BEBE.
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CHAPTER 1.

Ir was a wonderful structure in the eyes of
Flosham, and it had been an object of deep, if
not always appreciative interest from the first.

When the foundation was being dug, the juve-
nile members of the lower strata of Floxham
society had been wont to gather round the work-
man, to gaze, open-mouthed, at ¢ th’ big pit as
th' men wur diggin’ to put Mester Norford’s new
house i’ "’ and, as the work advanced, and the
building grew and developed into hinting at its
futare imposing appearance, older people waken-
ef from the apathy with which they had previ-
ously regarded it, and indulged in remarks and
criticism.

“ Has tha seen that theer new house o’ Nor-
ford’s?”’ men would ask each other, as they en-
joyed their evening lounge over palings and gar-
den gates. .

“ Aye, to be sure,”” would be the answer.

After this genemlly came a significant pause,
and then a hali‘-contemptuous, half-amused
laugh.

“Eh! he’s a rare chap, is Norford,”' usually
ame next, ¢ He's a graidly 'un, an’ theer’ll
be rare doins i’ th’ new place when it's finished.”
And the chuckle which followed was just & shade
suggestive of secret delight in the ¢ rare doins”
in question. In truth Floxham was not cele-
brated for its high standard of worality; but
even Floxham felt some slight scruples concern-
ing the social peculiarities of its gmeat man.
Respectable people shuddered, and held them-
selves aloof from him openly, and those who hov-
ered between the shady and respectable, shrug-
ged their shoulders, or laughed, to suit the so-
ciety they were in when the man’s name chanced
to be mentioned. ’

“Norford,” or ¢ Jem Norford,”” Floxham and
the surrounding country called him; there was
0o need of a ceremonious prefix. He was not
the kind of a man to demand one, and even if
be bad demanded it, he was not likely to get it.
Twenty-five years before the foundation of the

new house was dug, a ragged boy of ten had
crept into the foundry which was Floxham's
pulse, and had staggered and fallen in an appa-
rently perishing condition, just within the cincle
of kindly warmth thrown out by the furnace-
fires. It was midnight, but this was one of the

pushing seasons during which the pulse throbbed
day and night, and so the fainting 1ad had been
found, and found barely in time to save life. He
would say nothing for himself, but that he had
been “on tramp” for weeks, and that he had
eaten ¢ next to nowt fur three days, and th’ cold
had froze th’ heart out o’ him,’”” and the glow of
the furnace-fires had attracted him to come in.
From his reticence they gathered that he was a
run-away, but his pinched, wan face, and a cer-
tain dogged courage in his answers, touched the
hearts of the men who found him, and they
shared their supper with him, let him sleep in a
warm corner, and the next morning presented
him to the master as a candidate for work.

Since that night he had rarely been absent a
day from the place. He had labored early and
Inte, and had grumbled at no task given him to
perform. The shrewd, bold child had become a
shrewd, bold man; and as the years went by he
had been promoted from post to post, and had
saved and managed until, by a sharp, daring
stroke, he had won his present position, and be-
come master of his trade, master of the great
foundry, and so master of Floxham’s very self,

"and the daily bread she ate.

«1said I'd do it, an’ I've done it,”” he said to
the first man who congratulated him, on the first
day of his accession to his full powers, “ 1 ran
away from the work-house my father drunk me
into, when I was ten years old, an’ I ran away
because work-house fare didm’t suit me; an’ [
knew there was a place for me in th’ world some-
where, if I'd work sharp enough for it. I tramp-
ed from Kert to Lancashire, an’ starved, and
froze, an’ well-nigh broke down; but when I
found a place to set my foot in, I set it there,
an’ kept it there, an’ I held my word to what I
meant to do. I wish I knew where the chaps
were as give me my first lift; they should have
such a spree to-night as they wouldn’t get over
in a week;"’ and he langhed a queer, short laugh
which rather puzzled his hearer. ¢ There’s only
two on ’em left in th’ foundery,” he added, after
a breath’s pause. ‘“It's twenty years since, an’
chaps die an’ scatter in twenty years,’”’ and he
turned away suddenly, without saying more.

He behaved well enewgh to his work-people,
and gave them all a fair ehance. ¢ These hands
of Jem Norford’s will give him trouhle some-
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day,” other foundery-owners used to say; but
the prophesy never came true; and once, when
there was a strike in the country, Jem Norford
marched straight into his foundry one morning,
and called his hands together, and faced them with
the blunt command, ¢ Them as I've done fair by,
and as means to do fair by me, let 'em step into
line.”” There was not a laggard among them,
and there was not one of them who suffered
through his faith; for Jem Norford armed every
man, and armed himself, and warned the ¢¢ Union"’
fairly by & unique notice posted on walls and
fences. '

¢ The chap that plays trieks on Jem Norford's
men, let him look out. There’s six barrels to a
man, and a bullet to each barrel, night and
day; and there’s twelve to Jem Norford, and
the will to use them without stopping to ask
questions.

(Signed) Jex Norrorp.”

And yet, despite defiant courage, and defiant
Jjustice, ke was a bad fellow—Jem Norford.

‘“He's a plague-spot on the place, that fellow
Norford,” said the Squire, ‘‘and he’s all the
worse because he's an honest rascal. If he was
a cheat, or a liar, or a bully, Floxham would be
better for it. But as it is, he riots and outrages
all social laws, and lives a life to make decent
people quake, and yet, somehow, hurts no one
but himself; and only appears to the unthink-
ing, uncultivated people to be a reckless fellow,
going to the devil in his own way, and because
be chooses.”’

