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THE RURAL CANADIAN,

CHRISTMAS GREETING.

Dear Chiristian friends, wo setid you greeting.
Tho holidays are here.

And kindly ioterchango of foctiug,
Decomos the tume of year.

‘Twas peaco on earth, good will to men,
The anguls snuy that dav;

When Chnist was boru i Betbileho,
Aud 1n a manger ay.

Tho music of that saered rong,
Rolls on through ages a'l:

‘Tha hieard m every C'hnistinn hame,
In cottage, hut, and balil

The timo has come when friends retwin,
Who from their homes did sever;

With joyfal face, they take their place;
But eome have goune forever

Wo miss their forms, wo miss their vuice,
Their sympatly and love,

But those who loved the Saviour here,
Have gono to Leaven above.

Aud now they mungle wath the blest,
Aud sing redecunng grace,

To Him who luoved and broughit them bome,
Tousuch o givLwus place.

Thon let our souls fresh courage take,
Aud bantsh every frown :

And patiently we !l bear the croxs
Till we receive the orown.

St Mary's, e, 2883.

Marcarer Moscrip,

THE DUNCE OF THE £AMILY.

COAITER I.

+Miss Bailey, my dear, will you bo so kind as to let the
children have & huliday thus afternoon? It is my birth-
Ray, you know. and my fatheris coming to dinner at thres
o'clock. Alr. Wilkineon promised to be homo betwesn one
and two to take them down to the Docks : =0 perhaps you
will be g0 very kxad as to see that thov put on their pelisses
properly. Nurse has her hands qmte full with the three
boys, and I wart to get the desgert put out aud see to the
table,*

Tho speaker was a rather tall, fair lady on the sunny
sido of forty: a very comely lady, thouph as she spoke
these words she was ratherflusbed andanxious with mater-
nal household cares ; her voice was clear avd very sweet,
and the look with which she urged her request reemed to
suggost that she stuod rather in awe of the poverness, a
slightly sovero young person, with very erect fgure, thin
brouwn hair, and small but pronounced features, who was
supenntending the stucies of her three hittlo girls, Cicely.
Rosahind. and Fiora, aged respectively twelve, ter, and
eight, whose blue eyes were turned with most eagerinterest
on their mother while she preferred her request and when
shetarned from the rvom.

¢+ Now, young ladies! ' said Mies Bailey, tapoing the
tablo sharply with ber thimble to recall their wandering
thoughts, - attention, 1f youpleese. You havo heard your
mother's wixhes. It 1s now half-past eloven : inone hour,
when tho lopger hand of the timepieco shall bave made
the circuit of the dial, we shall lay esido our books for the
days.”

*¢ Do you mean, Mi:x Baey, dear, that wo are to put by
at hall-past twelve? ' sard Rosalind, a very protty child, her
father » tavourite, who was just a littio inclined to be flip-

ant.
P Such 18 my meamng, Kesahnd, Now be good enough
to pat all sorts of play out of your head, and tell me way
Kang Henry the kighth wished to marry Anne Bolevn ”

++ Becauso she was so pretty,” promptly replied Rose.

+¢That 1s quite 8 nustake, Reso,” said Miss Bailay.
severly 5 ¢ Ureely would not bave given me such an auswer :
she kuows that such a flecting and perishable thing as
beauty capnot cnter 1nto the calculations of kings and
princes.”

¢« But was not Anpo Bolexn very pretive?” persisted
Rosalind. ¢ Father said ehe way, and s« wax Helen, and
g0 was Mary (ueen of Scots —perfectly love v -

¢+ Bat, lose,” interrupted Cicely. * father =ss2id that
beauty wss only skin decp. don't you remember, and be
showed us that poor Miss Martin :n church. Ho saysshe
was lovely, with o skin like satin. and checks like roses ba-
fore she had that bornd small-pox, and mother says she
can hardly help erying when sho looks at her, the very
shapa of her 1ace 18 eo &ltered.”

s+ Yes,"” sa1d Rose, ** 1t was thet that made them have us
inosulatod. Uh, yes, I bez your pardon, Miss Bailav, it
was sbont Henry the Eighth, and why he married Anmo
Boleyn. It wasn't becanso sho was pretty: was it becanse
sho was so clover? *’

