i
!
]
|
|

16

THE RURAL CANADIAN.

weathorod many a storm whioh hns wrecked states olaim.
ing higher intellectual endowment, moro abundant in re-
sourcer, and, to all appearance, born to empiro.

In the days whon TFlo Wilkinson wns growing into n
young woman the king was a real preacnce among Ina peo-
ple—at ¢hurch, at the concerts, in tho park ho was among
them, sharing thowr ocoupations and thwur cmotions ; all
that concerned him concerned them ; to have scen the king
was o real pleasure, 30 have been spoken to by bun was
folt to be a reward for the highest virtue.

CHAPTER I1I.

«Ilo, you wont forget mother's egy braton up at
oloven, and be suro Lharlie and Matthew are at «chool in
time : they ougbt to be ready now, and see that Sally
takes Jamen s shues to Farren's to bo ro-soled.  He would
have gono out in them this morning, damp as it is, espe-
aially across tho fields, 1f 1 hadn't seen thom, and perhaps
got s death of cold. 11} try and go round by Tuttenham
Court Rond, and bring in rome buttons fur Charliv's
jacket,”

« No, Ciocely ; I can do that,
do 1p mother's cap.”

** Yery well, Flo, bat you must be sure not to luave
motlhier too long.”

¢+ Never fear, Cis, you think that no vne can take care
of mother but yourself. Im sure if father lovks pleascd
when Le comes home 1t dues her more guod than half-a-
dozen oggs beaten up; hornd things, they make me
shiver, and fatber always notices 1f sho hns a new cap.”

** That's quite true, Flo; father has a great-eyo for
dress. Yon won't forget to make Sally 1ron our white
musling? But I mast run, or 1shail be lute. Good-bye,
dear, take caro of yourself. Mrs. Bracebrnidge 1s sure to
ask i our time is slow.”

*Why don't you ask her if their time isn't fast?™
lqughed Flo, having given her sister & hearty embrace,

Busy Cicely sped across the fiells to a stately mansion
m what js now the Regents Park, but what was then a
pleasant rural region, where she was permntted to teach
two young ladies of the ages of ten and twelve such sab-
jects as she herself knew, and walk with them and to be
their « guido, philosopber and friend,” from ton in the
morning until s1x in the evening, for the annual stipend of
£40, paid quarterly, out of which sum Cicely managed to
clpthe herseif and Flo, and to purchase many a delicacy
for the dear mother who nover cumplained, bat who, alas !
grow thimner snd paler year by year—at least so Cicely
thought, With many a tender sigh that she could do so
little to comfort her.

Rosannd, peautiful as ever, was marned not too happily
to a young man who was dicposed to look down upon city
connections, being himself the fifth ocomnsin to an earl,
whose aneestor bad won his title, not by cummerco, but
by the sacking of cities ; but he was a nsing bamster,
who wonld probably be well-ufi in a fow years. ' Theso few
years, however, must be years of struggie, and the wife
who had bronght no dowry must be patient and economi-
cal, virtues gdifficult to practise for a beauty of two.and-
twenty. But Rose was mastering them, being much as-
sisted in the study by s young philosopher at present en-
gaged in the difficult problem of cutting his teeth, who
had convinoced her that there are phases of society which
offer better chances of enjoyment than are open to ladies
and gentlemen in sparo and uncomfortable apparel in
crowded rooms, with the nncertain chances of seant and
unnataral food.

Whenover she could, Rose brought her boy to seo her
mother, and the littlo fellow showed a proper appreciation
of tho garden, of grandmamma’s skilled nursing, of Aunt
Flo's protty curls, and above all, of little Tnclo Matthew,
who had just begun to go to school.

But the days which Rose and her baby spent in Lissen
Grove were gala days, there were many dall and dreary
days when no cno rang at the bell except the milkman,
that bepeficent dispensor of Nature's purest gift, whose
visits are accepted as & matter of conrso from their very
regulanty. On theso days Flo's timo wonld have hung
heavy on hor bands if sho had not mado the acqeaintance
of their next.door neigbour, Madame Lebalastricro.

