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THE RURAL CANADIAN.

weathered many a rtorm which has wrecked states claim-
ing higher intellectual endowment, moro abundant in re-
wources, and, to all appearanco, born to cmpire.

Tn tho days whon Flo Wilkinson was growing into a
young woman thoe king was a real presence among his peo-
ple—at churely, at the concerts, inthe park he was among
them, sharing their ocoupations and their omotions ; all
that concorned him concorned them , to have seen tho king
was a real pleasure, to havo been spoken to by him was
felt to boa reward for the highest virtuo,

CHAPTER III,

“Flo, you won't forget mother's egg bealen up at
oloven, and boe ruro Charlie aud Matthew are at xchool n
time - thoy ought to be ready now, and wee that Sally
takea James's ghoes to Farren's to be re xoled. Ile would
have gope out in them this morning, damp as it is, crpo-
cially across the fields, if I hadn't reon them, and perhnps
got bis death of cold. ~T'll try and go round by Tottenham
Court Road, and bring in some buttons for Charlies
jaoket.”

“ No, Cicely : I can do that.
do up niother's cap.”

“Very well, Flo,
mother too long.”

«tNever fear, Cis, you think that no one can take care
of mother bus yourself. Im sure if father looks pleased
when bhe comes homo it does her more good than half.a-
dozen oggs beaten up; horrid things, they make me
shiver, and father always noticos if she has a new cap.”

“That's quite true, Flo; father has a great eye for
dress. You won't forget to mako Sally iron onr white
musling? But I must ron, or Ishall be late. Good-bye,
dear, take care of yourself. Mrs, Bracebridge is sure to
ask if our time is nlow.”

“Why don't you ask her if their time isn’t fast?”
langhed Flo, having given her sister 8 hearty embrace.

Busy Cicely sped across the fiells to a stately mansion
in what is now the Regent's Park, but what was then a
pleasant rural region, where sho was permitted to teach
two young lndies of tho ages of ten and twelve such sub-
jects as sho herself knew, and walk with them and to be
their * guide, philosopher and friend,” fram ten in the
morning until six in the evening, for thie annual stipend of
£40, paid quarterly, ont of which sum Cicely mansged to
clothe herself and Flo, and to purchase many a delicacy
for the dear mother who never complained, but who, alas!
graw thinper apnd paler year by year—at least go Cicoly
thought, with many a tender sigh that she could do so
littlo to comfort her.

Rosalind, beantiful a8 over, was married not too happily
to a young man who was disposed to look down upon city
connections, being bhimself the fifth cousin to an earl,
whose ancestor had won his title, not by commerce, but
by the sacking of cities ; but ho was a rising barnster,
who would probably be well-off in a fow years. Thesefew
years, however, must be years of struggle, and the wife
who bad brought no dowry must be patient and economi-
cal, wirtnes diffioult to practiee for a beauty of two-and-
twenty. Bat Rose was mastering them, being much as-
sisted in the study by & young philosopher at present en-
gaged in the difficult problem of cutting his teeth, who
had convinced her that there are phases of society which
offer better chances of enjoyment than are open to ladies
and gentlemen in spare and uncomfortable apparel 1n
crowded rovme, with the ancertain chances of scant and
unnatural food.

\Whenever she could, Rose brought her boy to seo her
mother, and the little fellow showed a proper appreciation
of the garden. of grandmamma's skilled nursing, of Aunt
Flo's pretty curls, and above all, of Litule Gncle datthew,
who hed just beguwn to go to school.

But the days woich Kuse and Ler baby epent 1n Lisson
Grove were gala days, there wers mans aull aud dreary
days when no vbe rang at the bell except the mukman,
that beneficent dispenser of Natures purest gft, whose
visits are accepted as a matter of conrse from thewr very
regalarity. On these days Flos time would havo hung
heavy on her Londs if she Lad not mede the acquaintance
of their pext dout neighvur, Madame Labalastniere,

As ber name implies, Madsme was a } renchwoman, and
she came 3u uccupy the cuitage next door about mine
montbs after the Wilkinsons had settied down in Lisson
(Grovd. She furnished her little cottage in the most per.
fect French taste, and made her quarter of an acro of
garden an epitome of all that can grow 1o Enghlish roll.
A row of apple trees trained latcrally soreened tho jarars
2otager from the drawing-rcom windows, and behnd tins
scroon grew rows of beans, peas, scarlet runners, and cab-
bage, the hardicr plants, such oa stocks, mignonette, gillt-
flowers, and pinks, made tho air fragrant all the summer-
time , while the inside of tho kouse was gay even 1 win-
ter time w.ith a thousand sncxpensive bus clegant devices,
which sot off tv advantage Madamo's clegant cafetiero and
choice china.