When the new house was built, respectable
Floxham fairly shook in its shoes. Jem Norford
never forced himself upon them. They did not
want him, and he did not want them. He had
a society of his own, and he confined himself to
it. But hitherto he had lived in such & way as
compelled him to leave Floxham when he was
inclined to riot and evil-doing. Now, however,
he would have room and power to entertain his
associates as he chose. Every order of sinner
would find his way to the quiet village, and en-
joy himself at Norford’s expense. The great
house was built to contain visitors, and no money
was to be spared upon its appointments,

“I'm going to enjoy mysclf in my own way,
lads,”” Norford announced, loudly.

Loads of furniture were brought from London,
and a small army of proficients were at work
continually. When it was finished, there would
not be such another place in the whole country.
London sent gardeners, also, and the grounds
and conservatories were to be wonders,

“I'm going to have it ship-shape,” said Jem,

with pardonable complacency. “An’ I'm not
such a fool as to think [ can manage it myself.
Let them do it as knows how. Iron's my trade,
and silks and satins, and velvets, is theirs., I °
can better afford to pay than to meddle.”

So he left everything in the hands of the best
firms, only keeping a sharp eye on results, and
taking care that there should be no loitering in
the work.. He dropped into the place every few
days, and walked through the long, luxurious
rooms, as if from a business-like sense of duty,
and with the rueful air of a man who was far
from feeling at home. The thick carpets, refus-
ing to give back an echo to his tread, irritated
him with their soundless softness. He was
used to the clatter of metal, the whirr of ma-
chinery, and the roar of fires. His life had been
spent in & kind of harmless Inferno, and the
delicate colors and rich, subdued lights were too
novel to be entirely pleasant. Perhaps more than
gll, the faces in the pictures on his walls trou-
bled him, the silent faces looking down at him
with beautiful human eyes, whose beauty was
otill something more than human. Sometimes
he tried to avoid answering their gaze, but
oftencr they forced him to look up, and then he
would pause a moment, and rub his big hand
confusedly over his rough, black bair, and pass
on, feeling ill at ease.

‘“Seem to watch a fellow so, somehow.”’ he
would mutter.

One day he was absent from the foundry, and
the next be drove up the lane before the new
house, with & companion, whom he assisted to
descend from the light carriage. She was a wo-
man, such as Floxham had never seen before; a
woman with a fair face and large, languid eyes,
and a proud air. Her dress was faultless; a
dress to deceive one into fancying that its cost
was s mere nothing, and yet to hold one won-
dering at its perfection of taste. She gave her
hand to Jem Norford, as if he had been her ser-
vant, und she walked through the broad sweep
of gravel ag if the things, which were so new to
him, were a story old enough to be monotonous
to her. She walked through room after room,
glancing here and there as if it were an effort to
her not to appear wholly indifferent.

“ Do you like it, Cicely ?"’ Norford asked, after
watching her askant for awhile. ¢Come, say
something. You know it was you I wanted to
please.”

She smiled faintly, and then one saw that her
beauty would grow with one’s knowledge of it ;
for, though a little cold, the smile had a certain
gentleness.

“You are very good,’”’ she answered. ¢ And
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I do like it. It is not——"" Then, correcting |

herself, hastily, ¢ Is it your own taste "’

Jem Norford laughed.

«No,” said he, ‘‘ not a bit of it. I knew bet-
ter than that. My taste wouldn’t have been your
style, Cice: and I tell you it was you I wanted
to please most ; 80, I gave the thing into proper
hands, an’ let 'em know I was willing to pay
for good work.”

“]t was an excellent plan,”’ she remarked,
quietly. I wish every man I know had as
much good sense.”

“Then it's better than Tom Wade's place?”
suggested Jem.

“ Wade is a fool!I” flushing slightly; ¢ and a
coarse one. He is one of the men I hate.”

Tem Norford felt rather astonished, and showed
as much.

“Why ?” he asked.

Her answer was given somewhat impatiently.

“He has had a life full of opportunities, and
he has thrown them all away, just because he is
8 weak simpleton, with coarse instincts. Pouf'!

Why should we speak of »im?’ cooling con-
temptuously.  **Suppose you show me your
flowers.”’ )

There were flowers in abundance to show. The
grounds had been laid out as soon as the founda-
tion was dug, and the gardeners had been at
work constantly.

They wandered about until the sun set, and
then they returned to the house.

“It is a pretty place,’” said Cicely, taking a
last look, as she turned upon the threshold, and
she said the words quite softly.

They were standing together, at one of the
windows, a few minutes later, when they both
became conscious of the presence of s small
figure on the terrace, into which the window
opened. It stood only a couple of feet from
them, and was the figure of a child of five or six,
who, bending ber closely-curled head, busied her-
self with something that she held gathered up in
her short apron.

* Halloo I’’ exclaimed Jem, in surprise. “I'm
hanged if it isn't a young one.”

* Don’t frighten her,” said Cicely, hurriedly.
“Open the window! What ig she doing?”

Jem opened the window, and at the sound,
the child looked up, and they saw what she was
doing. Her apron was full of roses, and it was
plain she had just gathered them.

«1 say, youngster,” said Norford, with good-
natured roughness, ‘who gave you those?”
pointing to the flowers. '

« Don’t frighten her,” said Cicely, again.

was a small child, even for five or six, and 2
frail bit of a creature, too. She had round, soft
eyes, which she fixed upon Jem Norford, in a
fearless calm.

« I took them, Monsieur,” she said: I am
Bébé.”

Jem turned a little awkwardly to his com-
panion. - :

¢ What's the matter with her?”
¢« She don’t belong to Lancashire.”

There was a kind of strained attention in the
woman's face, as she answered him.

¢ No.” she said. ¢¢She's French. Hush!”

She bent forward, and held out both her
hands.

“ Come here,"” she said, to the child.

It came, without hesitation, only keeping its
eyes fixed on her face.

