘

« A 13
INMAN (HERBERT) aud JOHNS‘I‘ON (R.)-- Rﬁld
HARTLEY ASPDEN.—The e Bvo, Gkt
Kuloe. cmnam.?:hm. i3 e:;.. A
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK "°".§f‘“ v 'c';,';,',{“" &Ag-
ne) md A stiallera Kore: mnerlcu.m
Crown 8vo, dloth, 25 ?ﬁ%‘.u',%&...
iRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, wns and Coronations. Withgs
gs of. Edited A. PERCEVAL Ilustrations,
GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth, 235, 62.
mS(C. T.C.).—A Romance of JONS‘,&N:S (BEN) wlu;lork..nol‘iv ith
S, e fousas e | Dol R e
JAMES (Q. w )= Scraggles: cloth, 3+. 0. eac!
Tty o e . od " *|JOSEPHUS, The Com& ete
JAMESON (WlLLlAM).-—-My Witiston Contaiming - The Anthinier
Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 25, 64. ovll ll::lc ]wm a?dt"'lha noﬂha ewn.
JAPP (Dr. A. H.L—Dramatlc 3’ emy ‘;(:‘b;’l'(‘-cl::‘: a8, 8::

KEATING (JOSEPI‘I).-—M!II!'I“

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6y,

KEMPT (ROBERT).—-PencII lnd
Cha ‘s om Art and
Ar_l_l_sil. Post 8vo, cloth, 23, &,

KERSHAW (MARK).TCOIOIIIII

Humorou
Shtchu. Posl lvo. luultnted board..
33, ; cloth, 25. 64,

KIN(J (LEONARDW M.A.)~
olB-byloau mu yrin
Irom tlu Earliest Times until !lc
Perslan Conquest. Withe Maps,
Pllu and lllustrations after all the
ncipal Monumcnts of the Feriod. la
s volumn. al 8vo, buckram. Each
volume separately, 18s. net ; or persel ob
volumies, ll subscribed for before the
esue of Vol. 1, £3 125, 64, net
Vol 1K His of Sumer and
Ak account of the Prhm-

N nabitaats of B
tive abitants of Bxa
the Easliest Times to !.b&aoo}
[Spring 3508,
Ien from
b :oou.

.
.

» IL.—A R .‘

1story o
the Flul asty,
DY" h
n-g.
'"l-. nneu f-!ng unti the 'lﬂﬂfl
Nlm«l before the Medes, B.C, 60:.‘.

KING sR- ASHB' NO’V'..I by.
}'f."..‘,,,. Bl :f e Gul Barry.

et
rawin Gams. Crewn $vo, cloth.
‘Du;:nmwmu

Ouy Kitchen Garden: The
Geow, and How We Cook Them. Post
v, cloth, 1s. net. .



35, Wine,

» #8,fChatucer's

sides, 2s, 6d. net ea H
vellum, ss. net each,

" Volumes now in course of publication
Women, and Bong:
Medieval Latin Students’ Songs., Trans
lated into English, with an Introduction.
by JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS, Witk
Frontispiece.
83, 37. George Pattie’s Petite Pal.
ace of Pettis his Pleasure.
z Wl&

38, Walpole’s Castle of Otranto.
By Sir WALTER 5COIT. With Intro-
duction and Preface by Miss SPURGRON.

39, The Royal Poets of England.
O:Iglnak Poems by English Kings and

three-quarter

other Ro; and Nobie Persons, col-
lected in by W. BAILEY
KEMPLING,

#0, Bir Thomns More's Utopis.
Edited by ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A,

[ 25 huueer'- Legend of Good

men. In Modern English, with

Notes and Introduction by Professor

Bwift's Battle of the Books.

Edited®with Notes and Introduction, by
A, GUTHKELGH,

43, Sir Willlam Temple's Essay
on Gardens, withrother Caro-
lean Essays on Gardens. Edited,
with Notes “and Introduction, by A,
FORBES SIEVERING, F.S.A,

4%, The Four Last Things, by Sir

HOMAS MORE ; togzther with"® A
s&ﬂtuﬂ Consolation and
er Treatises, by JouN FIsuERr,
Bishop of Rochester, Edited by DANIEY,
O'CONNOR,

&5. The Song of Roland. Translaled
from the old French by Mrs, CROSLAND,
With Introduction by Prof, BRANDIN,

#6. Dante’'s Yita Nuowva, The
@talian text, with DANTE G, Rosszwer's

translation on the o ity
Introductlon and Not ngagr .Wllslh
OEI#NER,

#7.{Chaucer's Prologue and

Minor Poems. Ix mod
with Notes and lntwdnmﬁu;;”g"g‘S"'
W, W. SKEAT,
Parliament
Birds and House of Famae, ?:
modern En, M with Notes - nnd Iatro-
.. duction by . W, W, SkgaA'
a9, Mrs. Gukol.l'- cuurord Wi
Introduction by R. BRIMLEY ]o'mcso'r:
80, Pearl, An English Poem of th
}?‘oo\au;temit!h Centuxygm Edltod, with ;

6.~ CHATTY & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,
ICS e).] KING’S CLASSICS (The)acontinued. "~
- X Oué Egtkkl’gfimcls Go(l.mu 51, 82, King's Letters, Volumes IIL
UtLD. Prl;nted on laid 1{’“’“’ 16mo ndégﬁewlye&te%g:n&cm
oo bound mus%?‘g‘ %‘ftf; 53, The Engiisn éornnpondtng
13, 6d. net eacl quarler veuum, cloth o Saind vlmth e, sctors Sheten

of the Lire of St. Boniface, by E. J.

K"uih LA,
55. The Essays of Elia. l'.‘dllql,
with Notes, Introduction, &¢.,

THOMAS SECCOMBE, M.A,

Summary List of other Volumes in thi Seviey
JSor details of which see Special Prospectus.
1. The Love of Books (The Phtlobiblion).
2, #8ix Dramas of Calderon (FitsGerald's
Transiation). (Double vol.l
8 Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakelond,
4. The Life ot Blr Thomus More,

01

12 Tlle Btory of uu})ld nnd Psyche,
18, Bvelyn's Life of Margaret Godolphin

4. Barly Lives of Dsnte. Py

The Falatafl Lette
N By Emunn FITZGERALD.
l7 Medigsval L
8. The Vision ot Plers the Plowman (Prof.

19 The Gul?l Hornbool
20. #The Nun's liule, or Ancran Biwle, (Double

vol.
2. 'l'ne l?demotu of Robert Oary, Earl of Mon-

)
22 Earl Lives of Oharle lemagne.
E (,lrero's 4 Frlundshlp.’ ‘0Old Age’ and

*Bcipio 8 Drean
34 *Wordsworth's Prelude. (Double vol.)
15, The Defence of Guenavere,
26, %1 Browulns '8 Men and Women.
28
20, Bhakeapa-re s ﬂmnet
George Eliot's Bilas
81. Goldsmish's Vicar of Wlkeﬂeld,
%2 Charles Reade s Peg Wofington,
83, Tho Household of 8ir Thomas More,
3 0 e Hundred Lyrics. By BLIsS

rn !. 20, and 24 are Double Volumes

DoubloP 1oe.
“&m;e Ohaucer Vols. ml.y also be had in stift

paper covers at 1s each,

KlNGl’IS LIBRARY FOLIOS

ur of Yertue in World-
nltnu, or The Life of Sir
Ihoman‘ '‘More, Knight. By his
son-in-law, WILLIAM ROPER. ras. 6d.
net, (Seven coples of this volume \Ione
remain, and are not to be sold apart from

llkm: Bnmie, the Portralcture
Saored Maj

ll d d B“&ca "
tu os  &n
.oned by EDWARD ALNACK, F.SA.

