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Jan., 1887FARMER’S ADVOCATE.THE
“Though merely out of deference to you my sage 

sister. For that and that alone. I am not such a 
vain fellow as to dream that this lovely MtseMar- 
't,.n '.ill break her heart for mv sake whilst I 
should be murmuring her soft mother tongue. No 
matter ; have your wish! G ood-bye to th« 1 allan 
lessons-: only manage to make It up to her in some
0t‘hGood,ndear boy!" exclaimed

" with anew hlartlhe made all arrangements 
for the lessons, and .incited by her brother) ordered 
three borders for chimney-pieces. Delphine had 
abundance of work now; but as she sat at her em­
broidery she thought how much she should like to 
see Mr. Oakley sometime*. He bad said he too 
wou'd take less ns, but he never appeared.

And Gerald ? He also longed to see again that 
lovely. Incomparable young creature who had so 
moved his Interest and pity; bu_ how covld he 
break his word to Connie? No; he would not do 
that but he had more than once strolled at dusk 
down tbe street in which Delphihe was located, 
and on two occ slons fortune bad favored hum so 
far that he had obtained a distinct view o. her - 
once as she entered the baker’s shop, and at another 
time as she passed out.

How he wished to go forward! to exchange a 
word with her! He dwelt continually on her Im­
age, and that which his sister dreadeo bad come 
to pass. Love had blossomed In his soul for the 
penniless De phlne. One evening, when Decern- 
ber’s «nows were falling, he sat late In his own 
room, dreaming of his future. The young man was 
restless and ill at ease, knowing that Uwould# give 
great pain to his family if he asked the hand of this 
friendless girl, of whose antecedents he knew 
nothing. Ought he not to think something of his 
mother-of Connie ? And might not happiness fly 
away when the irrevocable step was taken ; but 
more and more be thought that he would take that 
step, confess all to Connie, fal' on his knees before 
Delphine and whisper to her that he had loved her 
ever since he and sne met in the gloomy London

rÆ concerning tS Xm'he had just en- 

TO“ŸoTseo Mrs. Marston is an Italian lady. That's

s; x'îtssk»
CO“Butrwhy did Miss Marston lose her pupils,

8°^hTFk~îXwhrwî^dg?vfsnÿhing

in with his charitable designs) ; indeed, ®on 
tinuedhe, “I want to take a few lessons myself
bC-^t fake them returned the shop-
woman smiling. “Them foreign tongues Isn t 
kamtto ! day. November ;ull soon slip away, and
SP&"manersS.rsav1ng aloud :

“That’s very true, so I and my sister will call to-

mTot>Mmself he repeated the poet Shelley’s ex­
quisite lines, containing so much meaning :

“‘Oh! wind, when 'he winter comes.
Can the spring he far behind .

“Will It be so for this young girl? Can I and

SSaS'SsESySs^sr

“I do think I’ve brought you a bit of good fortune, 
for I believe just through my chatter I’ve kot you 

Italian lessons. A gentleman and a lady are 
call about it to-morrow, and here s his

Tamils ffiircle.

PARADISE CORNER. ' •

Connie. “That I
He was a young man, happy,1careless, and rich, 

0,Sl OtitoyqSSen^his steps for a trifling

o?klms0ine^atnthe
earliest possible moment, hoping to receive the 
money dweftir a beautiful piece of art embroidery

indthnlSree[T’Oakiey

®aesB5M«8
MarSon’s Iburrled steps were moved by the remem- 
hrîrn)e of an invalid mother and an empty purse.

Tee empty ! Two small silver coins threepenny- bits- were aL that remained to her till the lovely 
border she had been embroidering was paid for.assssi
the gathering gloom, was that they came into mo­
mentary collision at the corner of the square.
aiUSÏÏ3fîSii,5ÏS5&£ttti0iA5S;
ssjMSxrtiSa smsa-sS-s
broiden right into the midst of a pool of water

my carelessness.
^tied^d^dLL^l^^ing the oc-

^^lo^ly&lnewasfarmore distressed 
than he w*s, and her beautiful eyes strained a wild 
glance at the brown paper covering In which her
telfhe" tha^one’^mme^'had‘bee" soakedC^the

newr girl. She uttered an agonizing cry, and buret 
into tears despite her efforts to the contrary.