++ Sho was clever and sho was & Protestant, and Heory
{elt that theroe bad usver been a blesging on his anion with
Catherinoof Arragon, who was & Spaniard and s Papist ™

+¢ Bat newar a Papist, t0o, when bo married her, wasn't
he ? " 1ngaired Gioely, looking sorely porplexed.

s+ If ho was, he camo to sce the crror of hisways. Hap-
pily for you, my dears, you are born in quiet times. and
sour parents hold sound rehgious views, so that you have

tho incssunablo advantage of goodd early twaining.  Flo. can
sou say vour poetry yet? "

Lat io Flo was sitting on & low stoo} near he fire, with a
book on hor knees, 1nto whick sho bad not ancs lonked
sinoce her moether camo nto sbie room.  She siartedat Miss
Bailey s quession, and biushod, but sho did not attempt to
Answer.

*¢ Flora did sou uecar me gpesk to you? *

*Yes, Miss Bailoy dear,” eaid a soft tromulous. voioce,
aud the rory cheeks became pale.

“Can you repeat tho vorso I sot you?” inquired Miss
Bailey, with inocreasing sovority.

As little Flo had not learnt to read the verso 1n question,
far less to attach any meaning to it, it followed as a
walter of eourso that she was quite anable to repeatat,

*“Itin just as I oxpected, Flora,” said Miss Bauey, lay-
ing down tbe book with an air of moek endurance; * you
bave mede no attompt to learn tho lines, though buth your
sigters committed them to memory in less than a quarter
of an hour, the firat timo I sot thom. I doubt if there is
one department of your studies in which I could rely on
your doing me justico—ordinary justice.™

Tlora glanced helplessly at her sistere, then stood lLope-
lesa before her instructress, dsvoutly believing, asfar ns she
was conscious of any belief in tho matter, that she was vory
guilty, and that Miss Bailey had in no way overstated tho
case.

* Poor littlo Flo!* whispered Rosalind to Cicely ; ‘¢it's
vo use trying to make her leamn , it isn't hor fault that she
isn’t quick. Father says it isn't ovorybody that can
learn.”

** The poetry must go for to-day, I suppose,” said Miss
Bailey, with an air of resignation. ** Perhaps now you will
bo able to say tho sixth line of tho multiplication tablo,”

Plo’s face brightened; sho thought she did know the
sixth line ; she had said it to hersclf after hor prayers last
vight, and to her mother this morning befure breskfast, so
cho started cheerily--

¢¢ Bix times one is eix."” and bad happily mado the state-
ment that-“*six time six is thirty-six,” when there came
into the schoolroom through the closed door from the
dining room a sharp, shrill ory from an infant 1o pain.

Littlo Flo flushed rosy red, turned her eyes towards the
door, then appealingly to Miss Bailay, but the governess
taok no heed of the interruption, and only repeated in a
firm tone—

*¢ Six times seven 2

‘ Baby has hurt him.elf ! " cried the tender, tremulons
voice.

¢ There are plenty of pcoplo to take care of baby. Six
times seven?

++ Six times seven is eighty four,n0 no—six times seven
is twenty-one.”

¢ Six times reven i3 forty two. Six times e«ight ?”

“ Six times eight i one hundred and forty-four,”

““ Count it on your fingers, child. as there ever such
a little dunce*

Flo did as she was bid ; she counted the numbers un her
fingers after her governess, but the moment Miss Bailey
left her to herself she re'apsed into incompetencs ; she had
ceased to be able to connect any idea with the sonnds sho
uttered ; that baby's ory had put all her little stock of wits
‘0 the rout.

Bat mesnwhilo the hour bad been passing, and the hand
on the clock was approaching half-past twelve Miss
Bsiley, who was as much on the watch for this event as
either of ber elder pupils, brought their studies to a close
and dismissed them for the day.

Cicely bad put up ber books and was going towards the
door, when she turned and beheld her littlo sister, look-
ing blank and scared, with her unlecarnt poeiry still in her
hand.

‘¢ Pleaze, Miss Bailey, may not Flo come too? ** said the
elder rister, compassionately.

* Flora has neither learnt her poetry nor said her mul-
tiplication table,” said Miss Bailey, severcly.