As her name 1mplies, Madame was a Frenchwoman, and
sho camo to occupy tho cottage next door about nine
months after the Wilkinsons had seitled down in Lisson
Grove, Sho farnished her little cottage in the most per-
fect French taste, and mado her quarter of an acre of
garden an epitome of all that can grow in English soil.
A row of applo trces trained laterally scrcened the jardin
potager from the drawing-room windows, and hehind this
scroen grow rows of beans, peas, scarlet runners, and cab-
bage; tho hardier plants, such a2 stocks, mignonette, gilli-
flowers, and pinks, mado tho air fragrant all tho summer-
timo ; while the mnside of the bouse was gay even in win.
ter-time With a thonsand inexpensivo but elegant devices,
which set off to advantago Madame's clegant cafetiire and
choico china. .

Mr. and Mrs. Wilkinson were rather shy at first in re-
gponding to Madamo Labalnstnire's fnendly overtares. The
Peningnisr war was still raging, Tom was an officer in the
British fleet, burning for an opportanity to fight apy nom-
ter of Frenchmecn, and 1t is not wonderfal if Engliskmen
at that timo bad httle sympathy with anyone of that na-
tion ; but it chanced that littl, Matthew had a bad attack
of whooping-cough, tho sound of which penetrated to
Afsdame's house, and she prepared with her own hands a
s fisane,” which gave Inm great and immediate reliof,
After this Mrs. Wilkinson could do no less than call upon
her: and she found her so charmivng, £o lcavened ar 1t
were with a swoet melancholy, that ehe came back quite
delighted. Madame, it appeared, was the widow of an
officer who had maintained the royal causo imn La Vendde,
and had finally lost his lifo there. Aadame had bnt.one
son, g youth of soventeen,, and to avord tho conscnp-
tion she had fled with lum. to England, where, by the
recommendation of friends, he had been rpccived as
foreign clerk in & morchant’s office,

I want a it of ribbon to

At firat thoy had resided in tho hesrt of the city, bnt
Madame fancied that ber Auguste's hoealth suffored for
want of tho fresh air to which ho had been acoustomed
from infanoy, avd she thought herself very fortunato in
being ablo to seouro a protty cottago within an oasy walk
of his placo of business, Al this sbe communicated
frankly, almost volably, to Mrs. Wilkinson ; but that good
lady would have been glad it her confldenco had gone a
littlo further, for Madame did not explain why she trudged

1 out Lerself every worning, wet or dry, leaving her Zomsne,

EFuilie, to keop house and to do the thousand-and-one
things indoors aud ont to which a Frenchwoman of the
good old type can turn her hand.

. Mrs Wilkinsen communicated to her husband and her
daughters hér conviction that Madamo was a Indy, and she
folt drarvn to her by tho sympathy which 18 natorally ex-
aited by one who suffers meekly, aud whose affections have
been quickened aund disciplinod by sorrows. It was olear
to her mothorly hesrt shat Madame lived for her son, the
swarthy and ratler ungainly youth who worked indefn-
tigably merning and evening in the garden, and who sat
80 contontedly at the little table opposite his mother in
the summer-time, enjoying their al yyesco supper.

Auguste was a8 good son ; his mother bad testified with
enrs 1n her sweot brown oyes ** she could not desire a
better ; ho had a noblo hesrt, tho heart of his father, and
of the old r¢gime ; but alns! they were poor, it was neoces.
sary that he should work to gamn his living, and he did
work with a will, poor boy. Doubtless 1t was sometimes
dall in this England, where they make no féts on the Sun-
day, but in fino thore was peace and rest, and he wounld
not be torn from the arms of his mothar to water wath his
blood the farrows of the encmies of France.”

** That 18 all very true,” meditated Mrs. Willkauson,
when, removed from the glamour of Madame's sympa.
thetio presence, she turned over in her own mind the de.
tauls of her vasit; * but that does not explain whero she
goes every day hersolf. I should Like to know, not that it
18 auy busmness of mine, but living next door 1t 15 impossy-
ble to avoid a sort of ietimacy, and Madame 13 8o charming
that 1 should lhike tho guls to know her, besides, the
practise would be so good for Cicely's Frenoh, But one
does not like to be precipitate, and it is strange that she
goos out every morning, wet or dry, before the olook
strikes the quarter-past eight.”

Time thiew no Light on the matter. Madame continued
to be away from hume from a quarter-past eight a.m. till
five, and sometimes seven o'clock in the evemng, but her
house was kept with such beauntiful regularity, and she was
8o good o noighbour when she was at home, that the feel-
g of friondship gradusally increased; and the young
pevple especially were glad to havea chat with the graceiul
widow, who seemed to bavo abundance of indulgenco for
al? young people,

To Flo she was especially kind, nover seeming to sus-
pect that she was the dunce of the fammly, for as Flo her-
self smd, she cunld parler Francars almost as well as
Cicely, and Madame coald not tell that sho didn't know
her verbs, and couldn’s write an exeroise withont a anndred
blunders.

