
Pipan cameout on the doorstep,and stood rubbing his eyes at the
sun. The bells were ringing for Mass, from two or three towers
hardby, and thesun's almost level beams, shining sidewayß upon
thecobblesthat pavedthe street, told him the same tale. It was
not yet seveno'clock. Inside there the otherchildren weresleeping
still, in the little stuffy back room. It was better to be out here,
though the breeze wasblowing the dust from the loosely laidstones
in the street.

Pipan sat downon the steps and put up one chubby hand to
shadehis eyes from the dust cloud. He wasa beautiful boy, 'good
enough for apriest,' the gossips were wont to say,and they urged
Dame Laroqueto bespeakhim aplace in the seminary school when
he should be old enough. Pere Anton had influence there. But
DameLaroque'sonly reply was a toss of the head and a brusque
requestthat thegossips woulddrive their ownpigs to market, and
leave her tomanagehers. Pipanmight haveyellow curls and blue
eyes, andhemight be a fool for all that. Never was such a stupid
boy. Seven,andknewnaught but his prayers

—
couldnot spell out

a wordin his book. Was that thestuff of which their priests were
made ? Whereat the gossips retired, to shake their heads over a
woman whocould speakso of priestandchild. From Daelburg she
hadcome;andDaelburg wasallbut over the border of Protestant
Germany. And she had small part in Pipan, his fair hair, and
heavenly eyes— she, tbe tall,sallow, dark,peasant woman, withher
black-haired, Belgianmate. The rest of her flock was nothing to
look at;butPipanwasotherwise cut. Alwaysdreamyand thought-
ful, he livedapart from his brothers, at home, at school and at
play, and earned, not undeservedly, the nickname of

'Pipan the
Dreamer.'

Thechurchbellsceasedof asudden,and thesilence thatfollowed
was filled with the chime from the belfry, announcing that seven
badstruck. Pipanwas roused fromhis seat on the doorstepby the
foot of Dame Laroque, as she came out, basket onarm,bound for
market. Pipan followedher as she passed,andslidhis armthrough
thebasket.'Silly childI Iwant theenot. Go, play like the rest.''
Iwouldrathergo with thee, maman. Shall wego toMass on

the way ?'
'Is thy head gone daft, Pipan ? At seven on market

morning 7'''Twould takebut a fewminutes, maman. Itmight be done.'
1Thatmeans thou wouldst go,Isuppose. Well, slip into Saint

Bavonas wepass. I'venaught thoucanst help mecarry.'
The boy's dreamyeyes lookedupat themighty tower they were

nearing, with a strange fervour of joy. He pressedthehard,house-
wifelyhand witha kiss,and turned into the shadow of the porch.
DameLaroque looked afterhim a moment.'

'Tiß a strangeworld,' shemuttered.
'
Ihalf wishI'dnot taken

himin. Buthe was a cherub, in truth. And Ihad no children
then

—
ChutI what's done is past undoing. I've better to do than

look for trouble.' She trudgedon to themarketplace.
Nearly seven years before, when Dame Laroque was still a

dweller in Daelburg, her husbandhad come acrossa toddling child,
inthestreetnexthis own,andhadtakenhimhome. Theenthusiastic
young wifebegged to be allowed tokeephim. Babutin felt that a
search should be made for the baby's parents,buthis own relations
with the localauthorities werenot such as tomake him anxious for
their furtheracquaintance,and a few half-hearted inquiriesresulted
innothing. The samemotives whichwithheldhim fromthebureau
impelledhis removaltoEvequellines shortly after, and Pipan was
receivedthere ashis ownson. The growing caresof her own brood
weakened DameLaroque'saffection for her foster child, and Pipan
nowstoodinananomalouspositioninthehouseholdthathadadopted
him.

What lay over his past and future was far enough fromPipan's
small mind as he toiled up tbe broad flight of stepsleading to Saint
Bavon's west doors. He entered the church in the wake of a
market woman inwhite frilled cap and long black cloak distended
with market baskets. In the width of dim nave and aisles there
could be seen the figures of women and menkneeling upon low
prie-dieux.

The sights which struck a stranger were familiar to Pipan,
who steppedup the aisle scarcely regarding them. From babyhood
the dim church had been his home and playground. A hundred
times he had passed through it on his way from one street to
another. Sunday after Sunday had found him among the long
rowsof well-brushedlittle boys kneeling painfully through High
Mass on their hard, narrow,wooden benches. Day by day he had
come tothe ohapelwhere Pere Anton catechised. He had some-
times knelt with maman for a short few prayers by the altar
marked Ite ad Mariam, and had puzzled his childish mind re-
peatedlyover the mystery of the Mother of Sorrows. But there
wasone spot dear tohim,and thither this morninghe went to the
shrine where the great sculptor's 'MotherandChild

'
smiled down

on the murmuring silence, fromitspure whitemarble throne.
Pipanhadbeen well taught. He knelt overhis beadsa short

while;but,raising his eyes to theobject of his prayers, the spell of
thatbeauty caught him. The rosaryhung forgotten on his wrist
ashe gazed ina reverie. There was something,deep hidden away
beyondhis angelic face, that struggled for expression at the sight
of the master's inspiration. Its humanity reached his own, and
made him the mouthpiecefor the longingof the wcrld about him.
Unconsciously hebreathedaloud:

1Motherof mercy1 day by day
Myloveof theegrowsmoreand more,'

and as he did so a figure brushed softlyby him, and ahand was
laid for an instant upon his head. As he raised his eyes insome
astonishment a beuding- facemet hisand lightly kissed him. Then
it was gone, and a black-robed figure was retreating down the
aisle.