Jem Norford stoed by, and looked on, while
the worman bent down to bring herself upon &
level with the child.

“ Where do you live?’’ she asked.

« Here,”" was the reply. I am Bébé,” and
she tucked a stray rose into the corner of her
apron.

Then a light flashed upon Jem Norton.

¢+« 1’11 tell you where she comes from,” he broke
out. * She belongs to the people at the lodge.
The man who came to ask about the place, said
there was a child, but not their own.”

The child nodded, and smiled at him.

s Yes, ] am Bébé, and I live here,”’ she said,
«in Monsieur’s garden.”

Then she looked up at the pale face bending
over her. All at once, it seemed to Norford to
have become a very pale face, indeed, and hag-
gard, in spite of its beanty. And she spoke toit
in a soft, hushed voice.

« Madame is—is tres belle,”” she said. ¢ Mad-
ame is tres belle,”’ and she touched the fair cheek
with her little hand.

The woman quite started.

¢« Kiss me,” she said, suddenly.
and go away.”

When the child lifted her lips to bestow her
caress, it was returned with a fervor almost im-
passioned, and then Cicely gave her a little push.

¢ There, take your roses home,”’ she seid.
« It is getting dark.”

Bébé turned away in smiling content, and
trotted off into the twilight.

It was all over in a fow minutes, and they
{ were standing alone together, and Jem was con-
scious that his companion shook from head to
foot, with a nervous tremor.

¢ What is the matter?” ho asked, anxiously.

he asked.

¢«¢ Kiss me—

But she did not seem frightened, though she

¢ Cice, what is it 7"’
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She had been watching the small figure out of
sight, and she turned to him with a heavy breath.

+¢ It i8 nothing,” she answered. ¢ It is no-
thing, now. Only,"” with a piteous effort at a
laugh, ¢ the child there is a ghost.”

CHAPTER II.

Berore the last finishing touch was given to
the great house, its master had drifted into a
most amiable intimacy with Bébé. A certain
degree of good-fellowship was established be-
tween them. It may have been that Jem Nor-
ford was a child-lover by nature, but if this was
the case, the sentiment had never developed it-
self on any previous occasion. He knew nothing
of children and their ways, and had possibly
scarcely spoken to a ehild in his life; but some-
how he managed te advance steadily in the es-
teem of this little one. He appeared on the
threshold of the lodge a few days after his first
brief interview with Bébé, and finding that
young person sitting on the step, engaged. in
the manufacture of a daisy-chain, intended for
the personal adornment of her cat, he stopped
short, and looked down at her, feeling somewhat
ourious, and, at the same time, somewhat abash-
ed at her sage demeanor. In fact, it was Bébé
he had come to sce, though he could not have
told why. It had just occurred to him, as he
entered the gates, that he should like to see
‘‘the youngster,”’ and so he turned in. But,
having arrived at this point, he did not find it
easy to get further. He would have felt less em-
barrassed, perhaps, if the child had belonged to
the ordinary, round, rosy, and cherubic order.
Bat she did not. She was small, and frail, and
pale, and a certain seriousness seemed to brood
upon her little face. She looked too old for her
age, and too sedate; even her attire had a style
of its own, its principal feature being the quaint
black blouse and white cap, worn by so many of
the French working classes. The white cap fit-
ting round her face, gave her a more serious air
still, almost the air of an infantine nun who had
abjured the world.

“1 say,” said Jem, at last, ¢ how are you?’

She recognized him at once, he saw. 8he
dropped her daisy-chain.

¢ Where is the beautiful Mademoiselle?’’ she
asked.

«She’s a very long way from here,”” replied
Jem, awkwardly.

Béb€ pointed up the gravel-walk.

““ Will she not live there, with Monsieur—in
the big house ?”’

Jem shifted his feet uneasily, and reddened.

But she'll come
But, I say,”

« No,”” he said, ¢ she wont.
there. She’s a friend of mine.
hastily, ‘‘ how are you?”

Bébé sighed, and returned to her daisies.

«1 have the bad, bad head, this morning,
she answered. ¢ It aches. I wish Mademoiselle
had come with you.”

“ Why?'' asked Jem.

¢« She is good,”” said Bébé. ¢ She is beautiful.
Her hands are soft, and she kissed me.”

There was a psuse after this, in which Jem
found himself somewhat ignored. But as he
waited, a brilliant idea occurred to him. He put
his hand into his pocket, ‘'and drew forth a
bright, new shilling.

¢ See here, little 'un,” he said, * here's some-
thing to buy snaps with—ginger.”

Then Bébé was plainly moved. It wassucha
new shilling, so bright and alluring. She glanced
at it, and then at Jem, and rose, and called to
some one in the house in a shrill, little voice,

¢ Julie! Julie!”

The Julie in question, who was a plump young
French woman, and no other than the gate-
keeper's wife, appeared upon the spot as soon
as she could make her way from the back
part of the house, and seeing Norford, over-
whelmed him with pretty apologies for keeping
him waiting. She had been cutting vegetatles
for her soup, and had not seen or heard Mon-
sieur, she said.

« But I haven’t been waiting,” said Norford.
«I didn't want anything. I was talking to—
what's her name ? What is her name ?”’

““We have always called her Bébé,” replied
the woman. **She does not know any other name,
but,” dropping her voice, abruptly, ¢ she waa
baptized. of course, and the name I gave her
was Cecilie.”

4 Cecilie,”” said Norford. ¢ That’s pretty near
Cicely, by Jove. She’s not your’s, is she

No, she was not their's, but like their own,
nevertheless. She had no parents, and was all
alone in the world; and they had cared for
her from the first. Would Monsieur be seated?

No, Monsieur would not. He was on his way
to take @& turn through the house. And then,
with a clumsy off-handedness, he displayed the
new shilling.