Certain it is that Madame was very kind to Flo; that
she seemod to have an instinctive knowledge of anything
that was wrong at Ivy Cottage, as, alas ! came to be more
and more frequently the case. Many a dainty omelette or
delicately-prepared dish of chicken was passed over the
low garden wall by Madame’s order, to tempt the mother’s
failing appetite , and as to Charlie and little Matthew,
whose rosy checks she loved to kiss, Madame ruled them
with bdtons of sucre de cérise, or by huge emperors in paix
dépice. .

M. Auguste, a8 Emilic always deferrently called him,
remained a spectator rather than an actor in these friendly
overtures, He was at that rather awkward age when the
buy is passing into the man, and all is still chaotie and
confused in mind and person. It may bo that he was not
80 unconsious as he appeared ; that Mdlle, Flo had eyes of
** most celestial blue ,* that the hair which curled in soft
ninglets ronnd head was just of that rich shade of aubnrn
which can neither bo taken for brown or red, and yot has
a touch of both ; that her checks, though, perhaps a little
too thin, were delightfully fresh and rosy, her brow and
throat of the palest pink, and that she bad the most joyous
laugh, which, liko her tears, was ever closo at band, and
wlich caused her to display a ghining row of strong white
teeth—which, by the way, she shamofully misused, little
dunce that she was, by cracking bard nuts, biting thread,
and & hundred other injurious practices. Butif M. Auguste
wero aware of these personal advantages possessed by his
veighbour he conducted himself like a prudent young per-
son who was aware that his present business in life was to
learn how to keep accounts, conduct foreign correspond-
enco, and do his best to console his dear mammea,

It is not to boe supposed that a hourehcld containing so
many young persons as that of the Wilkinsons shounld be
so culpably deficient in interest and enriosity as not to
endeavour to noravel che mystery of Madame's daily ab-
senco from home.

+* Ob, Madamo!™ cried Flo on one ooccasion, when
Madams looked weary and complained of headache, * why
can you not rest & day or two? Wby cannot AL Auguste
go for you?r"

** That is impossible, cherie,” replied Madame, quietly ,
* each ono must attend his own affairs. I cannot go for
my son, my son caunot go for mo. Ab, petite,” she oon-
tinoed with a amile, *‘you want to know all abont my
sﬁai?; isit not so? Baut I do not want to tell you ; tvild
lout.

*I don’t think I want to know very much,” said Flo,
blushing, ** only people talk, and I'm quite suro there is
1o harm ; I'm quito sure there is something that is-alto-
gether good if one only knew, but people say it is so
strango.”

* Alas! my child, and is not life made up of things that
aro strange, thinga that rouse our curiosity, but which we
can know nothing about? Bo satisfod o ba ignorant.

Enowlodge comos soon enough.”

Augustoe was assailed by James and Charles, but Augusto
had a singulnr want of facility in tho English Iangunage,
considering that he was a corresponding olerk, and ho
novor understood what was said to him unless ho wistied to
underatand ; and tho attempt to pump Emilie was n signal
failure, ** Did not Madame say that was Madame's affair?
Her affair to hor Fnilio was to make the soup and sweep
tho houss.”

So the days passed , smmmer darkened into winter, and
winter was gono nud the gardens wero once more full of
leaves and flowers ; it was a pleasure mevely to breatho the
air, Bewide tho garden of Madawme Labalastrivre, the gar.
dan of Ivy Cottago look like.a wilderness. Mr. Wilkinson
had nu knowledge of horticulture, and though Lo oceasion-
slly appeared with a spado in his hand or a rake over his
shoulder, his efforts wero too desultory to produce much
effort. The boys and Cicely were out all day, and it was
part of Flo's nature that if she undertook the care of
flowers or animals she managed to kill them, or reduace
them to tho last stage of misery, generally in the misdi-
reoted intention of magnifying their happiness,