Pipan thought he must have fancied it; buthe felt thekiss
yet on his brow ro freßh he put up his hand as if to touch it.
Looking again toward themarble Madonna,he sawnewmeaning in
her attitude, and with a sudden gust of feeling, truer than the
monotonyof thehymn, he wailed:

1Mother, mother, loveme too1*
The worshippers about him stirred. Onestartledwomanrose

and came toward him. But Pipan fled, overwhelmed with con-
fusion at his sacrilege, and certain that his misdemeanor would
finda tattler tocarry it toDame Laroque,and then

—
oh, Bhe never

loved him as that Mother didher Child! She nevergave him one
caress. Allmothers were not so. Some were like the Madonna;
why could he not have such aoae? Why not go and seek one1
That womaninblack, who kissed him, shehad a gentle touch,and
theglow of her eyes rested with him still. He wouldgo findher
and ask her to be his mother. Noone athome wouldmiss him.
Batiste might have his porringer and spoon, for the newmother
wouldgivehim abetter.

Pipanwasout in the streetnow,and his thoughts took amore
practical turn as he marched along,away fromSaintBavon, and
away frommaman's home. How to find thenewmother ?

—
for such

she wouldprove,he felt sure, with alla ohild's certainlyof faith.
Womeninblack wereoommon. The marketwas fullof them, but
he darednot go there, for mamanmight see him,and takehimback
withher. Heskirted thebusy square, with itscrowdsof ohafferers,
buyingand selling the produce of the country,and bent his steps
over theunevenstones toward the quieterpartsof the town. The
chimes were ringing the three-quarters,and the birds twittered in
the trees that bordered the street and shaded the houses. A few
women sat on the doorsteps,at work on their lacepillows;but
themajority were preparing breakfastwithin. He sawnone there
with long black robes. Ata corner,tobe sure,one stoodatastreet
shrine, replenishing its vase of flowers, but it was not bis new
mother.

Pipan trudged on sturdily. Suggestions of breakfast came
from the open doors on either side, and presently a little girl,
ina loose blue pinafore and sabots,waved her woodenspoon from
a doorstep,and called tohim to sit by her sideandshare her mealof
milk andbread. Pipan was hungry and tired, and the little girl
looked kind. He sat downbesideher,and they handled the spoon
by turns. She laughedprettily, andshookthecurls out fromunder
her cap. Pipanlaughed too,and they took to feeding each oilier,
making mock mouthsat thebig spoon. When the bowl wasempty
they fell to talking,andbecame very friendly.'What dost thou, so far from home?' she asked, presently.
Pipan left off laughing.'
Ilook for anewmother,1hesaid.

'And why? Hast thoulost thine old one !'
lOf a truth,Ihave one,but she loves me not. SoIlook for

another.''Funny boy I Children have butonemother. Art thoucrazy ?
Ibelieve yes. Oh,maman t maman!' «he cried, jumping up and
running into thehouse, 'hereis a littleboywhosays he seeksanew
mother. Come see him !'

But Pipan had gone, and was awaydown the street with a
veryred,serious face. Little girls weresuch silly things! He was
near the canal,and aboatcame gliding in from the country, drawn
by two horses. A maninablue blouse came whistlingbeforethem.
Pipan sat down uponthe grass andawaitedhis approach. Thenhe
went and walked beside theboatman.'Good-day,little fellow,' said he,goodnaturedly.'Good-day, monsieur,' returned Pipan. 'Hast thou met a
womanon the tow path, all inblack, with eyes that look at thee?'

The boatman laughed.'
Many a lass Imet, butnone in black. And as for eyes,it's

little they care touse them upon me,Itrow. Belike if Iwere ten
yearsyounger,now 'he laughed, andshook hishead. 'Is it thy
sister thou'rt after, little one?''No,Ihavenosister. Tt is a newmother.'

1A newmother. That's somethingIdon'tknowof. Art thou
lostyoungf-ter V'No,Ilook for a newmother, one that will love me like the
mother in thechurch. Good-day, monsieur.'

The boatmanstood agape,lookingafter Pipan,whohad turned
from him, and was pursuing his way toward the bridge that
spannedthe canal.

On the further bank stood a convent, and through the wide
"pengate Pipan heard the voices of the nuns, singing over their
work. He went in, through the walled garden,gay with flowers,
and up the steps to the door of the cool, airy laundry. There wasa
freshsound of splashing water mingled with the hymn the sisters
weresinging, as they washed andrinsedanddriedandironed inthe
spaciousroom where the crucifixhung onabare wall. Pipanstood
in the doorway,andone or two of the sisterß pausedto smileupon
him. He did not return their greetings, but scanned each face
eagerly. His newmother, with eyes that lookedat one, was shehere, among these black-garbed women ? One of them stoopedto
pathis cheek.

1What is it-, dearie? Hast thouanerrand withany of xaV
Pipan raised his eyes to her face, and sighed. 'No,' he said

wearily,'no;noneof youis my new mother.'
The nun took bis handgently, andbentlower. 'What meanest

thou, little one ? A newmother1 Hast thou not one already,on
earth? Anddoes not another await theein thedear Heaven?''Yes,there,Iknow. ButIwould have her now, near me,as
thou artnear. The Madonna in the churoh smiles, butshe is white
andcold. My newmother is real, and her kiss ia warm. Oh,I
must find her soon,'
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