“I’'ve been telling her she could buy snapa
with that,”” he said. ¢ She's a quecer little fish.
Let her spend it, and let her run about the place,
and do what she pleases. She won't hurt no
thing. Good-day, ma’'am.”

He touched his hat, and strode away ; but be-
fore he had taken many steps, he heard pattering
feet, and a small hand plucked at his coat. It
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was Bébé, and she raised herself upon her two
tips with an unmistakable meaning. Two or
three seconds elapsed before Norford summoned
courage to bend down; and having done so, he
lifted his head, with a very red face.

“You’re a queer fish,”” he said. ‘*Good-by,
young 'un, an’ much obleeged,” and he walked
away, flushed and hurried.

This was the beginning of the acquaintance,
and the rapidity and steadiness of its progress
was wonderful.

The time came when Norford never passed the
lodge without stopping to exchange a word with the
child, or hand her some trifle—a flaming picture-
book, or a toy, or a toothsome token of friendly
feeling, all of which Bébé received with demon-
strations of gratitude. She was never very talka-
tive, but Norford found her a peculiarly attractive
companion. She got into the habit of following
him about the house and grounds like a dog.
8he seemed at least to consider him her own
personal property, and people became accus-
tomed to the sight of Jem Norford roaming about
the place with the small figure by his side, or
trotting at his heels composedly.

*‘ A curious freak !”’ observers remarked.

““Thank Heaven, it is not & bad one!” added
the Squire, devoutly.

It was a nondescript crowd enough, whose
carriages rolled up the drive on the night of Jem
Norford's house-warming. There were handsome
faces and haggnrd ones; coarse faces and sin-
gularly refined ones. There were men and wo-
men who were hoth young and old; but there
was not a Floxhamite among them, and there
was not a face which had not a suggestion of
hardness in its lines, whether it was fair or faded.
The men were well-dressed men, and the women
carried their silks, and velvet, and lace, as if
they were used to their splendor. The hand-
somest woman of all was the latest arrival. A
small, dark Brougham, whose scrvants wore the

simplest of liveries, drove up at the eleventh

hour, and Jem Norford himself appeared on the
spot to meet its occupant. A sweet, cold face,
and a blaze of diamonds, shone out upon him
from the darkness into the light, and then the
woman, ascending the steps, stood smiling faintly
at the greeting of her host. '
By Jove, Cicely !’ he exclaimed. ¢ How well
you look !
“Well 2
Which is it ?"”
¢It's handsome,” he confessed, ‘“now I come
to look at you again. It's not well. You're
white, by Jove—under——"'
*“Under the rouge,’”” she ended for him, with
Vor. LXX.—3

she answered. ¢ Or bandsome?

a laugh. ¢ Don’t be afraid to speak the truth
to me, Jem, but don't tell the other women.”

She laid her hand lightly upon his arm, and
he led her forward. As they passed the half-
opened door of one of the rooms, she started
back, and uttered an exclamation.

¢ What frightened you?’ asked Jem.
look as if you had seen a ghost.”

¢ There is that child again!"” she answered.
¢ What is it doing here? It put its head out of
the door, and startled me.”

And sure enough, the door was pushed open,
slowly, to its full width, and Bébé stood upon
the threshold, wide-eyed, black-bloused, white-
capped, and grave as usual.

Jem laughed, half-confusedly.

¢ Halloo I"” hesaid. *{'d forgotten her in the
row and bustle. She’s a friend of mine by this
time, Cicely. We’'re good friends, me and Bébé.
Ain’t we, youngster? I told the lodge-keeper to
bring her up to the house, an’ let her sec the
finery on the quiet. I say, shrimp, how do you
like it 2" :

But Cicely hurried him past the child, in spite
of his inclination to stop.

*“ Never mind stopping to talk to her,” she
said. ‘¢ You will be missed, and the child looks
half-frightened. Children don’t always like to
be noticed by strangers.”

“But I'm not a stranger to her,” returned
Jem, interested in the subject, as Cicely had
never scen him interested in anything before.
¢ She’s not afraid of me, by George! No more
than I'm afraid of her. Fact is,”” sheepishly,
and dropping his voice. ¢ Fact is, I don’t know
but what I am a bit afraid of her now an’ then.
1 don't know much about youngsters, but I don't
fancy os she’s like the most on ’em. Danged if
she doesn’t say her prayers night an’ mornin’,
an’ sing hymn-tunes as well; an’—an’ ** his
laugh quite an unsteady affair. ¢ One day she
asked me who I said mine to. It upset me a bit,
you see, seein’ as she looked so innocent about
it, an' I didn’t know what to say.”

*What did you eay ?”’ asked Cicely.

“Told her as I didn’t have no one to say 'em
to; an’ then—— WecH, hanged if she didn’t tell
me I'd better say 'em to her, and wanted me to
kneel down an’ say 'em then an’ there. I don't
know how I should have got out of it, if it hadn’t
have been for her mother.”

¢« Then she has a mother?”

s A kind of one,” said Jem. ¢ Her own mo-
ther's dead, but the woman as keeps her is a
good soul, though she is French, and has a fur-
rin’ religion.”

Men and women glanced at the two as they

“ You

”
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entered the room, some smilingly, some angrily,
s)>me with bold and ready admiration. But no
sizn of any feeling displayed itself in the cold
fice at Norford’s side. Jem himself looked for a
moment both awkward and couscious. His skin
reddened, and he made a desperate effort to ap-
pear at ease. Ignorant as he was, he knew just
how contemptuously two or three pairs of coldly
smiling eyes were fixed on him. He quite under-
stood the half sneer, cleverly uttered under
breath by the men who spent his money, and the
women who accepted his hospitality, and laughed
at him. He was sharp enough to know they did
laugh, and that even the most honest of them
had their jest at his expense. But not Cicely—
not Cicely, who made no professions, and no
graceful speeches, and who was cold and bitter
when she chose, without pretence. No man had
ever dared to smeer at him in Cicely’s pre-
sence, after the first had tried it.