£1 13, 1 ,

-of th

endering and an utmdu
byhotml.(?g 1 LLANCE, ctlon,

tam
byLW H:‘kaouu“ru.n. £1 118, 6ds
]

v
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KING 'S LIBRARY FOLIOS

‘he)—continued,

! Percy l'?lnlc‘i of Ola ln'ush

OIMAD:
y the GENERAL l-.m'mk. ln lour
volumu at ﬁ (Volumcnl
m at Pnu 1v.

Prepm on.)
®s® NOTE.—Srvew completa sets of the above

LAN AM)
s D A LAAM.
mm«;nly called ln En, llnd

an mi
ents. Translated l‘m the
lnml ;_mmmled hym-n n“vmuedh
ngs from Desi; Y.
%. PooLx, %ith Pref, ’
LANE-POOLR. 3 Vola,, lvo, ..u: Od.

/olm.r remasn  for sale. Price, 20t,
_£7175.6d. net. per

LAR\\ 00D (JACOB). Boolu by.

KING’.S LIBRARY QUARTOS

!'h. lluhnmllt. By BEN JONBON.
Edited by H. C. HAR‘I‘. ss. net ; Japan-
ese vellum, £r 15,

The Gull's ornbook. By THOMAS
lexvx Edited by R, B. MCKERROW.

§s. net ; apane:e vellum, 105, 64, net.

!’ho Bot ar's O By JOHN GAY.| 7 53
Edited by HamiLTON MACLEOD, §s.
net ; Japanese veilum, ros. 64. net,

KIPLING PRIMER (A). Includ-

hati-cloth, 2.
!’hclu‘%rlcal ln.edobu. Post lvo.
<l
_Humour of | th. Law, Post8vo.cl, 5,

LEES (D. NEVILE)._Tuscan
Feasts and Tuscan Frien With
12 llustrations, Laige crown 8vo, cloth,

S net,
LEHMANN (R. C.).— Harry
r.ndyn at Cambridge, and Convers
tional Hints for Youu’ smun.

Cruwn 8vo, 1s.; cloth, ix. !

ing Biographical and Critical Chaptets,
an Index to Mr. Kipling's prh.ﬂp-n

LEIGH (HENRY S, ) Carolq_oi

ck: y_ne. Crown 8vo, b

ngs, and Biblioy nuhie
r&vx. Wﬂh vau Portraits, Crswn

KxOWLs,
8vo, cloth, 33, 6.

KNIGHT (WILLIAM and|_

D). — The Patient’s Vade

Mccum: How to Get Maost Benefit

from Medical Advice. Ciown 8vo.
cloth, 13, vd.

LAMB'S (CHARLBSJ Complete
Works in Prose and Verse, uu.ludlmi
* Poctry for Children’ and * Prince Dorus,
Edited by R. H. SnxPHExD, With 2
Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘ Essay on
Roast Pig.' Crawn Svo (both Sciies),
cloth, 3s. 64.

The Easays of EHa (both Serles). Post
#vo, halicioth, 2s.—~Also the FINE PAPER| _
EDpITION, rott 8vo, cloth, glit top, 2s. net:
leather, t edges, 31, net,

uttla Essays ¢ Sketches and Characters

HARLES LAMB, sclecled from his
Lcnen by P:ncv Fx-rzamx.n. Post
8vo, cloth, 2s.

The Drama tl lun of Charles

Lamb, With lnuod&nn and Notes
by BRANDER MATTHEWS, and Steel-| &x.m
Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, tli<cloth, 24,

EORGE), — Th
LA et of Borawia. Erowa e,

clotb, 3. 6d.
LAN DOR (WALTER SAVAOE).

xamination of

Spsuaser e
hqmmteo{lrdand.lgs Fcap. 8vo,|
PN Ppahneet o o ) .

LBLAN[) (C. G.).—A Manual ol
Mendln{ and Repalring. With Dias ®
Rrams, rn“n Rw cloth, s

LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). —
Madame Sans~-Uéne. o&‘nn-laled by
JouN ps VILLIERS, P 8vo, cloth,
3. 0d. 3 Mlustratad boards, 24, ; Poruranr

EDITION, medium 8vo, d.

LESPINASSE, JULIE DE, By
the Marquis DE SEGUR.  Authorited
English Version, with a Portrait, Demy
__Buocloth yrodnet,

LEYS (JOHN K? Novell ‘1

Tho L ndma. lml 8vo, qu-\.' . l:,:

N ADAM —A Tnged§
LlLBU':rhl.(. men)avo.clmh M0
}HARR ‘Novels by.

men 0, cloth, 31. 6d. each.
Jhoda Robe l'tl. The Jacabite.

° Crown fvn cloth, bs. each,
adah roft,
='h. ltopz;c of Laah.
LORIMER (N ORMA).-—TI!.

Pagan Women, Crown 8vo, cloth, 62,

LINDSAY

AS (E. V.), Books b
LUC : X ‘of Verses tnchzdnn.
wm. Luxauud'nlu-m& Lrown $vo,

cloth, 6s.

Three Hundred Games and Pas-
times. By E. V. LUCAS and ELIZABKTH
Lucas. Poit 4to, cloth, 6s. net.

-|LUCY (I’IBNRY W.).-—Oldoon

,dot 6d.;
By trstad soarde e ¥ ol o



“iena & wmmrs, .PUBLISHERS,

Ly

um& (1! LYNN), Wom by.

MeCARTHY (ad‘sﬂm;g«u-«d.

. b 2, saclr cloth T uunﬁ.
e !"“!.__...__.. The neu-' 5 R
Qm’n 8vo, aot& each ; pott §vo, lllns-| My Dum -
t’éﬁd& A Falr Saxon. | e{
hum. xnnb-u. ‘L‘m yDisdain, | The Dictators
W l{' Miss Misanthrope. With 13 llusts.
orld -u Lost, 12 liiusts, Damaa‘.‘ Q With 13 Il
Th
l-ordy? ‘With 13 INusts.] ‘d otn.lw:h:ns. .mmmum;
'lv non.' { wing the Wind.| Camiola.
ﬂm'. | Dulcie Red Di ds. | The Riddle Ring,
lmn o Si1 °;n Thread. Lrown 8vo, clath, 3+, fd. eacf
The Rebel of the Family. The Three DI | Mononia,
Post 8vo, clotl, 21, 64. each, ‘The Right e’ By USHN

Witch Stories.
Onraélvas: Essays on Women,
the Wind., Czear EDITION,
pust 8vo, cloth, xs nct,
Patricla amba.n. POPULAR EDI-
TION,

MACAULAY (LORD).——The'ms-
tory of England, Larce Tven, Fing
ParEr EDITION, In § vols, pott 8vo,
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol,; leather,
gllt edges, 3s. net per vol,

+r MACCOLL (RUQGH).—Mr.

Stranger's Sealed Plclmt. Post
8vo, illustrated boards 2s.