“ What Is It ?" repeated the young man, now in 
real consternation. “Have I spoiled your par. el by 
my unpardonable haste ? Let medo anything I can 
do to repair my fault." V

For Jerald Oakley was as good-hearted a young 
fellow as ever breathed, and he half divined the 
real state of the case when he perceived the trouble 
Into which this young girl was thrown by observing 
the damaged paper which contained, doubtless, 
something valuable. . . ,

Necessity and despair are two masters who do 
not admit of much fencing as to the truth; and Del­
phine, thinking of her mother so helpless and en- 

- tlrely left to her care, faltered out:
“It is some art embroidery which is spoiled by the 

wet I was taking it to the shop I work for. Oh, 
air you ask what you can do. will you buy this 
embroidery at a very reduced price? It -*ould form 
the border for a chimney-piece or for a table-
°°“Certalnly I will buy it ; in fact, my sister wa* ts 
two or three borders I know. Let us take them of 
you instead of going elsewhere. Of course 1 will 
buy this one ndw. but at the full price, not at a re­
duced one. l>t me ask your address, and I will 
send a messenger to-night, that is if 1 have not 
enough money with me to nay for it.

Delphine looked up -nd thanked him heartily.
“My mother and I lodge two . r three streets from 

this/ she said. And then she named the modest 
gum of two pounds for her embroidery, which v. as
Ve“AUowlmeVo give it to you now," said Gerald, 
removing his hat, and regarding with growing in­
terest this lovely, penniless, friendless girl, who 
looked like a lady, and who was eammg her bread 
In this precarious way. „ , . „ ,

“ I must lean her address. My sister Connie 
might help her," ran swiftly through his brain. 
Aloud he courteously ex. lained that his sister 
would be happy to calf at the lodgings and give her 
some orders, upon w hich Ue'phme’s sweet voice 
named the street and the nouse in which 
lived, after v. hich he and she went their different 
WayS.

But young Oakley no longer thought of securing 
his stalls for the theatre, that could be done pre­
sently, for the vision of the girl who had just 
qui tèd him entirely filled his mind.

“So young, so beautiful, and to have to earn her 
own living like that! To suffer such agony for 
fear of the loss of two pounds! What should I feel 
}f Connie was in such a strait? Oh, we must try 
and helo her!" thought he. ,

Then he stood under a lamp-post reflecting, and 
flnallv walked off In the direction of the address
8lTen minutes took him to the house where Del­
phine lodged, and a second sufficed to show him 
that she and her mother were domiciled at a 
baker’s. He entered the shop, bought something 
be did not want, and then made an inquiry:

“He had promised to ask for liis sister" 
inventive you see, reader) “if two ladies, Mrs. and 
Miss Marston, liV.-d there?"

“Oh yes, sir," answered the tidy shopwoman, 
“aud very nice ladies they are, too, only so poor
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at the door.

Midnight sounded ! This night was a sort of era 
In his life ; for the cousin from whom he had In­
herited his wealth, and who had died five years ago, 
had left with Ms beouest a letter, enjoining his heir 
to open it after the lapse of five years, on the anni­
versary of the testator’s death, at midnight, when
^ThehourVndtberime had arrived to-ntght: the 
secret he was to learn would soon he in his posses­
sion. The life of his relative, now dead and gone, 
had been a fair and open career, full of ki dnesaes 
and courtesy. It could not, then, be a dreadful deed 
he was to learn from tbe hand now inactive for 
ever. Nevertheless, the young man opened the 
envelope with a certain thrill of emotion.

“Po r Horace !" murmured he, I wonder tf I am 
to learn a love secret ? He never married-’

His eyes were soon fastened on the page; his
chee«s flushed, his brow knit.

What was this he saw before him ?

the young
some 
going^ to
^Delphine, ard indeed her mother, were quite ex­
cited at this news. It seemed to Promise greater 
lreedom from ihe anxiety which was killing them
b°“Mr. Gerald Oakley," murmured Delphine, read­
ing the card, but In nowi-e connecting this name 
with that of the stranger who had been so ready to 

p her that evening. He hao spoken of ordering 
embroidery; he did not know that she gave lessons
^And thus it came to pass that she was taken quite 
by surprise when the next day, towards noon, a 
young lady walked in, followed by the gentleman 
whose acquaintance she had made last night in so

he .