“Don’t say such things as that to me,’”’ she
had said, fixing her icy glance upon him. It
does not suit me to hear them. He is not a liar,
and he is not a braggart coward. His life is bad
and riotous, but you know there are men who
would scarcely find it safe to compare records
with him. As for me, shall I tell you that there
have been moments when I have been tempted
to respect him, by comparison? No one else has
so tempted me.”’

Perhaps her pride and beauty acted as a slight
restraint upon the less refined of the company,
and held them in check. The outward demeanor
of the guests would possibly have surprised re-
spectable Floxhamites, who rather expected that
the Norford festivities would be, after a manner,
Bacchanalian orgies, especially after supper.

The gayety was at its height, and Cicely was
looking on with & wearied air, when she felt
something touch her elbow timidly, and, turning
round, she saw that a strange element had intor-
duced itself among them, the most incongruous
of all elements in such an assemblage—the child,
Bébé, who stood looking up into her face
with earnest admiration and evident confidence.
Of course, the rest saw her, too, the next mo-
ment; and at the disoovery of the quaint,
childish figure, a shout of loud laughter broke
forth.

But Cicely did not laugh. There was in her
face a suggestion of uncontrollable emotion, a
kind of startled pain and surprise.

*“ How has she found her way into the room?"’
she said, hurriedly, to Norford. ‘¢ She has no
right here. Send her away. She ought to be
in bed. What do her people mean ?”’

**No, don’t send her away,” cried one of the

men. ¢ Make her talk !
& new sensation.”

“Send her away !"”” commanded Cicely, in an
impatient undertone.

But Bébé was too sure of her position in the
household. Her familiarity with its master had
accustomed her to its splendor, and she was not
afraid of the glitter and many faces.

Her sweet treble piped out clear and distinetly
above the amused clamor.

«“] came to find Mademoiselle,”” she said.
¢ The pretty Mademoiselle, I saw her.”

Norford laughed in open delight at the bold-
ness of his protegé.

¢ That's her, all over !”’ he said. ¢ She never
forgets nothin’. She's took a fancy te you,
Cicely, that's plain.”

«] wanted to see Mademoiselle,”” announced
Bébé again. ¢ She is beautiful, and the pretty
beads on her neck shine so! I know who Made-
moiselle is,”’ she added, nodding her head confi-
dently.

“Whe?"’ asked Norford, tossing her a bunch
of grapes. ¢ Let's hear.”

“I know!" with another nod.
sister of Monsieur. His sister.”

A slight laugh broke out round the table, and
died out awkwardly. A scarlet flush started to
Cicely’s cheek, and then paled.

¢ She is Monsieur’s sister,”’ repeated the child.
‘She came to see Monsieur's house, and she
kissed me. And Monsieur said her name was
Cicelie. I know. Mademoiselle, why do you not
kiss me again "’

Cicely bent and touched her cheek lightly with
her lips. Bébé put both hands upon her silken
lap, and looked up at her, reassured.

*“ May I stay "’ she asked. ¢ If I may, I will
sing for you. I sing for Monsieur often.”

A sort of hush fell upon the company. The
novelty of the situation impressed them, and
something in the look of the two faces at the
head of the table.

““Don’t let her!” said Jem, in sudden pro-
test. ¢ She sings them things they sing in
churches an’'—"’ with a glance round which
defied even the suggestion of a sneer—* this
isn’t a church.”

Cicely answered him with a slow, bitter smile.

¢ Nay, don't stop her!” she said. It won't
hurt us, nor her, thank Heaven! Let her think
well of us, if she will. Sing your hymn, Bébé—
even to us”

Bébé was quite ready. It was her habit to
sing to Jem, and she knew no fear. She had a
staid fancy that she must pay her fee of admis-
sion to this enchanted land; and so, holding her

Let her stay! This is

¢ She is the
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grapes in her blouse, and fixing her gaze on
Cicely, she sang, with the voice of a bird, while
Jom played nervously with the handie of his
knife, and Ciocely leaned her head upon her
hand, and listened.

0, Dien! ma bouche balboretie,

Ce nom, des anges redouté,

Un enfant méme est écoutd

Daas le cheur qui te glorifie,

On dit que c’est toi qui produis

Les fleurs dont le jardine se paré,

Et quo sans toi, toujours avare

Le verger n'aurait point de puits.

Donne aux malades le santé

Au mendicant le pain que’i] pleure

A l'orpbelin une de meure

Au prisonuier la liberté.
 Her hymn finished, Bébé turned her attention
to her grapes, feeling that she had done all that
oould be required of her. She was a practical
little body, upon the whole, with a simple ap-
preciation of the good things of life. She turned
naturally to Jem, and leaned against his knee,
enjoying her prize at her leisure, and answering
his forced smiles with complacence.

The men and women who had listened to her

song, sat in uneasy silence for a few moments.

rug, in the housekeeper's room. Mon Dieu!
how could sueh a calamity have come about?
The wicked one must have awakened and strayed
away. Pardon, Monsieur, a thousand pardons.”

¢« She's done no harm,”” remarked Norford.
¢ Put her to bed in one of the rooms. Don’t carry
her out inte the night air;”’ and he delivered her
over, with tender care and deliberateness.

Then he went in search of Cicely. But she
was not in the house, and it was not until he
went out into the grounds that he found her—
a white figure, crouching in the darkness and
dew, upon a rustic seat, beneath a tree.