McCARTHY(J US’I'!N). Booksby.
.‘?u ean.h.' Two

(4

#ol«.. demy 8\¢, cloth,
History of

the Four Georges

and o e Fourth.
Four Voh., demy 8vo, cioth, 125. each.
tory of OQur Tim

es
from he Accesslon of Queen Victona to
the General Election of 1880, LIBRARY

ght Honou
MCCARTHY and MRS, CAMPBELL
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s,

McCAR HY (J. H,),

French Bavolm‘.wn. (Consu-
|u=nt Assembly, 1789-91) Four Vels,
demy 8vo, cloth, 125, each,

An Outline of the mltol'y of
Ireland. Crown 3vo, 15, ; cloth, 1s. 6d.
h‘elu.nd Sinps the Union—1788-
1886 ' Cruwn Bvo, cloth, 6s,
lnLonaon. svo, ifldclath s:.
ou ﬂelll
;) o °}§"ku= 6: Eylsode.Cm §vo,
oom: An Alfantic Wwn §vo, 1s,
Douy ASketch. Crown 8vo, Is,

Lass. wn 8v0,Is.; cloth, 1. 64,
lhondonﬁud. hdoth. 3s. 6.
MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE),
W d Imagin
e of Fanoy and tmegtmation
or leplrakaly, Grofier
Also a NEw Issur in 16mo, cloth, gt

top, 2s. net per Vol ; leather, gilt 4op, 3s.
net perVol.

mo)}. l;ﬁ:; ;o!;_ demy lon gloth,| Vol L W;xgrl A{nmw"m—m-
n:. each,—. e POPULAR EDITION,
Four Vob.. crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.each,| »  II. TEE DiscipLE — THE GOSPEL
-And the JUBILEE EDITI N'd wifthsgg gVR%l::Hs;gggx OF SONNETS—
‘ ﬁ’ﬂ?ﬁ: Eves:;: :o.o:g.e;aﬁouzh. * w 1L VIOLIN SONGS—SONGS OF THE
Our O Times, DAYS AND NIGHTS—A BOOK
Vol, V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee ©OF DREAMS—ROADSIDE POEMS
Demy 8vo, cloth, 123,; crown 8vo, cloth 6s, -Poxus FOR CHILDREN.
H of Our Own Times,| » IV.PARAB ALLADS — SCOTCH
Yous, VI, mdtvu from 1897 to Accesgon|  w VX‘{. %ﬂ gl-ng_tA:;Tm [Soxos,
of Edward VII, 2 Vols,, demy 8vo, clg; 24s. : WIL Tae Lot o

Histo
from m:’.h::‘ofuian of Queen

PRINCESS —
GIANT'S HEART—SHADOWS.
Pulmwcown

Victala to the Accession of Kag| » BT
g, Yo E;VT,ON'Q&' vieh| w X TaECRus Pn;e;m—'r oW
m = , en N post o o’wn g]xgm tg‘wonu—m GRAY
and the CHRAP EDITION zlu 88 LF—UNCLE CORN:
dicim 8vo, 64, yeanizio) Postioa] Works Mao-
Tyre, Arxe E nald, 2
<loth, cfop.u.n.znm, X Threefold rd.ro«bvo yirigng
, gilt edges, sr. net pec vol, Heatherand 8v, cloth,
?-Wﬂq in t Vol. ﬁvﬁd.. t&vo.mumwbwrb,u.
mno'&ﬁ the Four rges| N
l’is‘%‘r’y T fam T¥.,ia 3 vols, The D“ 1’.“ omon:
Mmggwumhxw,ln,Vﬁ N dnthg!lt.u.mt:’f?am;nmum
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MACHONELL (Aauas).-MARauanl‘nmwAm.al
e hisd M B\ Lune.
RBGO& ;ROBERT). Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
i G o ool .2 Commmune. Frassistes by P, fhus
o~ DO
WHRAL Rgﬂmlﬁ{l‘)n o rﬁ%ﬁ‘rmnﬁ;y E.8 Wasr, With
atary of Li W"'-'"“- MARIE DE MEDICIS and the

«HerSonour. Crown tve 8vo, cloth 3+ 6

MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).—Inter-
Undertones. Cr.8vo cloth,6s.

MACKAY (WILLIAM). — A
‘Mander of

‘Crown 8vo, cloth, s,

Court of France in the XViith Cena
tury. Translated from the French of
Louis BATIFFOL by MARY KNG, With
a Portrait, Demy §vo, cloth, 93,64, net.

MARLOWE’S Works, ineluding

his Transiations, Edited with
Cal, CUNNMIRGHAM. Ur, Bvo, dA n.dv

MARSH (RICHARD--—A

MASSINGER'S Plays. me the
Text of WILLIAM Olyyorp, Rdited
Col, CONNINGHAM. Cr. avo.clu!h.y

MACKENNA (S. J. Illd J. A.
O’'SHEA.— Brave Action
Stories of the British Fla, wm: 8 lum—
frations by STANLKY D. Small
demv 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, s,

MACKENZIE Q’. A.).-—Th-
Eﬂ wn 8vo, cloth. 6

MACLISB Port.rtlt(]allery (’l’he)

lunrlon Characters :

b(vbumm. MAacCLISE

mth Memours b K ILYIAM BATES, B.A
‘Crown 8vo, clot!

MACMICHAEL (J. HOLDLN).—-
ory of Charlug Cross a

Nclth arhood. With 3 muluuon.

Demy S\o cloth, 7s. td. net,

MACQUOID (Mrs.‘z Works by.

8vo, cloth, 6. each.
In the Ardennes. Wiin 5o Mustrations,

mandy .undl‘gcm‘mh
!ll & b \Vuhﬁ'] Musts,
MAO!C LANTERN. The. and its

Managemen % HEP\WORTH
With 10 mmu 8vo, i 3 cloth, 15.6d

MAGNA CHARTA : A Facsimile of

the Origi 2. by aft., with Arms and
sullu:‘n:‘l:.'tgnad :{Gol‘ and Colours, ss

MALLOCK (Wul"la!. Works .,J

= ¥he "'Wumaua e, v
m New

‘and Virginia, Post
ﬂ"uwmm%e Crown 8vo,

mumzv (Sir ‘I‘HOM.AS)
by B x.“n&ma"r'umm“

MASTERMAN (J.).—Halfeg e
dozon D-um.u. Pont 8vo, bds,, 3¢,

MAYFAIR LIBRARY (THB).

Pust 810, cloth limp 2¢ 6d,

A Joursey Round My
XAVIRR DE MAISTRE,

Qul&u and Ouidditios. “Sclected by

DAVENPORT ADAMS,
Th‘u' Agor lumn of “The
1

cm moa to 1870,
Poeiical u and lm-
Cu

trloltl‘l. Zdlred m& \\'r ;r :‘)o
pboard ra, By Fry Bxc,
of m.ﬁ‘ma and Hu

Edited by A PERCEVAL GRAVES @
lnlm.l- and theiy Masters.

L ressicar oy o s
1
w-- of 4 By Hzwny®

J. jun
d Palctu- R. Kemer,
Baracly '."-. e Corio
The

Aumn of the B
'n] By O. W. HoLuzs, 1
'l;‘bl.. yl: selected lmm“ﬂnl’l
¥ TTRRS by!’lncv FITLGRERALD.
Anecdotes. By Jacon
nmwon

w Stories. By E Lm Lixron,
i umu snd Players, Hy Rosekt

P ACORRODR.
mAu‘l‘- Paunl and Yizginia. By
W. . Natiock,
Puck on on Paga By H. CHOL.M0N-
DELEY
asus Re- llddld. B;
uom:.uv- {MN by G.
Wasted b,

Dy ll
mag Marcs ot Megent
Lo
.,l{ Cuouldu'n:u! By Wi
FIXIOR.
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' MEDIEVAL LIBRARY

- CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

MA’I’I‘HEWS (BRANDER).—A MERRICK (LEONARD),-Novels
:.v ; .'m,l;?‘u. 'ﬁu Man who was Gooa.’ Crown

MAX O’'RELL, Books by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
Her Royal Highness YWoman.
Baet t-een Ourselves.
Rambles in Womanland.

8vo,cl, 3s. 62. ; post Bvo. ulml. bdl. n. p
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s,
Cynthia. | This Btagn of Fooln.

MEADE (L. T.; Novels by.
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 35, 6d.; post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s,

Crown 8v0, cloth, 3s. 64, each.
The Yoice of the Charmenr,
The Eiren.

A Btumble by the w-.y.
¢ This Troublesome World.

MEYNELL (ALlCED—-Tlle
Flower of the Mind: a Choice
am the Best Poems. In 16mu;
cloth, gilt, 25, net ; leather, 3s. net.
MILLEk (Mr.s. F. FENW!CK)
for the Yaung: The
Haunol le. Illusts.Post 8vo,cl, 25.6d, ~
MINTO (WM.).—Was She Good
or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.

MlTCHELL (EDM.), Novell by.

Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s.
us,

The l:aona h, With § 1lusts,
Only a Nigger
The Belforts of Culben.

