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CHAPTER L

IEREE sprung ont of bod at daybresk. She
was gixteen.

=l It seemed a vory wonderful thing to be
a8 much ag that—eizteen—a woman quite.

A cock was erowing under her latfice—he said
how old you wre!—how old yoa are!—every time
that he sounded his clarion.

Bhe opened the lattice and wished him good-day,
with a langh. It wa3 so pleasant to ba weke by
him and to think (hat no one in all the world eould
ever call one a ¢hild any more,

There was # kid bleating in the shed. There
was a thrush singing in the dusk of the syeamore-
leaves, There was a ealf lowing to its mother
away there beyond the tence. There were dreamy
wuffled bells ringing in the distance from many
steeples and belfrics where the eity was; they all
said one thing: “How good it is to bo so old ns
that—how good, how very good I”
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Bébée waa very pretty.

No one in all Brabant ever denied that. To
look at her it seemed a4 if she had so lived among
the flowers that she had grown like them, and ouly
looked & bigger bloasom—that was all.

She wore two little wooden shoes and a little
cotton cap, and a gray kirtfe—linen in summer,
serge in winter; but the little feet in the shoes
were like rose-leaves, and the cap was s white as
4 lily, and the gray kirtls was like the bark of the
hough that the apple-blossom parts, and peeps ont
of, to blush in the sun.

The dowers had heen the anly godmothers that
she had ever had, and fairy godmothers toe.

The mnrigolda pnd the suntlowers hud given her
their ripe, rich gold to tint her hair; the lupine
and irises had lent their azure fo ber eyes; tha
mose-rose buda had made her pretty maouth; the
arum liliea had uncinrled their softness for her sking
and the lime-bloesoms had given her their frank,
fresh, innocont fragrance.

The winds had blown, and the raing had rained,
and the sun had shoue on her, indeed, aud had
warmed the whiteuess of her Hmhn, but t'hc‘._r,' had
ouly given to her body aud her soul a hardy, brecze-
blowu freshress like that of & field cowslip.

Bhe had never been culled anything but Bébée.

Ona summer day Antoine Mies—a French sub-
ject, but & Delgisn by adoption and habit, an eld
man whe got his meagre living by tilling the gar-
den-plot about his hut and selling flowers in the
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eity squares—Antoine, going into Bruesels for his
day's trade, had seen a gray bondle floating among
the water-lilies in the bit of water near his hut and
bad hooked it cut to land, and found & year-old
child in it, left to drown, no doubt, but saved by
ihe lilies, and langhing gleefully at fate.

Some lace-worker, blind with tha pain of toil, or
pome peasant woman havder of heart than the oxen
in her yoke, had lefi it there to drift away to death,
not reckoniug for the inward ripple of the current
or the toughness of the lily-leaves and stems,

0ld Antoine took it to his wife, and the wife, a
childlers and aged soul, hegeed leave to keep it;
and the two poor lonely, simple folks grew to
care for the homeless, motherlesa thing, and they
and the people about all called it Bébée—only
Bibwe.

The church got at it and added to it u eaint's
name ; but for all i little world it remained Bébée
—DBébée when it trotted no higher thau the red
carnation-heads ;—Bébée when its yellow curls
touched aa high as the lavender-bush ;—Bébée on
this proud duy when the thrush's seng and the
eock’s crow found her sizteen years old.

Old Antoine™s hut stood in a little patch of
garden ground with a brier bhedge all round it,
in that byway which liee between Lacken and
Brussels, in the heart of flat, green Brabaut,
where there are beantiful meadows and tall,
flowering hedges, and forest-trees, and fern-filled
ditches, and a little piece of wator, deep and eool,
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where the swans sail 2]l day long, and the silvery
willowa dip and sway with the wind.

Tarn aside from the highway, 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 & few cottages and
cabins there neur the pretty water, and farther
there is an old chareh, sacred to 8t Guido; and
beyond go the green level conntry and the end-
less wheat-fictds, and the old mills with their red
sails wgainet the snn; and beyond all theee the
pale blug, sealiks horizon of the plains of Flan-
ders.

It waa a pretty little hot, pluk ali over like &
sea-skell, in the fashion that the Netherlandors love;
and its two little square Jattices were dack with
creeping plants and big rose-bushes, and its roof,
8o low that you could touch it, was golden and
green with all the lichens and etoneworts that are
koown on earth,

Here Bébée grew from year to year; and soon
learned to bo big cnongh and hardy enough to tie
up bunches of stocks and pinks for the market,
and then to carry a basket for herself, trotting by
Antoine’s side along the green roadway and inte
the white, wide streefs; and in the market the
buyers—moet often of all when they were young
mothers—would seek out the little guldeu hend
and the beautiful franlk bYlue eyes, aud buy Dibée's
lilies and carnations whether they wanted them or
not. Bo that old Mies used {o cross himsolf and



