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Thank you for sharing Frances & Gilbert's special day with them.

It means a lot to them.

And to me.

Love

Anne








  
  About this book


Frances & Gilbert made it to 'I do'! 
In this feel-good bonus scene, you get to share their day with them and learn their heartfelt wishes and dreams for their future.
You get to interact with their friends and family and enjoy the cozy feel good a little longer.
Enjoy!






  
  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
    	
       
        1. Chapter 1
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        2. Chapter 2
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        3. Chapter 3
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        4. Chapter 4
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        5. Chapter 5
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        6. Chapter 6
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        7. Chapter 7
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        8. Chapter 8
      
      
    

  
      

    
  


  
  
Frances

The spring morning breeze ruffled the gauze curtains. With it, the fragrant scent of the pink jasmine filled her room. 
Frances sipped on her cup of tea. Mrs Scott bustled about the room, straightening the linens on her already-made bed. From time to time, she sniffled into the lacy handkerchief she tucked into her sleeve.
‘Mrs Scott?’ Frances set the tea and saucer back into the tray. The older woman found another wrinkle in the flat pillowcase and straightened this too. Frances walked around the bed and touched her hunched-over shoulder. She stilled for a moment. ‘Mrs Scott.’ Another sniffle escaped the older woman. She wiped her eyes and nose ferociously mumbling something incoherent. She gently turned her favourite housekeeper around to face her. ‘Will you help me dress today for my wedding?’ Big fat tears squeezed from the woman’s eyes.
‘It’s not my place miss.’ she protested.
‘You are the only family I have, Mrs Scott. You are the only mother I have had for the past few years. Who better to help me prepare for this day? It nearly became the saddest day of my life. Or did you forget?’
‘That swine! That despicable excuse of a gentleman! That…’ 
‘There there. No need to upset yourself. I have much to be grateful for—least of all Lady Clement and the Parsons family.’ Quick as a flash the angry blush on Mrs Scott’s cheeks was replaced by the big fat tears coming thick and fast. Frances took her lacy handkerchief and dabbed at her housekeeper’s eyes. ‘I have you and Mr Jones and Winston and Mr George to thank for helping and supporting me. You cared for me all this time since Papa and dear Mama departed.’ She dabbed the tears while it flowed freely. Mrs Scott composed herself and took the handkerchief from Frances. ‘You cared for me and looked out for me long before they came into my life.’ Mrs Scott blew her nose loudly and wiped it with great vigour while peeking at Frances. ‘It would make me truly happy if you helped me dress for my wedding.’
‘Oh, Miss Frances!’ She exclaimed, threw her arms around her, and hugged her tight. She hugged her back and rubbed small circles on her back. ‘It would be my honour.’ she sniffled into Frances's nightgown.
Frances held the woman at arm's length and looked her in the eyes when she said. ‘That means the world to me.’
Mrs Scott focused on the dress hanging from the clothes hook. It was wrapped in a thick soft deep brown cloth that she removed with great care and reverence. A striking off-white lace dress hung from the hanger. It had long sleeves from the same lace that was finished off in an intricate lace cuff. The intricate lace finish of the cuff was repeated in the high collar of the bodice and the hem of the skirt.
Mrs Scott lifted the skirt of the overdress, then let it fall back to the original position and repeated the action with both sleeves. She looked at her. ‘Miss Frances, you will be the most beautiful bride the Cape has ever seen.’
‘It is incredibly beautiful. Mr Jones had to search high and low for Mama’s trousseau. Lady Clement offered Gilbert’s mother’s trousseau when he struggled to locate the chest.’ She explained. She allowed the lace to slide from her hand. It was smooth and soft and perfectly suited for the warmer spring days they had experienced since the cold and wet winter days finally ended.
Frances reached for the veil of similar off-white lace that hung from the corner of the upright mirror that caught her reflection whenever she moved around her room. 
‘I think you can use the flowers that Gilbert brought yesterday to fix the veil to my hair.’ She bundled her hair into a loose mess at the nape of her neck with one hand and held the veil to her head. ‘Like this.’
Mrs Scott picked a fine purple flower from the bouquet in the vase on the dressing table and tucked it between Frances’ fingers. She tilted her head this way and that. She smiled and wrinkles appeared around her eyes. ‘Beautiful.’ She declared.
Mrs Scott replaced the flower in the vase and took the veil from her. She lifted her watch from where it dangled on her belt and inspected it. ‘There’s time still to break your fast, while I finish the hem on the underdress, then I will start with your hair. Drink up and finish your marmalade toast.’
Mrs Scott disappeared through the bedroom door and Frances heard her hurry down the stairs to collect the underdress to go under the lace dress Mama wore on her and Papa’s wedding day. She wished they were here.