Crown 8vo, plcture Cioth, fat backs, 3s, each,
Plot: Paris.

MEDICI SERIES (The) of Re-
Rroductlonl in Colour from the Old
ters. For information in regard

.to this important Serics, see Illustrated
Prospectuses to be had upon application.

(The
New). ¢ Small crown 8vo, pure rag
pa[ar, half-cloth, ss.act per vol. ; leather,

7s. net per vol.
1. The Book of the e of True
Lovwers. Translated from the Middle

French of CHKISTINE DE PISAN, with
Notes and Introduction by ALICE KEMP
WELCH, Woodcut Title and 6 Photo-
‘m'lll':l.

- Of the Tumbler of our Lady
and other Miracles, Transiates
from the Middle Fiench of GAUTIER DX
Coinct, with Notes and Introduction by
ALIcE KeMP WELCH. Woodcut mu-
page and 7 Phologtavure-.

3. The Lady of Yergi. Translated
from the M.ddlz French (which is also

ven) by ALICK xium WELCH, with
n y Dr. L. e

~

‘The Tample of Death.
Towards the Eternal Snows.

MiTFORD (BERTRAM).‘NoveIJ
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each,

Renshaw annlng‘- Quelt.
Triumph of Hilary Blachland.
Haviland’'s Chum.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, bd. each ; picture cloth,

flat back, 25, each,
The Luck or Gerard Ridg eleoy.
The King's Assegal. With6 Illusts.
The Gun-Runner, Cr. 8vo, cl, 3s, 6d.;
Cheap Edition, medmm 8vo., 6d.
Harley Green: Chu'ge. Crown,
8vo, cloth, 6s.

MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). —
Hathercourt Rectorﬁ' Cro\m Bvo.
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust, bo;

MOLIERE: A Biography, By
H. C, CHATFIELD-TAYLOR, With Intro-
duction by Prof. T. F. CRANE, and 10

Hlustrations by JoB. Royal 8vo, cloth,

105, 6d, net.

cut Titlepage and 5 Photogravures,

and numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo

doth. 165, net.
ICK (HOPE). — When
M Rased. Crovo, etncanct] &

*| MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-),—

4. The,Book of the Divine Con- The Abdication: A Drama, th 7
solation of Baint Angela da perial 4to, 318,
Foligno. él‘rasnuldled from m‘:’ Italan RE (THO S). Works by '

ARY C, STEEGMANN. oodcul MOO MAS), Wor|
tle and of the origi rean s nnd Alciphron.
‘Woodcuts. ﬁﬂd half-cloth, Y dlng & ®
Proua.n Verse: nclu ng Suppressed
MELBA: A Blography. By Dssares from the MEMOTRS OF LORD
. ELviNn TRACEY., With a Cnagter on ByroN, Edited by R, H. SHEPHERD.
the Art of Singing by MADAME MELBA, With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64

MURRAY QHEN RY), Novela by.'
Olt 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. .
Game of Bluff, .

l Song of Bixpence.
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an

IUDDOCK‘SJ. B.). Storles by.

MORRO\\{T(W. C.).—Bohemilan
LA c“cgﬁ'mw'm i‘i:&kl

NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken

the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, plc, cod.1s,

;:lﬂl the latu.
n‘l’m den Idol.
Bv il tnt 3

e 0, s ;a boards, 2. each,
From the Bo-om 3 Bosom of tha Deep.
Stories Weird and Wonderful,

Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. : cloth, 2s. 64.
Maid Marian and Robin Hood.

With ncluam-aauom by STANLEY L.
). Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; pictur
elog flat back, as. 3 P ¢

NISBET (HUME), Books by.
Up!' Crown 8wa, cloth, 3s. M H
Dnsl 8vo, lllustrated  boards, 2s;
PoOPULAR EDITION mcedium 8vo, 6d.
Dr. Barnard t. Post 8vo,
Hlustrated | bo'ulh as,
th 31 lilustrations.

AURRAY (D. CHRISTIE),

Novels ? Sjrowu gzn bo;lr‘;t'l: 3r. 64,
each; post 8vo, Illustrat rda, 25, each.
X Xiteh &

Atonement.
louph’l Cout. With 12 Illustrations.
Ml l! l }mh ll)'l::{iam;&
‘ﬂnq& as rime.
1 Hearts,

in
Crown 8vo, cloth 25, 6d.

NORDAU (MAX).—Morganatic:
A Romance. Translated by EL umm
LEg. Crown 8vo, cloth, glit top.

NORRIS (W, E.), Novels by.
'n 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; poat 8vo,
lllylixated bolrdl. 25, each,
Saint Ann's, lmy Ballew.
Miss w‘nt-o?ﬁ'- Tdea. Crownivo,
cloth, 35, 64,

Bo!
Time's Revenges.
mxol‘or une. | In Direst Peril,

rown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6, each,
!'Ml Little World,
A Race for Millions.
The Church of Humanity.
Tales in Prose -.nd Yerse.
Despair's Last Jou y
W.C.: A Chronicle of C.'xsue Barfield.

Yerona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth,
3s. 62, ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

t. POPLLAR EDITION,

vo, 6d.
artin's Little Girl,
'EDITION. post 8vr, cloth, 1s. net.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and
HENRY MAN, Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo,
Hlustrated boards. 2s. each.

One Traveller Returns,
The “llhOPl' Bible.

~ PaulJon Alias, With Ilustrations

by A

CREAP

A, FORISTII(R and G, NICOLET.

MY FIRST BOOK. By Warter
Bnn'r. James PAYN, W. CLARK RuUs-
SELL, GRANT ALLEN, HaLL CAINEK
Glonal R. SiMs, RUDYARD KIPLING,
A, CoNAN Dovix, M. E BRADDON,
. F. W. RoBiNsoN, H. RIDER HAGGARD,

BALLANTYNE, I ZANGWILL,

MORLEY ROBRRTS,D. ‘CHRISTIE MURRAY,

. MARIE CoreLll, J. K. JEROME, JouN
STRANOE WINTER, BRET HARTE, 'Q.’
ROBKRT BUCHANAN, and R, L. STEVEN-
sos, With Pnfata% ory by JEROME
x.]uont,andws ustrations, Dewy

OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3s. 64. cach post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. &

Tricotrin. l Do of Flanders.
Rufino. (Ce cuucmun-'-
Othmar.

Frescoea. Prlnun Nopraxine
Wando. Held in Bondage.
Ariadne. | Under Two Flags.
Pascarel. l?ollc-l'tﬂnc.
Chandos. Shaea,
Moths. A vm- n comnuun.
Puck. n a Winter City.
dalia. Banta Barbara,
Bimbl, n Maromma.
Ii’na.. f tnth ore,

Pr! ondlhlp. ;lpinnlle.

PorULAR_EDITIONS,
Under Two FI

Held in Bon

Strathmore. Tricotrin,

F "d-;l.l.n 8
'riends.

Two Littls Wooden lhou.

Syriin. Crown 8vo, o, cloth, u;

el

8vo, picture cloth, "fat .
trated boards, 2s.
Two Little Wooden Shoes, Lazax

TYF EDITION, l’cap. 8vo, cloth, 15, et 3

T“ami' fore “lc Edera. Crown 8vo,

aters £y

c?n(h 35. 6d4. ; prcture clath, fiat back, 2s.
Barbars, CHEAP EDITION, post

8va, cloth, 1. net,

isdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected

hat wimgrnd o o by ¥ Syouwy
MoRwIS, 8vo. cloth,” 8e.—~CHEAP
Evt1.0¥, Mustrated
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 PALMER (W. T.),

WINDUS? PUBLISHENS, "

: as);uwusgz

lﬂ. &ownmm;:&.'

g

, l‘m.. " Past avo.n;mm.

Crowi 8vo, tloiﬁ. 32, 6d, each,
Mo Depth
Jncy-mnku

© Crown 8vn, cloth, 6s, each.
'l'll Glo!