*‘Bat it's mother's birthdav,” urged Rosalind, in her
swosetest tones; * the fifth of November—only onco a

ear."’

* That should have beon a resson for her exerting her-
self Rosalind. 1! Flora loved her mother 28 & little girl
shon.'d she would take care not to neglect bior studies on
her birthday.”

At the wordr *“if Flors loved her mother as a little girl
should,” little Flo flnshed rosy red, for Lier mother was the
creatnre whom she loved better than anything on this
earth ; then there camo a rush at her boart, tears rainoed
froin I ar oyelids, and she broke into piteous sobs.

+"3ut you will let her come and dress now? " persisted
Cicoly ; * fatheg will ba home by half past onc, aud ho said
he would take us round to see tho lions if there was
time.” . ~

T ghould be sorry that Mr. Wilkivson should be disap-
pointed, Cicely, but Flora must leave of crying. It is a
pity a child can’t be spoken to without giving way to tem.
per ” gaid Miss Bailey, as she swept up the hiearth,

Cicely and Rosslied hurried awsy, Flo still sobbing.
They warhad her face with plenty of water, mado her
drihk balf a tumblerful, brusked and curled her protty
shining ringleta spd put upon Ler the new dress of soft
brown woollen clnth, trimmed with velvet exactly like their
own, which had been prepared for the day, bat poor Flo's
heart had been wounded, and overy now and then a sob
broko out.

Beforo they were quite ready, their father’s voico was
heard in the hall,

s Now, girle, whose rcady for & walk? I'm ready, evory-
tody ready ? "

And Miss Bailey came up to holp them ou with their
pelirsng, and to see that everything was in order

It was tho fifth of November, tho ninetecnth ecentury
was in its infancy, and the material conditions of lifo wero
vory differrnt from what they sro new. A parrow-wayed
confined city, with great buildings crushed in his beart, so
that their beanty and even their sizo was hardly suspocted ,
no gas, nosteam, only tho great heart of England pulsin
Lealthily, kept strong and brave by the virtues which b
baen kindlad in it by centories of manly effort and truth-
loving., God-fearing lives.

This partioular fifth of November chanoed to bo a bright,
clear day nn fae an the river, but a bright sun shining on
the white rails of the merchant ships as they sailed leisuzely
04 tho river'sbrosdbosnm.

firm, and bo lived on Tower Hill for the convenisnce of
being near tho Dooks,

Tho greatest treat bis Little pirls had was whon he gave
bunself a half-boliday avd took thew for a walk by the
niversido to sco the shipping, or to the tower to soo tho
horso armoury, and tremblo ot the mighty leaste main
taned, hke many other illastrious and terrible oxtlos,
by the bounty of King Georgo IIT. of blessed memory.

Lnke lus wife, Mr. Wilkincon was very comely, and hia
comohuess, like hors, wus of tho florid type. Light blue
eyos, which had moro brightness than doptb, wero sot off
by a bright comploxion, aud by brown hair of an subum
tinge, carofully curled and ont short in front, and gathered
mtoa neat queus bebind. He wore a rick maulberry suit,
with a largo flapped waistcoat richly ewbroidered in the
same colour, black silke stockings. shoes with large jot
buokles, a smoll throo-cornored hat lightly laced, and a
gold-headed malnca cane with a cord and tassel completed
his costume.

Mrs. Wilkinson was to have been of the party, the holi-
day being entirely in hor hononr, but her anxiety as to the
porfection of certain culinary arrangoments, and her deo-
sire to bo at home to rocejve hor fathor in caso he might
arrive early, induoed her to bog to be exoused,

Notwithstanding this disapprintment, the walk was a
great succoss. In the first place thero were the guys—not
miserable apologios for guys, such as disfigure the streets
of thus overgrown city. but genuine {ravesties of tho arch
traitor, stuffed with straw and gunpowder, and destined to
be carted into somo ominence, and thero exploded to the
everlasting diegrace of the Papists and the honour and
glory of all true Protestants’; terrible ereations with masks,
that made httle Flo shudder and cling to her fathor's left
band. Then there wers the numerous acquaintances with
whom Alr. Wilkinson had to interchange greetings, who
wero not chary of their compliments on bhis own good looks
or on the beauty of his little girls, Then the river was so
bright and zo full of shipping, and Rosalind was so full of
merry talk, and Ciooly so anxions to know all aliout every-
thing, that it scemed quito natnral that little Flo should
{rot along in silence, happy enoiigh to feel that sho belonged
to 8o gay a party.