She raised herself at his approach, shivering
and impatient.

“ There was no need tc eome,’ she said.
came here to be alone.”

«It's too cold for you, Cicely,” he ventured.

“ Yes, it’s cold,” she answered. ¢ I wish it
was Death’s cold,”” she added, through her closed
teeth.

Feeling himself unable to cope with her mood,
{ Norford remained silent. He was something un-

strung himself, also. The noise and laughter
. inside jarred upon him. He wished it was all
¢ over, and his guests had left him. Money and

UI

There may have been those among them who felt g power had not brought him all he had fancied
some long, untouched cord thrill anew and { they would bring. Grandeur, in prospective, had
strongly, but they were not prone to emotional { been much pleasanter than its reality. After all,

display ; and, after & brief and rather trying
pause, laughter and jest struggled to the surface,
and reigned predominant. It is easier to laugh
than to weep—always.

When reaction had fully set in, Bébé was half-
forgottén, save by Norford, who had, in truth,
understood nothing of her innocent piping, save
its subtle thrill and purity.

«[ don't know what it means,’’ he had said,
in a low voice, to Cicely. ¢ I never do, unless
ghe tells me in her way; but I know it goes
through a chap somehow.”

Almost before the echo died out in the room,
Cicely’s chair was empty. She rose silently, and
was gone before any one but Norford was aware
of her intention.

Jem stood staunchly by his protogé, and let
her amuse herself as she would, until she was
tired. It did not take long to tire her. In
course of half an hour there was a significant
silence for a few minutes, and then the white
cap nodded forward until it rested on Jem's
knee, and Bébé was asleep. Jem stooped gravely,
and picked her up. He carried her out of the
room, and into the servant’'s hall, to the great
alarm and confusion of the bewildered Julie.

¢« Sainted mother!” exclaimed the latter. 1
left the child asleep hours ago, on the hearth-

what did these ¢‘chaps’ inside care for him,
when his wine was drunk, and his suppers were
things of the past. Somechow, ‘‘and a queer
crank it was,”” as he put it mentally, the child
thet lay asleep in one of his luxurious rooms,
had moved him to a vague feeling of disgust with
his life and belongings.

¢ Cicely,” he said, at last, slowly, and as if

questioning himself even as he spoke, ¢ seems to
me as we're both out of sorts with things in the
same way.”
- Bhe looked up at him, sad and weariedly. She
understood him as few women would have done.
They were very far apart, and yet they were
akin, in & certain sense, after all.

¢ No,” she answered, * not quite in the same
way! Mine's a bitterer way than your's, Jem;
it's & woman’s way.”

““ Well,”” admitted Jem, ¢ happen it is harder
lines for & woman; but I don’t know,” and he
plucked uneasily at the twigs upon the tree's
trunk, and crushed the leaves in his hand.

“You see,” he added, slowly still, ¢ Life's
life an’—seems like when it's over—it's done
with—such lives as ours. It's queer a chap
¢ doesn't feel that way about—such as her,”’ nod-
¢ ding his head toward the house.

{ There was a pause of a few seconds, and then,




46

BEBE.

with a sudden movement, the woman flung her-
self into her former position, and burst into
fierce weeping.

¢ Such as she !"’ she cried. ¢ A child—a child
who prays, and sings hymns. And once—once
it was 8o with me. And I might strive, and pray,
and grovel in the dust, and I could not bring it
back, for it is lost forever, forever! Oh, my
God! If there is a God to hear me, crush my
life out now, and let that be the end.”

It was a terrible thing to see—this agony of
despair, which, even in its mildest depths, re-
belled against itself. Mere life must have been
such a bliss to this creature once; and now,
enly to know that death would come swiftly, and
be the very end! .

Even Jem Norford felt a tremor seize him.

“Don’t, Cicely,” he said. ¢ Don't say it, my
girl—don't.”’

¢« See,” clenching her hand, and shaking from
head to foot, ¢ that child’s song dragged me to
the gates of Hell. And the name she called me—
the old name. I thought I should never hear it
again. The only man I ever loved used to call
me Cecilié—Cecilié ; and he was a villain. And
to hear it from such lips as hers! Cecilié—Ce-
cilié, after all these years!”

¢ The man you loved "’ said Norford.

*¢ He was a Frenchman, and I am a French
woman. I had almost forgotten it. France seems
so far away—as far away as the rest.”

For a few minutes she seemed to forget her-
self, and Norford stood by in helpless silence,
Rough and untutored he might be, but not awk-
ward enough to trouble her with further ques-
tioning. He had a fancy that she ‘‘ needed to be
let alone,’’ and so he wailed. At last she rose.

“I won't go back to the house,” she said.
‘Let them think what they choose. I want
purer air, for a while, to-night. I could not
breathe in there. Order the carriage, and bring
me & wrap, and I will get in at the door.””

When he had obeyed her commands, #nd she
was seated in the carriage, she bent forward,
and spoke to him abruptly.

*“Give me your hand,’’ she commanded. ‘ Both
of them.”

He gave them, with clumsy readiness ; and she
Leld them for a moment, in a grasp stronger
than he could have imagined her capable of.

“If we were both better, or both worse,” she
said, ‘“ life would look easier to us; but we are
just what we are, and there it stands.”

She let his hands drop, and turned her face
away, as if she did not wish him to see it.

‘Tell them to drive on. And, good-night,”
she added.