Path of Glory.
The Congu Ttanulated by F.
ROTHWELL.
OLIPHANT (Mrs.). Novell by.
Post Bvo, illustrated
rimrose !P_ .

Whitsladies, Crown svo cloth, with 12
mmmm, 33, 6d. ; post 8vo, bdl.
lo Crown Sva.cloth. 3s. Gd

OSBD Ugﬁﬁ "(oLcll.Ob.Y‘l‘))ﬁ,‘ Stories

o s
Thre peeds Formard. With
Tllustrations,

O'SHAUQHNESSY (ARTHUR),
aeio B Mo
mlo. Mllll‘ht. Fep. 8vo. cl., 7s,6d.

Cr, 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d.
PAIN. S%RRY).

~—Eliza’s Hus-
13, cl.)th 1s. Gd.

ks by.

rown 8vo, ¢loth, wlth %{mtxs. 63, each.
tg‘ 1
lﬂ' keland Dells and Fells,

PAYN; wmﬁ&g‘ Nevils. by,

nmf-rated'“' -wm

tient,

Post 8vo, i usu ned m
umorous
Bro

Trying |

mm

ot H e
n'oc. &huz He %‘ Herq

PANDURANG HARL;

of a Hindoo. With Preface

Slr Bum.x F Pa-t 8vo, illu-
tntadboard-

Kit: l unm Under

[}

A pmn of the llood.

A Mod

Crown 8vo, cloth, wm: Partrau of Author,

3s,6d.; plemre nih. fat back, 2s.

The Burnt M1l CHEAP

post 8vo, cloth, 1s. nct.
o8 hom th.

PARADISB (‘l‘he) or Garden of

Holy Eathers: Histories of the

Anehoﬂ Recluses, Caenobiter, Monks,

. AAosllc Fathers of the Deserts of
lml, betwun about A.D 250 and 400,

ed from the Syrtac, with an lnkg

y E, A. WALLIS BUDGE,

ronﬂspleeec. e:. vols, Jarge eréwn
M‘nﬁ of tllo. \mﬂl abonz illus-

Published Df? 0, 38,

P%Aus Provluclll Letters.

—ﬁ"" LETTERS Mhories;
MES GAIRDNER, Six Vois.,

M I3 . the sot,

PA‘”- WR@A\R .M-—Uelltle

B

Not: ‘Newrs.' cwnm
cloth, 15. 6d.

Poruun EDITIONS, medium Bvo, G, amh.

Lost “hlm

W&lhr‘l Im-a.

PAYNE (WILL). —J the
Dreamer. Crown lro.eloth 6d. -
NNELL (
tain B.).—'lto Best of the F-n-
With 8 IHustrations and 8
others. Mé&dium 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. -

ENN 3 -
h ks by. Post
"BQ"J‘" sby. Po ‘avo,&li..n.&n.

Pe, u? R “With- 10 Fujl-
,?.;;. lmmuoin&ve.m:m?:u.“ .
e Muses [
é C. PEXRELL.
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.|PROC

m“ LICH), Navels by.[PROCTOR «ucﬁ.\? Al

m % M ‘With Star Mape
o S T,

K Fres lol‘lmln. East of Snes. hnuuu- lnl k{tmuu.

R PAN (] e
The Story retold for Children by DANIEL
O°'Cc With i

Crown gto, 13, net.
HELPS (B.” S.).—Jack the

herman. Ilustrated by C. W
REERD, Crown 8va, cloth, 1s, 62.

HIL MAY'S Sketch-Book: 53
Cartoons. Crown folin, cloth v 6d.

HIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Books by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, ss, each
Famous Yiolinists and Yiolins.
The Confessions of a ¥iolinist.
Yolce and ¥Yiolin.
'ILKINOTON (L. L.).—Mallen-
Mistake. Croun 8vq, cloth, 6,

ﬁNCHE J. R. ). \Vorks [ )
The Pursuivant of
6 Plates and 209 lhultnnun;. (.mvm

8vo,-nth.g.r .
Poems. Edited by Mis,
MACKARNESS, Crown 8to, clath, 6s,

ETJTARCH S Lives of lilus-
trious Mam. With Life of PLLIAR.H

by J. and W. LANGHORNE, and L'or-
tralts. Two Vols,, 8vo, half-cloth, 105 6d.

E S EDOAR ALLAN) Choice
Storles, Essays.
th an lntmducmm by CHARILUS
BAUDELAIRE, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x 6d_
’OLLOCK (W. H.).—The Charm,
and Other Drawing-Room Pilays.
By Sir WAL'I‘I'.R BESAKT and WALIER
H. POLLOCK, Wllh so Illust.auuns,
Crown 8vo, cloth, s, 6d.
PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL),
Novelsby. Post 8vo, tllus, boards, 2s. ea.

The Romanos of & Station.
The Soul of O counton Adrian,

Crown 8vo, clof "—.- 6d. each ; post 8vo,
2s each.

tlus! tntg' boards, 25
Oucl'.- and La
chrh na Chard.
Mlkhl. Wigh 8 INustrations.

. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62, each,
"‘T" i Madamo Izsan,
‘As & Watch in the Nignt.'
CuzaP EDrTION,

Christina Chard.
post 8vo, cloth, 15, net,
The Lost HMarl of Bllan., Crown

umdlm

dorkors. Crowa 8vo, 1s. 84,

~§_Am’Bossox~4 3. — Pop pylar
Astronom nslated b n
Prnum. Vith 10 Coloured ates and

63 Wnedeuts,  Crown an. c'oth, e 6,

R_FPT»‘PUR \A. 5., MAY.—
The Curse of the Ronanon PA Study

ot the Reigns of Isars Paul I a
Alecander I, of Russia, 1756-18a8. Wllh
~3 Iinstrations, Demv 8vo, cloth 163, net,

READE'S (CHARLES) Novels.

Collected LumAR\' EDITION, In Seventeen

Volumes crown 8va, cloth, s, &« each,
Peg Woflingcon: and~ Christie
ohnstone.
Hard Cash,
The Cloister and the Haarth,
With .. Prcface by Sir WALTER umw.
‘It is Never Too

te to
e Course of True Love Never
ma Run Smooth; and Single-
o 'i"g:gf feaphy off'a Thief
e Au ofraphy o ]
Juk g‘ nn.nd
'rm Wnndorlul Heir,
t:o\u Me tr.l-. Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
rlmthdan t.
Fonly?l Self 1n W1
Put Yours n His Puou.
A Terrible Temptati:
A Bimpl oton.

us loom
eadlana; and llblo 3ible Charactars.
Also in Twenty-one Volmngs, | pou Bvo, illuse
trated ‘b:‘rdo. 25. ulhll
n, lgton.
nn'onc. P .' B )
Trwm Loro Never

Kutobiogrn hy":"th'- nuf; JInck
ofall 'x‘nd:l. James Lambert,

gErpae i e Tond

Hearth,

The ter
A '!lrrl ble T'em|
ard Cash.

3vo, cloth, ts.
PRICE (E. c.). — Valentina.

CHA g

Atlection; &owuam,
e 6d.: mmm‘;&ma
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REBADE (CHARLES)—continucd. RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by.
mg R EDITIONS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
Pott 8vo, oth,P.‘lt(op,n. net each ; leather
gilt edges, 3s. net each, Meriel: A LoveSiory.
llm and the Hearth, Witi
‘“sulllunrauonl by 'h‘(‘ a E‘lwnmn.x. ROLPE (F',Ew),_'c,f:,?:,"' by.
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. | Hadrian the Seven

The Cloister and the Hearth.
‘1t is Never Too Late to Mand.'

Foul Play. | Cash.
offington; and Christie
ohnstone.
GriMth Gaunt,

arriage.
Lo? Me Mt.tlc. Love Me Long.