Mr. and Mrs. Wilkinson were rather sby at first in re-
sponding to Madamo X.abalastrivre's friendly overtures. Tho
Peninsutar war was still raging, Tom was an officer in tha
British fleet, burming for an opportunity to fight any num-
ber of Frenchmen, and it is not wonderful if Englishmen
at that timo bad littlo sympathy with anyons of that na-
tion , bnt it chianced that Littlo Masthew ond a bad attack
ol whouping-cough, the sound of which penstrated to
AMadame's hiouse, and she prepared with her own hands a
- toane,” whieh gave hum greas acd immediate remef.
After this Mrs. W.lkinsun conid do no less thar call upon
her s and she found her so charming, so leavened as it
wrero with a sweot melanciioly, that she came back quite
delighted. Madame, it appearced, waa the widow of an
officer whLo had maintained the ruyal caure sn Lia Vendce,
and had finally lost his life there. Madame had but oue
son, » youth of soventecn, and to avoid the conscnp-
tion sho hsd fled with him to England, where, by the
recommendation of friends, ho had been recoved as
foreign clork in a mercbant'soffice,

I want a bit of ribbon to

but you must be sure not to leavo

At first they bad resided in the beart of tho city, but
Madame fancied that Lier Augusto’s health suffered for
want of tho fresh air to which bo had been acoustomed
from infanoy, and sho thought horself vory fortnnato in
being able to scoure a protty cottegoe within nn easy walk
of lis placo of business, All this sho communicated
frankiy, almost volubly, t¢ Mrs. Wilkineon ; but that good
Iady would havo been glad if her confidenco had gono a
littla further, for Madamo did not explain why sho trudgoed
out horself ovory moming, wet or dry, leaving her Zonne,
Emibie, to keep houso snd to do the thousand-and-one
things indoors and out to which s Fronchwoman of the
good old type can turn her hand.

Mrs Wilkinson communicated to her husband and her
daughters her convietion that Madawmo was a lady, aod she
felt drawn to her by tho sympathy which is naturally ex.
oited by one who suffers meokly, and whoso affections have
been quickened aud disciplined by rorrows. It was clear
to her mothetly heart that Madamo lived for her son, the
swarthy and rotler ungainly youth who worked indofn.
tigably morning and evening in the garden, and who sat
#o contentedly at the littlo table opposite bis mother in
the summer-time, enjoying their al jresco supper.

Augpsto was a good ron; his mother had testified with
ears in her sweet brown eyes **she could not desire a
better; he bad a noble heart,“the heart of his father, and
of the old régime ; but ales! they wore poor, it was neces.
sary that ho should work to gain his living, and ho did
work with a will, poor boy. Doubtless it was sometimos
dull in this England, whero thoy make no f0te on the Sun.
dsy, but n fino thors was pesco and rest, and he would
not bo torn from the arms of his mother to water with his
blood the furrows of the enemies of France.”

*‘ That is all very true,” meditated Mrs. Willkinson,
when, romoved from the glamour of Madame's sympa-
thetio presence, she tnmed over in hor own mind the de.
tails of her visit; * but that does not explain whero she
goces every day herself. I should like to know, not that it
is any business of mine, but living next door it is impossi-
ble to avoid a sort of intimacy, and Madame is so charming
that I should like the girls to know her; besides, the
practiso would be so good for Cicely’s French, But one
does not like to be precipitate, and it is strange that she
goes out every morning, wet or dry, before the closk
strikes the quarter-past eigbi.”

Time threw no light on the matter. Mndame continued
to be away from homo from a quarter-past eight a.m. till
five, and sometimes seven o'clock in the evening, but her
houso was kept with such beautiful regularity, and she was
50 good o neighbour wheun she was at home, that the feal-
ing of friendship gradually iucroased; and the young
people especially were glad to have a chat with the graceful
widow, who scemed to bave abundance of indulgence for
all young people.

To I'lo she was gspecially kind, never secming to sus-
peot that she was the dunce of the family, for as Flo her-
self said, sho could parier Framcars almost as weil as
Cicely, nnd Madame counld not tell that she didn't know
her verbe, and couldn't write an exercise without s hundred
blunders.