CHAPTER IIIL

As time went on, Floxham found still more
cause for wonder, st the quiet which reigned
over the new establishment, whose evil influ-
ence they had so feared. There were no Bacchan-
alian feastings within its walls, and few disrepu-
table strangers visited it. It appered, upon the
whole, that, notwithstanding the boldness of his
announcement, that he intended to enjoy himself
in his own way, Jem Norford was leading as
regular and dull a life as respectability could
wish, He staid much at home, and was actually
sober for weeks together. The foundry stoed
aghast at the startling temperateness of his hab-
its, and shook its head in private, feeling that
such defection from general rules boded no good.
‘“Summats up,”’ was the verdict. ¢ He's noan
himsel’. Happen th’ chap’s goin’ to take apple-
plexy. He’s just the build for it, fur aw the world.
He’s always lived a reg’lar loife up to this start;
takin' his spree ivery bit or so, and theer’s nowt
80 dangerous as changin’ & ¢hap’s settle’t ways.”

* Happen he’s bin convarted,”’ suggested one
individual, slyly.

- A shout of laughter greeted this happy thought.

¢ Now tha's gettin’ it. He’s just the build fur
that, sure enow-—Jem Norford. That'ud go
harder wi' him than appleplexy. He's not o’ th’
reet breed to tak’ it koindly.”

They were neither altogether right, nor alto-
gether wrong. It was not conversion that was
working in Jem Norford’s breast; but the fact
was, he had arrived at a mental halting-place,
Reaction had set in, and for the present his past
pleasure palled upon him. He had outlived the
day for plunging headlong into the vortex of
pleasure, and manhood brought with it certain
penalties of satiety and occasional distate. Some-
times he was glad to stand aloof, and let things
drop. In such hours as these, the quiet of the
great, lonely, luxurious house suited him, and
he felt a longing for some innocent companion-
ship. 8o he took to Bébé, and grew fonder of
her than even he himself knew. The servants
had strange tales to tell of the whimsical famili-
arity which had established itself between them.
Bébé spent many an hour in the wonderful
rooms; she even dined often at the stately
table.

¢ Blessed if she isn’t more at home than me,”
he would say, laughing loudly. ¢ She might
have been used to it all her life. She keeps &
chap in countenance, an she’s company too.”’

She was ‘‘company” for him. Some leaven
working in the small brain made her comprehent
sfon of things quick in a fashion of its own—
quicker than her hosts. She was not afraid of
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the pictures. 8he asked questions about them,
and finding Jem's knowledge of art limited, she
applied to Julie. 8he was particularly inter-
ested in a copy of the Sistine Madonna.

¢ She was good, 8o good, you say,’”’ was her
remark. ‘I want to be good too.”

8till she did not belong to the order of ethe-
real children, this young devoteé. Her views of
life were chiefly practical ones ; she was devout,
88 she had been trained to be; she was a child,
and therefore severely pure in a child's simpli-
city and ignorance of wrong. It was because
she was a child that she had touched Jem's
beart, and made herself a place within it. '

¢ There's some as takes to dogs, an’ some as
takes to horses,”’ reflected he, philosophically.
* An’ I've noticed as it's chiefly chaps as has
nothin’ in particular to set their minds on. I've
taken to a child. A fellow must have his whim,
an’ a child’s mine.”

But he was not allowed to indulge in it long.
The child’s constitution was a frail one, as her
ill-developed frame and small face would have
told the most ordinary observer. She was prone
to strange, unchildish ailments ; and all juvenile
trials went hardly with her. The ¢ bad, bad
head,” of which she had spoken to Jem at their
first interview, was one of her chief troubles,
It came upon her often, and upon such occasions
she would sit, pale and silent, answering all
questions with painful gravity. ¢ It's the bad
head, Monsieur,’’ she would say to Narford, « I
maust be quiet.”’

One morning, a8 he passed the lodge, the white
cap was not within sight, and Julie came ta the
door, looking troubled and fatigued.

«It's the ‘bad head’ again, Monsieur,”’ she
said: ‘“ but this time it is worse than ever be-
fore. I laid not down, last night, her pain was
80 great. It'is a strange malady for so young a
child. My husband has gone for the doctor. I
begin to feel alarmed.’”

On his return from the foundry, Norford
stopped in the village and purchased a wonder-
ful doll, attired in gauze and tinsel. It was the
best Floxham afforded, and was considered a
work of art, though, its price being above the
ocapabilities of its admirers’ pockets, it had sim-
pered from its window full many a weary day.

«8he'll like this,” he said, with some pardon-
able pride. ¢ It was only last week as she was
complaining of her old one's nose. This 'll quite
set her up when she sees it.”

There was a light burning in the house when
he entered it, and & man was bending over the
narrow, white bed, while Julie stood near, tear-
ful and subdued. The parcel felt suddenly heavier

than he had found it before. Norford stopped
short.

‘ Halloo !”” he exclaimed, under his breath.

The man, who bent over the bed, raised him-
self, and gave Norford a curt bow.

““It's & bad case,”” he said, brusquely, and as
if he had few words to spare. ¢ Brain, you
know; and brain’s always a bad business.”
Therf to Julie, ‘ If you will step into the next
room with me, madam, I will elaborate my in-
structions."

They went iato the adjoining room, leaving
Jem alone with the child. She was lying quite
motionless, uttering little moans, and their sound,
low as it was, filled the hearer with awe.

¢ There—there's something wrong up with
her,”” he said. ¢ What is it? She was never
like this before.”

He unwrapped the doll, and stooped down
over her pillow.

“Young un!"” hesaid. “I say, Bébé!”

Almost immediately he drew back, startled
and awed by the utter unresponsiveness of the
childish face. She nether heard nor saw him.
The little moans went on ; the half-closed lida
did not even tremble.

‘“She doesn’t hear me,’’ said Jem, standing
upright again. ¢ She doesn’t hear me.”

He could scarcely realize the truth, even though
it was 80 plain & one. Who of us has not felt the
slow, creeping awe of & familiar face, which is not
what it was but yesterday; which has drifted
out of our reach, and neither sees nor hears.