Fcap, 8vo, hali- Rnxhurghe. 21.6d. each,
Christie Johnstone. With Frontis
Peg WoMington.

The Wandering Helr. LArck TYPr
EDITION, fcap‘u\o cloth, 18, net ; leather
13, 6d, nct,

The Cioister and the Hearth.|

EDITION DK L.UXE, with 10 Photogravure
and B4 half-tone IMlustrations by MaT:
B, HREWERDINR.  Small 4to, cloth, 6s. ne:
Bible Characters. Fcap. &vo, Is,
Selections from the Works of
Charles Rende. Edited by Mrs. .\

IrgLAND.  Post 8vo, cloth, 25, 64,

Don Mulnlo.

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY.
‘THE: A List of Principal \Varpon
came from Normandy with Wiliiam tho
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Cotours, 2.

ROSENGARTEN(A.).—A Hand.
booku Architectural Styles, Trane-
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. With

630 Illustrations, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7. 64,

RO SS (ALBERT).—A Stlgll'

Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

ROWLEY (Hon. HUGH). Post
8voa, cloth, 23, 6J, each.

Puniana: or, Thoughts Wise and Other-
wise : a Collection of (hc !t" Ruddles,
Conundrums, Jokes, Sel &c, with
numerous [lustrations,

More Puniana. With numeroos Iusts.

.o

ROWSELL(MARY C)—

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov.
els by, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6d. each.
ﬂ'h. rlsn w ol.on ugnt. Vi)

ris.  Ciown dvo,
-.l ath, 3. (td

RUSS!:LL (W. CLARK), Novcts

by. Crown 8w, cloth, 65, each,

‘l'lu lsylwaur llmal B

Crown ﬂvo, cloth, 6s, each,
The King’s Counsel.
Semi-Society.

_There and K.

¢ RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by.
Da

Rich ln'l ughter, Crown
uvu. cloth, 3s.
Weird ltorlu. Crown 8vo, cloth
35,64, ; post Bvo, picture boards, 2s

(Post &vo, illustrated boards, 2s. uch.

The Uninhabited House.
Prince of Wales's Gard 3
The stery in Palace Gardens.
Fal ater. | 1dle on.
Her Mother's Darling.
RIMMER |;ALFRED).—I!lmblmt
and Harrow. With 52

luwrwonl. Square 8wv, cloth, 35, 4.

ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by.
Post 8vo,

Women are
Hidstrated boards, 2s.
The Hands of Justios. Crown

8vo.
cloth, ss. 6d.; t #vo, iltust,
The Woman fn th:h.l‘hu&v’:u

¥va, cloth, 3. 6d. ; postdva, illust. bs. 22.]

Overdue. | Wrong Side Out,

Crown B8vo, cloth, 3s 64 each; post Bvo,
vlustrated boards, 25, each : clo(h. 23, 64, each,
Round the Galley-Fire.
In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
K Yoyage to th
K Book for the Hammook:
Tho Mystery of the ‘Ocean Btar.’
The Romance of Jonny Harlowe.
;ho Tale o; the Ten.
n Ocea
B Sn .
one on & e e
The Good * Mohook.

Heart of Oak,

e Bhip: Her Story, With so IMustras
'l‘h“ b’ orymsn

y WrioHt,
Small gto, cloth, 6z,
The* ' With 13 Dlustrae
tions by G. E.

The a-ﬁ'ﬂﬂnw‘ 5% oerson,
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UNCIMAN A g
RS, B R O, e
o Skippers and Shellbacks. Crows| The Baoret OGt: One Thovtand Tricks

8vo, cloth, 3. 6d. wuh Dnv.u:E or Wu lb‘:
of Amasing: A Collection of

'iclnncloth mt back.u Graceful Arts, Tricks, Puzsies,
AR frrn i S, s B

Han Very Rasy Tt

RUS&LL‘(RGV. JOHN) llld hll
Do Rt Blasications coiowd by
hand, Royal 8vo, cloth. 16s. net,

ky-Panky:
Dificuit Tr. Lk\ White Magic, sm M u(
Hand, Edited by W, H. CREMER.
00 Hiustrations,

RUSSELL (HERBERT).—True
Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3. 6d.

RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE

artress of Schluesselburg). By

The Magiclan's Own Book: Per-
jormances with Cups and Halw, Em
Hats. Handkerchlefs, &c, ed
W. H, CrEMER, \\mhm 1 uum.

The Complete Art of Firework.

Making: or,  The Pyrotechniat's
Treasury. By THOMAR KENTISH. With
3¢y liustratiows, 31. 04.

P. YouvatsHRv. Translated by
A. 8 RAPPOPORT. M.A. With
llustzations, Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. M
net, [Preparsng ®

3AINT%AUB\'N‘SALAN). Noveu
rown Kvo, clath, 3s. 6d, each ; post
Ivo‘ Iustrated boards, 25, each.

ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The).
In pocket stac, cloth, it top, 24, net poe
Vol, ; leather. giit cdgﬂ. 32, net par Vi,

By SIR WALTEK HKSANT.

London, ) wnlﬁlﬂl“h

1L aoru and condluon- of Men,

llchlrd Whittington,

'rinicy. \Vnh a Note! Sir
A by o&:::w:’:.bru 10LN| ¢ Gaspard d COII(IIU.
Junior M- ™ D.tu:“ HaLl CAINR
The luuro!lt. Benodict's. . ,,Y.w"',",, (-,.,,"“
“'.‘.'a%‘“‘.’ S World. The Woman in White.
;:.M?.“ Dismonds. iy ) ixim, xrox,
putubeiiioulsnenumistpiy Robinson scs. With 57 llloe
Crown 8vo, cioth, 31, td. each, tralions by G. CRUIRAHANK,
The Hy CHARLYS DICKENS,
Nnn‘n‘o?:%‘azz."" l’ouhu.y With Parteait.
K Tragic Honeymoon. By AUSTIX DOBON,
gﬂll‘-‘l’! Bowrer. Rightaenth Centu: 'Im
Proctor's Woolng. ree Series, cach ltiustrated.
m o e Lauder. Ty THOMAS HARDY,
»s. Dun Secret. Under the Greenwood Trea. b
_M_Unwln. With & {llustrations, Ty Buxr HARTK,
SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A W Novals.
Lavantine Family, Cr. 8#vo, <l 1. &d. n .By‘rnmm \u:‘r’mu. Hotuun,
A.).—Qaslight and] Sgable liustrated by !, G. THO
SALA (0° )avo ot boards, as, Compited by A, H. HYATT.
: The Charm of dontAn M.
o L. By RICHAKD Jroraine,
SALMONI‘(.A I.w“L tnenr me Lilh Xk ;
ith a Frostspiece. Cr. 8vo, (l_ts.qet, ;lo % A
SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present Cnuua Lua.
W-lnqsa& Cavaxacis, Fost| The .-2;
mwmm 21, ; cloth, 2s. & a l’r len ”“‘w"v
p— o n 5 Vol
SERGEANT(ADELINE). Novelsl =i joms biccaeri
o False Pretences. :l. Raign of Anng, io 1V,
Dr. Badioott's Experimant, and .«"mmmnm.. ) m‘ -

Accesmonof O, vmhw 1847, in3Vols,
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. mun'm‘s LIBRARY—consinusd. |SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—omlé. ;.
. GEORGE MACDONALD. Panr 11, M v
woroty i sty L
By CHARLYS READF. Benall Grown Bvo, quarter-bound antiges
ahne cliots tar and the Hearth. Wit boasds, s &d. ast per vol; whok
2 Illustrations by M. B, HEWRRDINE. per “‘h'_'“‘ vmlm.w o
1} 1s Newer oo Late (o Mend. 7 Yol alko 500 apecial ets 0w larger
11'-‘! RongRT Loun.mvuoou d“h 55, net. per 'x‘ ; -
'l'nvcll -ith.:.‘onba . A \nu. .r;nﬂ!ﬂm "
vu‘uu Ly R m of Shakespsare’s ¢
rginibas Bues You Like It Edfied by-w.%-'.
: GREG, M.A,
Mew Arablan Nighta,  MA