Certain it is that Madame was very kind to Flo; that
she seemed to have an instinclive knowledgo of anything
that was wrong at Ivy Cottage, as, alas ! came to be more
and more frequently the case, Many a dainty omeletto or
delicately-propared disb of chicken was passed over the
low garden wall by Madame’s arder, to tempt the mother's
fasling appetite : and as to Cbarlie and little Matthew,
whoso rosy cheeks she loved to kiss, AMadame ruled them
with &ifons of sucre de ¢érise, or by huge eraperors in paiw
dépice.

M. Auguste, ss Emilie always doferrently ealled him,
remained a aApectator rather than an actor in these friendly
evertures. He was at that rather awkward age when the
bov is passing into the man, and all is still chaotic avd
confused in mind and pereon. Tt may be that he was not
so nuconsious as he appeared ; that Malle. Flo had eyes of
** most celestial blue - that the hair which curled in soft
ringlets ronnd head was just of that rich shade of auburn
which can neither he taken for brown or red, and yet has
a touch of both : that her chesks, though, perhaps a Litle
too thin, were delightfully fresh and rosy, her brow and
throat of the palest pink and that she had the most joyuas
laugh, whirh, like her tears, was ever close at hand, and
which cansed her to display a shining row of «trong white
teeth—wbich, bv the -ay, she shamefully misused, little
dunce that she was, by cracking hard nuts, biting thread,
and a hundred other injuricus practices. But if M. Angaste
were awaro of these personal advantages possessed by his
neighbour he conducted himself like a prudent yoang per-
son who was aware that his present business in life was to
learn how to keep accounts, conduct forcign correspond-
engo, and do his best to consgole his dear mamma,

It is not to be suppored that s househeld con’aining so
many young persons as that of the Wilkinsons shonld bs
8o culpably deficicnt in interest and curiosity £3 not to
endeavour to unravel tho mystery of Madame's daily ab-
sonco from home.

+¢ Oh, Madame!’ cried Flo on one odccasion, when
Madame looked weary and complained of headache, * why
can you not rest a day or two? Why cannot AM. Auguste
go for you?”

* That is imposnible, chério,™ replied Madame, quietly ;
¢t each ono must sttend bis own affairs. I cannot go for
my son. my #on cannot go for me, Ah, petite,” she con-
tiuod with & smile, ‘‘yon want to know all about mgy
nﬁair,;s: isitnot so* Bnut T do vot want to toll yon , 2o/
fout.

+*1 don't think I want to know very much,” said Flo,
blnshing, ** only people talk. and T'm quite sure there is
no harm : I'm quite suro there is somoething that is alto-
gethor good if one only knew, but people say it is so
strango.”

« Alas | my chil@, and is not life made up of things that
aro rtrange, things that rouse onr curiosity, but which we
can know nothing about? Be xatiefled to bo ignorant,

Enowlodge oomes soon enough.”

Auguste was assailed by James and Charles, but Augusto

had a singolar want of facility in tlie English language,
coneidering that ho was a corresponding olerk, and he
never understood what was raid to him unless ho wighed to
understand , and tho attempt to pump Emilie was a aignal
failure, ** Did not Madawe say that was Madamo's affair ?
Her affair to her Emilie was to make the sonp and sweop
tho house.” :

So tho days passed ; summer darkened into wintor, and
winter was gono and the gardens wero onco moro ful of
lenves and flowers, it gas a pleasure morely to breatho tho
nir. Besido tho garden of Mlxjxdnmo Labalastriixe, tho gar.
den of Ivy Cottrgo look like a wilderness. Mr. Wilkinson
had no knowledge of hiortionlture, and thongh ho oceaszion-
ally appeared with a spadoe in his hend or a rake over his
shoulder, his efforts woroe too desultory to produce much
offort, Tho boys and Cicely were out all day, and it was
part of Tlo's natare that if she undertook the ecare of
flowers or snimals she maunaged to kill theru, or reduce
them to tho lart stage of misery, generally in tho misdi.
rected intention of magnifyivg their happiness,

It must bo confessed that Madame spent a great deal
moro monoy on hor plot of ground than the Wilkinsons
could afford. It war not only that Augusto was indefati.
gable, eometimes being at work by five in the morning,
sometimes arranging his parserres by tho rising light of the
summor moon, but ho and his mother brought home choico
plants and seeds, and not unfrequently invoked the aid of
tho professional gardener to further their designs with ma-
nures, cunningly mingled moulds, judicious training, and
what not. In fact, it was becoming olear that Madame's
ciroumstances were improving ; that as the pressuro of
nocossity tightened about the Wilkinsons, choking all
pleasant outgrowths of ornament and decuration, and mak-
ing it continually more difficnlt to supply tho pressing
wants of the soven who now formed the family, Madamo
Labalastritre and her son were now growing easy. A cer-
tain eleganco began to show itself 1n the household, and
Madame's toilet. which bad always been becoming and ole-
gant, assumed a richness which bad bitherto been quite
sirapge to it. But this improvement induced no change
in their habits ; both woro away for the wholo day, and
almost always at homo in the evening.