I was five minutes to three when thoy reached home
Aa they turned the corner they saw their gravdfather, good
Sheriff Harrison, step from his big coach, and were in timo
to interchange greetings with the scarcely less port)w cnach-
man and footman as the equipsage drove slowly away

Grandfather was a person of whom oven Rosalind stood
a little in awe—not on account of anything ungracious in
him ; but simply on account of his magnificient belong-
ings, hisstately manners, and the knowledge that he might
any year be Lord Mayor of London.

Mrs Wiilkinson was Sheriff Harrison’s only daughter,

and it had been gonerally felt by her iriends and acquain-
tancos that Kitty Harrison might have married better, i.e .
into better circumstances. But it had been a love matek,
and the shenfl had given his cousent rather then see his
dear Kitty uphappy, much to the indignation of his son
Josiah, Kitty’s half-brother, who for reasons of his own
entertained & profound dislike to Edward Wilkinson.
L Bat on ilns fifth of November, 1806, no ono thought of
Josigsh. Tho dinner was all that could be wishod ; Mrs.
Wilkinson had outdone herself 1 the jugged bare and the
rico pudding. Sherift Harrison's special delight, was do-
clared by him to ba the very porfection of a rice pudding ;
s0 that when tho dessert and filberts wero put on the
shining makogany table, flanked by piles of rosy apples
and golden oranges, with costly Indian preserves in raro
dishes, and when the short twihght gave an excusc for
drawing tho crimson cartains and lighting all the waxen
tapers, 1t wonld nos have been easy to look into & room
more full of light and comfort.

Presontly therc was a sound of feet outside, the door-
handle was turned, and in came nurse, carrying baby, newly
washed and zet in lace and blue ribbons,-while two little
nrchins hung on her skirts; and a third, who might be
gix years old, and who felt quito patrinrchal, preceded her
to tho table, stopping bestdo his grandfather, who grectod
him with a slap on the shoulders, and looked at him as if
he loved bim.

**Well, Master Ted, and how many guys have you seen 2
& question which at once set Ted’s tongne going, and drow
the two younger boys to thowr grandfather’s other side,

Miss Bailvy and the girls bad dired with their father and
mother, and Cicely and Roso were busy cracking filborts.
peeling apples, and prepanng oranges. Littls Flo, who sat
in a hugh chair beaide her mother, not to disturb the sym.-
L metry of tho table, had eaten her dinner in perfect silence,
still sighing softly now and then from a recollection of her
moruing’s troublo, much dazzled by the display of plate
angd glass,and supremelyhappy to bo o close to her mother,
that she could occasionally touch her soft grey satin
dxoga, and lift an adminng glance to the soft folds of her
turban.

Bsby being safely deposited in Ins mother's arms, Nurse,
with a beaming faco and an apronful of dessert, retired.

* Father, baby wants to give you a nt of his biscuit,”
8aid Mrs, Wilkinsou.

* Ho's o gentiemen. Why, Willkunson, what a fine lot
of boys you have. It isto bo hoped Mr. Boney will got a
trouncing soon, =nd the price of breal eome down, or
iyos;ll bave to ehip off somo of theso youngstars to tho

odies.”

**Don't talk of 1t yet, father dear,” said Mrs. Wilkinson,
clasping her baby very tight. ¢ Wonldn't you liko to hear
Cicely and Roso play their duett presently—they have been
practicing it? "

* Certainly, my dear, by all manner of means, and
Flora too, what can shedo? "

Toor Flo! All her peace of mind was shatiered by this
kinu. 5-meant ingoiry. She glanced apprebensively at
Miss Bailoy, and fluehed painfaliy.

* 0, Flu is only just beginning, father,” said Afrs. Wil.
kinson, covering her distress. ** Sho does not show much
tasto at preeent, but Cicely has 8 pretty touch ¢ and father.

Mr \Wilkinson was the manager of a large East Indian | you most sce Ted dauce tus hormnpipe. Afr. Delrillo is