Mmth”ldlu.l Merry Men,

ATy ——
¢ Vols, With sa Portraits. "
By MARK TWAIN. —lknchu.
By WALTOX and COTTON,
_The jete A .
SEELBY °SE. l..% Books by

ﬁom rown Dvo
buckram, wlu\ 8 Fout our_Plates and
nq in Hnlf-tone. 7s.6d. net.  EDITION Dk

m 8vo,with auditional Coloured
with other tes In Two
'l‘lntg pnrchmem, 155, ; vellum, acs,

net : morocca, 30s.
Krtists, of the Itallan R

SRnoe: their Storley, as set forth by

VASARI, RIDOLF], LANZL, and the (..mm‘;r;

7: net. ED!
\mh additional Coloured Plates, n
in ‘Tints, parchment,

:\‘l -.nd !'n-nh'x'.
Tale.’ mm&.‘moun
«

‘4 ‘The
xln John': tho puigu’-:m—
l-,d.md by l' H.luuv .
‘The
‘With othet Do\-\mu mmuu d
the tources of slnhpemb Play, and an
e LxGRND OF

Introductory Smdi'
HAMLET by Prof. Gox.u!lcz.

l.ll' theald
on th. sa !} m
E !tdlvySlDll\‘ Ln. D,u«.
!! l the old pla wdb’ "
in
in "lig Tamin( o{'l'hc %

bv Professor F, S

56.

ni:. ; vellum, 30s. net ; morocco, $os..
SENIOR (WML): <Y, Stream

SBYMOUR 'SOVRIL). Novels by.
Crown 8
The I-al: of To-

SHAKESP A
A E RE LIBRARY

D- NG
B,

In Forty Volusnes, demy Bva, © 26.5d.
or Libcasy ] sold

net per vol.; (huf
vob mmu&

only in m). pme
uatto or the

puchmel:‘t‘y. net per

> TR umunngfmw

10._‘The M vmuu- ot
Fn IW'

' of Bhakas ‘s
Errors.’

thon,
‘P and ©: dea®
the souros ol‘ ¢ Meagure h‘
Messure.

12,

¢ Pars 1L

HE LAMB BHAKE
T FOR YOUMNG rno.::.-:-.

With llusteations and M Based
on MARY ANI CHARLES 5’8 TALES
FROM SHAKEEPEARE, A
olwwultbun A and —
&Wﬂaﬁtnm
'lmgauﬂn&' i ot dgvr ok
Joather, ar. .u\lp‘.'d.:'“
‘Tax “'mﬁ adna

guolltnnwm.‘un?&-.ud



JII ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C.

L4

SHBRIDAN‘S (Il IlAlD
Clm
mmmﬁmn’:’n‘-

w m‘t n:m
umd y nnm MaTTREWR. *With
n Demy #vo,b 121,0d,

N G Bt et oo |

m‘sﬂ »et ; lenther, a1 Od. net.

- L The Tetmpent. Ilestrated by Hutew
ll'.lt.a.luk. It. IMwstrated by
T e e
v, n.- *

§i SpaEn Y

ll’ Life of Ahakespanre forthe

2%

cloth. b,

SHIEL O Bl Nevme T
o s Thivd Ganecation. Onive

! Il -’. BNGLAN
Part IV ol wmboay ' series €1 voreincs| SIGNBOARDS : Their History, In-
gmm:‘ it the m-. lhouofha:nd nmm ghv:.!:h :’xnm l]':'g:':“ m J
gl C HoTtey, Wiihgs liluetratinns. Crows
..m m a -‘:AA . __Bvo, cloth, 31. G,
terta n
e oy Raoeny T L SIMB A(&EORGB R.), Books by.
'.Vs;,li m:m&wﬁ";’-&' Feum .u. QM. °
i Hogues and Yagabonds of Post 8vo, '""'.1‘,,‘,""',:‘&“‘5 2. onch
A l’nltruryc of V “:;.u" The Ring o'
H‘m“\ *Caveat fur Commeon Lur?o' "‘"’""g';.?ﬂ. \Vuhmlm-.
ora’ Parson Habhen's or H b«dynn My fves. | T
m.ln !‘nlu nl ll.no( of &
Thlevery,' &c. waodculn from n. [}
md. Mlhm:n:_mluru.n ‘yb'l:m ARD| pne m.-‘mh_
» TRXIVALL, ]
cloth, g, net. my fva. Ciown Bvo, v‘chnn cover, It uchl cloth,
Holtnshed: a nt X!
?éhnnlm'“ iy ol“:‘m“t: u:‘ m“m -:Mn‘ The Case 0¥ Qeo mﬂ.‘:mm
n e In
mtmru Historical Plays, with nogonot Ditties. :.m We Lives
Nites and Index. Edded by W. ;| Young Mre, Oau
Ecwxu. SToXR, Royat 8vn, mn, 100 { Lt TING
Tha Book of Mlisabeth Crown By, cloth, 3v e
Chctern and & ok wrth otes, e i Picture boirds, 35, Sen' caomn, o5 o, snch.
Authors, Blozrag hical Indcx of Authorg | Mary Jane’s
and of tawt hnn, 4 Wittian | Mary Jane M 3
hm‘u.:d Vig: sq. 1 » ana.; Rogues and vnsmu.
L1
cloth, 6;. net (o.\mnd cn.l 135 A ML on Cw'n Mo‘,_kapily . exch,
Repriuts ol ail hmwn nlﬂﬂ.:a n r"'
Suakespeace and his works before the ,\wl‘“’n' Jstritions By Cuas. Onnxy KL
by Dr._IzoLimy  Muss L. Touisia %“h“, ".' 'u"",,.' t
Sarri, Dr, FURNIVALL and atranged in| qhe B .
cheonologicalmder  Twgwok, v0s 8vo | Biogra Babylon,
Harrison's Description of Eng-| Kis \I’u‘- l..nn“
and, Psrt IV menn with Varts| sphe Mys Mary fKe.
5-E1L, a8 lesvsedt the New bhakspere mz- z-m.m
Sociaty. (xso onlt.} 278, Gd. net Prcture ﬂal bat.k.
Shakespeare the Boy: The Home| m Y ‘“"% el
' and Schoot Llje, G""-'nkul:n mh °ﬁ.m Heart.
e By W. J. o With 2 H P RTINS ntdinm bro, 64, exeh,
trationa, "Crown Sw, dlutly, 31. 6 l-‘u-.-dvm-. .
Swesthenrts =«
SaxAn i Srepixe.| Hew the Poor L4 ndm
oc-u—ﬂtmuuu«mbyc.z muw:" Mn.

i.

Sqeare Svo, clath, 6a °

Dagonet Dramas. Crowa v, 1s.
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SHA%{_(WILLIAM) —C?&l(’:‘r%du

v SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS
4 in Verseand Prose. Edited by R.
HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols, crown
Poetioal Wo. Fhs. in Throe Vols,:
P n g
Vol. 1 Margaret.' Nlcholwn Shelley'u
with St anderin,

ew Quaen Mab ; Alastor ; chund n§
clen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais.
ol 11. Laon and Cylhnn The Oencl
Hlan and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the T
e Witch of Atlas ; F.plpsychldmn

Vol. III. Posthumous =~ Poems ;

Masque of Anarchy ; and olhet Pieces.
Works, in Two Vols,

Vo 1. _Zastrozzi; St. Irvyne; Dublln and
Marlow Pamphlul Refutation of Deism :
Lettersto Leigh Hunt ; ; Minor Writings,

Vol. I1. Bﬂaj’l Leiters from Abroad ;

s ; a Blography.
‘ SHERARD (R. H.).—Rog‘ues.
Crown Svo cloth, 1s, 6d.

each,

dla'i.
he

SPEIGHT (l'. W.). Novels ty
Post_8vo, IHustrated boards, 2s. each,
The Mys otn Dyke
Iy Dovnml !l
Hoodwin)|
| The

%ﬂ?ﬁﬂnm
Tragedy.

usband from the l.-.