It must be confessed that Madawe spent a great deal
moro money on her plot of ground than the Wilkinsons
conld afford. It was not only that Auguste was indefati-
gable, somstimes being at work by five in the morning,
somatimes arranging his parferres by the rising light of the
summer moon, but he and his mother brought home choice
plants and seeds, and not unfrequently invoked the aid of
the professional gardener to further their designs with ma-
nures, cunpingly mingled moulds, judioious training, and
what not. In fact, it was becoming clear that Madame’s
circamstances were improving , that as the pressuro of
uceossity tightened about the Wilkinsons, choking all
ploasant outgrowths of ornament and decoration, and mak-
ing it continually more difficult to supply the pressing
wauts of the seven who now formed the family, Madamo
Labalastritre and her son were now growing easy. A cer
tain elegance began to show itself in the houschold, and
Madame's toilet. which had always been becoming and elo-
gant, assumed o richness which had bitherto been quite
strange to it Rut this improvemert induced no change
in their babits , both were away for tho whole day, and
almest always at home in the evening.

Mr. Wilkinson, it mnst be confessed, had not improved
since tho days when he ~nd his little daughters watched
the ships from Tower Hill ; he had had no settled occupa-
tion for nearly ten years, and was sivking into the shabby

genteel stage which 45 so distressing to the eyes and heart
of a loving wife, Mrs. Wilkinson scarcely cast a thought
on the defects of ber own wardrobe—the sbiny look of her
black silk, or the flabbiness of her velvet mantlo. It was
not necessary that she should go into sosiety —her health
formed a plausible excuse ; but it ont her to the quick to
sce her hustand blacking the whitening seams of his coat,
or endeavonring to blow up the worn nap of his beaver hat

Wilkinson never complained—in fact, he was buoyed up
by and ever renewed confidenco that eome brilliant pieco of
good fortune was on the eve of befalling him. and he was
in the last degree anxious that his wifo and daugbters
shonld maintain their position as belonging to the monied
olags. Edward and "'om were well started ; neither of
them, it was trne, conld do anytbing for the family for
yoars to come, even if they shonld be so unselfish as not
to form ties of their own ; but when Edward should be cap-
tain of an East Indianman. weslth wonld flow in upon him,
and it would be in his power to do something for his sis
tors and brothers. Rose, of course, ought to have made a
better mateh, but Scarfield wounld do well enongh by and
by, It was a thousand pities that Cicely had not more
go ; she was a good girl, very; no one know that botter than
her father. But governessing was a misgrable calling,
notbing to be made ¢f it—sa pity she had ever taken it.
And then Flo—what was to be done with Flo?—a good
little girl as ever lived, but without a second idea.

«* Madame Labalastridre will have it. Edward,” pleaded
Mrs. Wilkingon, who did not like to hear ber daughters
50 disposed of, ¢ that poor Flo is not without talent. Tam
sure I dont know what wo wounld do without ber: ree how
tidy she keeps us all.” ’

41 wish with all my hesrt that Madame or anyono else
could turn Flo's talent to sume account.”

*t 8o she wounld, Edward, if we wounld permit her.” said
Mys. Wilkinson engerly ; ** but I was afraid to mention tho
subject to you, lest you shonld be angry.”

«+If T eannot provide for the girl,” said Ar. Wilkinson,
with & touch of inconsistency, *¢it does not ecem fair to
stand in the way of her providing for herself, or you
either, Kate.”

s¢ That is just what T think, Edward,” chimed in Mrs.
Wilkinron.

#Well, if you will tell me how Flo can develop a talent
which may be of use to her and her family I shall say,
Kate, that you are what I have always thought you, a very
clever woman."”

¢ Come, $hen, Edward ; 1ot us take a stroll, and I will
tell you what Madame told me last night abont herself and
about onr Jittle Flora.”

Mr. Wilkinson readily asscoted. To do him justice.
though he often went into gociety without her, he retained
much of his tenderness with which he hed regarded his
wifo when ho had won from many competitors the beanti-
iul and only daughter of wealthy Sheriff Harrison; and
porhaps it wonld have been better for both of them if she
had been able to be his companion more frequently. On

the evening in question thoy <trolled a long way beside the
then picturesque banks of the Regent's Canal, talking
much ang eagerly, Mrs. Wilkinson urging something which
at first appeared altogether distasteful to berhusband, and
they sat for a good hour on tho grassy bank. Tho moon
wag riGing high and clear when they reached home, btut
Mr. Wiikinson had given his consent nnder certain condi-
tions, that his daughter Flora slould be entrusted to
ame Labalastritre, to dovelop tho talent that wasin her.
and, if possible, do somothing toward relieving the pressure
of family wants.

s« At Joast,™ eaid Mrs. Wilkinson, as thoy enicred the