The pencil sketch of her parents on their wedding day hung on the wall behind the mirror. Mama’s little brother was an avid artist and spent hours drawing nearly perfect images of his surroundings. The sketch was a wedding gift to Papa and Mama when they finally moved into their first home. Mama always found the fact extremely funny that her brother decided to portray them as the same length whereas Papa was a good half a head taller than Mama. The memory of her father’s frown and then the subsequent kiss on his wife’s cheek when she recounted the family jest, brought a smile to her. 
She sipped on her cup of tea again while she waited for Mrs Scott to return.
Horses approaching caught her attention and she peeked through her window. She gasped at the sight. The carriage was decorated in the same flowers that would decorate her hair. With it, light and gauzy fabric was draped around the carriage. No onlooker would mistake it to be just another carriage on its usual rounds. Winston jumped down from the carriage. The effort they all went through to make this day fairy tale perfect brought tears to her eyes.
Mrs Scott hurried back into the room with the underdress. ‘Winston and some of the Parsons’ staff did a splendid job, don’t you think, Miss?’ The woman leaned through the window and waved at Winston. Frances wiped a stray tear away and waved at Winston. He tucked his hat off his head with one hand and waved back with his other hand. 
‘Indeed, they did. It looks beautiful.’
Mrs Scott focussed on the underdress in her hands. She lifted it in front of her. It was a simple A-line dress with non-descript features but made from a beautiful off-white satin fabric that swooshed when it moved. 
‘Miss Frances, you are sure to be the perfect bride.’
Frances took her place at the dressing table and continued with her toast and Mrs Scott sat down in the armchair close by. She chatted about everything and then some while her fingers moved along the hem of the dress. They laughed and reminisced together about old news and the latest news. She recounted moments from when she started working for the Snowleys and when Mr Jones joined the household. 
‘I was a young widow. For some time, I thought that Mr Jones could be a second husband, but he was completely put off by marriage. To this day! Can you imagine a man being that afraid of a woman? He never did tell where his fear came from.’ She chattered on. Frances nodded and listened. 
‘All done!’ She announced. She held the underdress up and gave it a gentle but firm shake before she placed it on the bed. ‘Now, let’s focus on your hair.’
She continued with her chatter. 
It allowed her to absorb these happy moments in her childhood home with her second mother. She thought of her dearest departed parents. How she would have loved their attendance on this special day. 
Frances looked at the rose petals she always kept close. The impulse to crush the elegant petals between her fingers did not come. She looked at her hands in her lap. Then she lifted it to her nose, expecting to smell the familiar smell that overwhelmed her regularly, but it smelled like nothing. It smelled like the fresh bread and marmalade she enjoyed moments ago. 
She studied her reflection in the mirror while Mrs Scott worked her magic. Her evolution in this brief time was clear as day. Her raven black hair was bundled into a simple knot at the nape of her neck, very much like she wore her hair every day, but it looked more elegant. More beautiful. Statelier than ever before. 
She transformed in front of her own eyes into an elegant young woman, worthy of her stance in life. Worthy to become a member of the Parsons family. Worthy to become the wife of Gilbert Parsons. And worthy to be happy and whole.
‘I’ve not held a veil in my hands since my wedding day.’ Mrs Scott said suddenly. She stroked the lace and waved it gently in the air. The lace moved like a whisper. Frances followed the movement with her eyes. ‘My Papa was very unhappy about the veil. He said it was a frivolous waste of money. It was a gift from Mr Scott’s mother, and I was going to wear it. You see, he did not approve of much. Not of us children. Not of Mama. Not of Mr Scott. Bless his soul.’ Mrs Scott lifted the veil one more time and let it wave in the air. Then started the task of tucking it into place. ‘It was the most beautiful part of my day.’ 
Mrs Scott’s fingers worked nimbly, and the veil was secured to her hair.
‘The flowers are so fine and small. Is there enough here?’ She took the vase in her hands and smelled the flowers. It smelled like sunshine and dew in the morning. 
‘We will do this.’ Mrs Scott tucked a few flowers from the vase and bundled the yellow, purple, and white flowers into small explosions of colour. Then she bundled up pink, blue and orange flowers together. She continued this until she had about five small bouquets tied with thread. Against the lace veil and her black hair, the fine flowers created just the right colour to compliment the blushing bride.
‘There.’ She stood back and looked at her handiwork. The loose mirror Mrs Scott held behind her gave her the perfect view to admire the ensemble.
‘It’s beautiful.’ Frances concluded and pulled the veil over her shoulders to frame her face. 
‘That it is.’ She agreed. ‘Now for the dress.’
They went through the motions to put on all the layers of clothes. Mrs Scott lifted the lace overdress over her head, and it dropped with a swoosh to the floor. She tied the little satin buttons all the way up her back to the nape of her neck.
‘Thank you.’ She looked at Mrs Scott in the mirror. ‘You will be there?’ She asked. Mrs Scott nodded her head vigorously without saying a word. Her teary smile betrayed her emotions.
A firm rap on the front door pulled them from the moment.
‘Who could that be? Don’t they know we are busy? This is an important day. No time for visitors!’ She hurried from the room. It allowed her the time she needed to study her reflection again.
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