Mr. Wilkinson, it must be confessed, had not improved
since the days when he and his little daughtors watchod
the ships from Tower Hill ; he had had no settled oscupa-
tion for nearly ton years, and was sipkiog into the shabby- |
ge.stool stage which is so distreesing to the eyes and heart
of a loving wife, Mrs. Wilkinson scarcely cast » thought
ou the defects of her own wardrobe—the shiny lock of her
black silk, or tho flabbiness of her valvet mantle. It was
not necessary that she should go into society—her-health
formed a plansible oxcuso ; but it cut her to the quick to
see her husband blacking the whitening seams of his coat,
or endesvouring to blow up the worn nap of his baaver hat.
Wilkingon never complained—in fact, he was buoyed up
by and ever-renewed confidence that somo brillisnt piece of
good fortune was on the eve of befalling him, and he was
in the last degres anxionms that his wife and daughters
should maintain their position as belonging to the monied
olass, Edward and 'Yom wero woll started ; noither of
them, it was true, could do anything for the femily for
yoars to come, even if they should be 50 rueeliish ad not
to Jorm ties of their own ; but when Edwarq should be cap-
tain of an East Indianman, wealth wonid fiow 10 upon him.
and it wuald be 1n his power to do something for his sis-
ters and brothers. Rose, of conrse, onught to have mado a
better match, but Scarfield would do well enongh by and
by. It wasa tbhousand pities that Cicely had not more
go ; sho was a good girl, very; noone knew that better than
her father. But governessing was a miserable calling,
nothing to be made «f it—a pitv she had ever taken it
And then Flo—what was to be done with Flo?—a good
Lttle mrl as over hived, but without a second idea.

* Madame Labalastriere wul baveit, Edward.” pleaded
Mrs. Wilkinson, who did not like to hear her daughters
so disposed of, ** that poor Flo 18 not without talent. Tam
suro I dont kpow what we would do without her: seo how
tidy she keeps us ali.

-1 wirh with all my heart that Miadame or anvone elge
conld tarn Flo s talent to some account.”

* So she would, Edward, if we would permit her.” said
Mrs. Wilkinson eagerly ; ** but 1 was afraid to mention the
subject to you, lest yon shonld be angry.”

-+ If I eapnot provido for the gurl,’ sad Mr. Wilkinson,
with a touch of ipconsistency, °*it does not geem fair to
stand in the way or ber providing for herself. or you
cither, Kate.”

** That 18 just what 1 think, Edward,” chimed in Mrs
Wilkinson.

* Well, if you will tell mo how Flo can davelop a telent
which may be of nse to her and her family I shall say,
Kate, that yon are what 1 havoe always thought voun. 8 verv
clever woman.”

« Come, then, Edward ; let us take a stroll, and I will
tell you what Madame told mo Jast night abonut herself and
sbout our little Flora.”

Mr. Wilkinson readily asrented. To do him justice,
though ho often went into rocicty withount her, he retained
much of his tondornoss with which he had regarded his
wifo when he bad won from many competitors tho beauti-
ful and only daughtor of wealthy Sheriff Harrison; and
gerhapa 1t would bave been better for both of them if she

ad beon ablo to be s companion more freguently. On

the evening 1n question they strolled a long way beside the
thon pictarerquo banks of the Regent's Caunal; talking
much and esgerly, 3rs. Wilkinson urging sometbivg which
at first sppeared altogethor distasteful to ber husband. nnd
thoy eat for a good hour on the grassy bank. The mcon
waas riding high and clear when shoy reachsd bome, but
Mr. Wilkinson had givon his consent under certain condi-
tions, that his daughter Flora shounid bo entrusted to
Madame Labalastridre, to develop the talent that wasin her,
aud, if lTom;ible. do something toward relioving tho pressure
of family wants.

44 At loast,” said Mrsa, Wilkinson, as they entered the
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