He still stood by the bedside when Julie re-
entered.

«She doesn’t hear me,” hesaid, with a half-
bewildered look.

¢« No,” was the answer.
you, Monsieur.”’

As she approached the bed, and touched the
child’s hands, Julie burat into sudden tears.

< I bave not thought that she would die,”” she
said. ¢ She was always frail; but I have not
thought that she would die. And she has been
to me as my own, from the first hour.”

«Die !’ gaid Norford. ¢ She isn’'t——""

He was startled beyond measure. Yesterday
morning she had nodded to him, from her usual
stand on the steps; and here was her doll, in all
her tinsel finery ! He glanced from the painted
cheeks, and round, wide-awake eyes, to the child-
face on the pillow. '

“1 bought this thing for her, on my way
home,” he said. ‘¢ Nay, I can’t belicve that.”

He could not believe it wholly, even when she
told him that the medical man had given her no
hope whatever.

¢ She does not hear
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¢T'll send for another,” returned Norford, has-
tily. «“I'll send to London for one—a regular
nob. Sheshan’t want for nothin’ money ¢an bring.
I'm set on her, missis. I tell you I never took to
anything in my life as I've took to her. She
shan’t die if Jem Norford’s money can buy life
for her.” And he passed his hands, in a hur-
ried, emotional caress, over the childish head.
“I'd give a good deal to sce her open her eyes,
and laugh at Miss, there,”” with a jerk at the doll,
who sat staring at the foot of the bed.

¢ Monsieur is very generous,’’ said Julie,
shedding more tears. ¢ Monsieur has the kind
heart.”

He had. Al the great house contained was
placed at the disposal of the invalid—wines,
kitchen-furniture, servants.

So everybody knew, next day, that Norford
Hod sent to London for a great physician, and
had given orders to his household to comsider
themselves at the service of the gate-keeper's
wife; all for the sake of the waif that lay, be-
tween life and death, in the little house.

¢ Ag if gshe wur his own flesh an’ blood,” it
was said. *“He's a cranky chap to mak’ out,
Jem Norford; an’ he’s not haaf bad i’ the long
run, fur &’ his marlocks.”

The great physician came in state, evidently
bewildered at such a turn of affairs. He was
received at the great house, snd entertained
there, and escorted by Norford to the lodge.

«It's a little lass I’ ve set my mind on saving,”
said Norford, unwontedly excited, and almost
pale with feeling. ¢“Save her!” laying a heavy
hand on the shoulder of the great man. ¢ Save
her, and set her up again, and send in your bill,
and Jem Norford’s good fur it, whether it's three
figures or four.”

But, important a personage as he was, the
great man could do no more than the little one
had done. He looked at the changed fice, and
asked questions, and looked again; and at last
shook his head.

“My dear sir,” he said to Norford, “I am
deeply grieved, but I may as well tel} you the
truth. There is nothing for me to do here.
There is nothing to be done.”” And he laid the
child’s hand down on the coverlet again.

#Nothing?"’ echoed Norford. ¢ Nothing, man?"’

« Nothing. With children like this one life is
never long. The end is at work from the first.
It is only a question of time."”

When Norford came back to the lodge, having
seen the great man on his way to more important
duties, in a more important field, he found
Julie in tears. The doll still sat propped against
the bed’s foot, staring at Bébé, who lay upon her

back, her cap pushed of her curly head, her eyes
wide open1, and wandering.

“ Do not go, Monsiear,”’ said Julie, seeing him
draw back. *Do not go. 1 have—— There i3
something I would say to you.”

¢ The pretty Mademoiselle !I"” murmured Bébé,
from her pillow. ¢ The sister of Monsieur!
Where is she? The beads upon her neck shine.
I must have them, Monsieur,——.”*

The woman rose, pale and trembling, as if
moved by some powerful emotion.

*“Do not mind her,” she eid.
often go. She does not see us.”

She was very much shaken by the fiat which
had gone forth, Jem thought ; even more shaken
than he had imagined she would be. He did not
know that another long-hidden grief was at work
within her, until she spoke.

‘* Monsieur,”” she said, weeping, ¢ if I had been
a mother, even a mother whose ¢hild was her
shame, even a mother lost and stained, I think,
it seems to my heart to-night, that the death-bed
of my child would touch me.”

¢ The pretty beads!" said Bébé, softly. < The
pretty beads of Mademoiselle Cicelie I’

“There is a woman who has been to your
house,” continued Julie; *‘a woman I have seen,
but who has not seen me, because I avoided her.
It is the woman you call Cicely, and, Monsieur,
she ia my sister—and the mothey of the child.”

“The mothér !’ cried Norford, starting beck-
ward. “ The mother of the ehild there? Good
God! Cicely I”

¢ She is my sister,” said Julie. ¢ She was oar
father's pride and idol, and she broke his heart,
and brought shame and ruin upon an honest
name. It does not matter for the story; bat I
had pity upon her child. I could not easily for
give her, but I had sorrow for the child who
shared her disgrace. I let her think that it did
not Hve, and she went her way. Our little world
was too narrew for her pride and besuty. A lLife
of humiliation and penitence did net suit her.
8o, she went her ways; and you eall her Cicely,
and there is her child.”

“ And she never knew!” ssid Jem Norford.
“Poor lass | Poor lass!”

« T wish,” said the woman, ‘‘that she should
know. She cannot do harm now, and 1 wish-
Monsieur, that you should tell her. If she would
receive the last sigh of her child, if she is not too
hard of heart to eare, let her come.”

Jem Norford regarded the speaker amazedty.
He had seen her before, a bright little womatn
of cheerful mien and ready tongue; but now he
saw her stern, bitter against sin, hard of jueigp.
ment, firm in her own vittue, and with smal}

“It is net