Crown 8vao, cloth, 1s. 64.
Her *'l'ho m-ey Monks
The Master o l"!l-l!

The Becret of yvern m
Loom of Blv‘. | M it was Written
The Web of Fate.

B of Mr. ¥

Blindfold: Cr.8vo, cloth, 6s,
0 Wife.Post &vo,cloth, 1s. 6d.

SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE) -All
Industrious Chevalier. Cr.

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels bzi

I, Crown 8vo,
Curlton l’rlcn. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s,

Btep

SHERWOOD (MARGARET).—
NE: a Pastoral. With Coloured
. Fron!llplecc Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 67
SISTER DORA. By M. LONSDALE,
Demy 8vo, 44. ; cloth, 6d.
SLAN(]DICTIONARY (The): His-
torical and Anecdotal,  Cr. 8vo, cl., 6. 61
SMITH J. MOYR), Books by.
ce of Argelis. With 1a
Pml 8vu. cloth, 35, 6d,

ooing of the Water Witch
wnh Hlustrations.  Post 8vo, cloth, s,

SNAZELLEPARILLA. Decanted
by G.S. EDWARDS, With 66 Hllustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,

Illum :mmu

STANLEY (WINIFRBED).—A
Flash of the Will. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 65

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical
___Birthday Book. Pott 8vn, cloth, 2s. 64,
STEDMAN (E. C.).—Victorian

Poets, Crown 8vn, clath, os.

STEPHENS (RICCARDO).—The
Cruciform Mark. Cr. 8vo, cl. 3s. 6d.

STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).—
_Philip Winwood, Cr. 8vo, cl,, cl, 3s.6d.

STEPNIAK (S.).—-At the Dawn

of a New Reign: a Stud of Modern
Russia, Crown 8vo, cloth,

¢+SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown

8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d,

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).—
Songs of Adlell 4to, Jap. vellum, 65

SQWERBY (M. and Q.
h fldren's Boo

Bu toes: thelr Adventured witt

Bellnda and the Buttons Boy, pictured

In %2 Coloured Scenes and 18 other

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE).
~—The Alglnn Knife. Post8vo,cloth,
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2,

STERNE (LAURENCE)—
A Sentlmu;tll Jeurney. \th t'

Y
l l:hotogravun Portrait,

Crown lm

cloth gilt, 3s,
'.l'hc I’alto of L-unu Sterne. B
KTZGERALD, With Portmal

Crnwn 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Ilustrations by MILLICENT SOWERBY
Wxtll Ve-ses by GITHA Small

n 8vo, decorated boards, 1s. 6d net.
Chﬂdhood: Twelve Days from our
Youth. Pictured in Colours by MiLLI-
CENT SOWERBY. and written in Verse by

STEVENSON (BURTON B.).—
A!hln of State. Crown §

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).—T‘Ilo

OITIA SOWERBY, Crown 4to, decorated
oards, 31. 64. net. ’6 ﬂ‘zwmv:rog.o H
!o.PE' N‘iI'ER t?&(:hlldren. By M.H H. 35.64.; pletare Sloth. fat back, 3s.
___W.1. MORGAN. _Crown ato, cloth. 3. 64 STODDAR%C.“\‘V.):“ mhy.
wmmue H. H.). — The B o
eritage of Eua Co e, ot £ | BOUSR Ban Idyla: Summer Croidon.
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S‘l'RAUS RALPH).—The Man
awn 8vo, cloth, 60

STBVBNSON (R. LOUIS).
Werks by
Doa

Travels 'ltl vnu. a
mulmwe by “’ALTUI Cluh
An Inland e. With & Froutis-
piece by WAum CRANK.

Studies of Men & Books.
The luvuldo Squatters.
'l'h‘ Merry o
--nwrlu und Portratts,
Y ibus Pusrisque.

i Prinos Otte.

A the Plains.
Woelr of Hermiston.
In the SBouth Saas.

B-ny‘ of ‘rnvel.
Tales Fansa

ln the ln ol I’rlunf
A Lowden th M tius

trated byA S. Boyp,

Songs of Travel. Ur. 8vo,buckram. ss.

Mew Ar-blu Nights. Crown u\..
buckram, 6g ; post b, llust, boards, 25,

POPULAR_ETION, medium 8w, o,

Post 8vo hali-cloth, 1. net each ; leatber,
25 net cach,

Prayers Written at Vailima.

A CnriGtmas Sormon

TheBulctae Club: ana’nnl-.ll.h‘
Diamond. (Frem Nxw  AKAMIAN
NIGHI®) With X [iustrationa by W, .
HENNKSSY,  Crown Sve coth, 36, Gl

The Stewenson Reador. kLdited by
LLOYD ONMOURNE,  Pinl By, woth

lmrkmm it tup a8, I,

The Pocket R
sages. 100 n a1, net

FINE PAPeR EDITIONS,

oth, QG top, 24, net each

Jeather, (ot edpes, 33,

An Inland voyn'g:

Travels witha nko’

er‘lnlbu- Pturlsi

Pamliliar scueuu lcna Books.

New Arabinn N

Memo and rn—du.

Aotou the Plains.

The M Maen.

Colleated o-_mq of R. L. 8.

R. L. Stavenson: AStudy, By H R,
BAlLpON,  With 3 Portraita, cmum
8vo, huckram, 6:,

Reocollections ot l.
in the Pacifi n! Anmcu ]om
STONK,  Wih M Facumic

Crown 8vo, buckrm. €, net.

S$TRUTT (JOSEPH). — The
and Pastimes of the Peopic
Engliand. With 140 lilustrauions,

Crown s o. cloth, 3u. 6d.

STUART (H.L)——Weeplng Cross.

‘UNDOWNER. 5!oﬂea by.
Teld Taffrail., Cr. dvo,
tu;-'u of_ the Barpent.

q

g

SUFFRA(]BTTB‘S LOVB-
LETTERS (A). Crown 8vo, 12 get;
cloth, 1. 64, net.

SULTAN (THC) AND HIS SUB-
ECTS. KICHARD Davey. With
Pmult. Den-v &vn, cloth, 75. 6 net.

SUTRO SALFRBD). — The
Foolish Virgine, Fop. Nve. teich, 12,6

SWEET (ALEX. E.) -nd J.
RMOY KNOX.—-On a Mexican
Muﬂnnt Through Texas, from the
Gulr 1o the Kio Grande,  With 268 Itum
tratona,  Demy RBvo, cloth, as. 6,
SWINBURNP'S (ALGERNON
CHARLES) Works.
Belections from Mr, Bwinburne's
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Crown 8va, 71,

lon(- bafore Sunrise. Crown Swvo,

od.
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v CHATTO & “WINDUS, RUBLISHERS

80!!1'853 “(ROBERY). —

Mr..
tl t. Ith fllm. ounl.m.
Po.lln .M’&m.?{:’dnﬂg

rmns (JOHN), Works . by.
atarane e “"t:‘“ :

BWIF'I"S (Dem) Cholce Workl.
With Memolr, P

lnlt. l' Cr.:8vo, cl, 31 64
Gulliver's Trawels, and X Tale of
a Tab, Post 8vo, nnll'-c)oth.

B
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&Ponnlh. pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s.
leather, gilt edges, 3s. nci
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A '.I:‘ Dragon. Crown heo cloth 65 each,
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Coloured Plates and 24 H-\lr-lone‘ Large
crown 8vn, buckram, 7s. 64 nct.

(ATHA). — The,
iiton Fernbrook. Crown
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Scas.

Cxo;vn 8vo, cloth, 63, each,

Mase
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