*
unusual a manner. „, , , , ..

Connie Oakley, who generally aided her brother 
in all his plans and schemes, was fascinated by the 
sight of Delphine. The girl was so graceful» and 
added all the charms of Italian beauty to the re­
finement of English loveliness.

“Gerald must not come here too often ! 
be falling in love with her!11 thought Connie. And 
we need not blame her for desiring to spare her only 
brother from the difficulties which attend a misai-
,'<However, she resolved to go cordially through 
this interview-, and then to tell her brother plainly, 
as thev walked home together» that he must avoid 

ppearance of scandal for the young lady’s sake» 
leave her to call, whenever it w-as necessary, on

.iff-1

“I wish to let some time pass before you read 
this, for time s ftens us and gives future possi­
bilities Besides, you are so Impetuous, you might 
refuse to take my bequest unless you had oppor­
tunity first l or reflection and for seeing that you are 
the person who ought to administer It when I am 
dead aud gone."

“Then there is a secret !" broke from Gerald’s 
lips when he had read thus far.

Yes. there ims, indeed. And as he read on he 
learned that once—when boyhood trenched on man­
hood-at an hour when sorely, cruelly tried, his 
dead cousin had yielded to temptation, and had 
used the sum of twentv pounds belonging to his 
employer, and entrusted to another, a sum he 
knew he could replace within a week. This em­
ployer was then absent: it was tbe most unlikely 
thing in the world that the fraud would be dis­
covered. . ,

But the unlikely thing occurred. His employer 
came home ihree days before he was expected. 
Gerald’s cousin was absent for a few hours - ac­
counts were called for the twenty pounds were 
missing In vain the young man to whom the 
money had been entrusted insisted on his innocence 
— declared that he had placed the mong* safely in 
his desk—though he had certainly neglected to lock 
it iiirni diatelv. His dishonesty was proved in his 
employer’s mind, and the real culprit found, on bis 
return, that his frien i had been dismissed, and had 
disappeared. Even now. however, he believed, he 
hoped, that l e could remedy the disaster. To con­
fess his crime would <-e destruction for this he had 
not courage but he won d (so he thought) repair 
liis fault. He would find his friend ; he would pre­
tend that he had found the money in the desk, in a 
hidden recess together they would tell their story 
to the offended gentleman, and gain reinstatement 
for his friend. He could not do more for the sake 
of those for whom he had sinned —but oh ! it should ^ 
be a life-long lesson for the future.

But never-never did his friend return, 
vertisements, all efforts to ti ce him were fruitless.
The twenty pounds were restored the corner in 
the desk shown—the employer convinced that ne 
had been hasty, but this did not bring back the ln-

Years went by, and the one who had injured him 
rose by rapid degrees to prosperity ; .but, ail un­
known to others, he carried a canker in his heart, 
for never never had he other opportunity of mak- 
ing reparation. And as he 1 iy dying he penned
Ibis confess on 11) liis young cousin, enjoining Dim to
pav » sum of six thousand pounds, if he should ever 
have the opportunity, to any child or grandchild oi 
Wilfred Marston.

He will

all a 
and
the Marstons. , . ,

Rut how our good designs and wise plans may bo 
upset in a moment! Even whilst Connie Uakley 
was settling this prudent line of acting in her own 
mind, her brother overturned it in an instant.

“Connie," said he, “Miss Marston c n give you 
and me Italian lessons together. • had decided to 
take some, and to work hard befoie I go out to 
tour about Italy in the spring. It is so stupid not to 
be able to speak to the peasants; one loses half the
enpoorConnie ! she had already said how delighted 
she should be to improve ber Italian ; but sht was 
in nowise delighted to do so at the cost of her 
dearly-loved brother losing his heart to this stran­
ger «"ho earned herlivmgby dint of hard wurk.and 
who lived over a baker's shop.

“Well, we can settle that later on,’’ stammered 
she, unable entirely to conceal her distaste to 
Gerald's plan. Rut Gerald, intent on ingratiating 
himself with Delphine and her mother, and in dis­
covering in what other way he could be of service 
to them, did not perctive his sist< r’s coldness to 
his suggestion.

“There are the Smithsons, Connie," said he; “I 
know that Margaret Smithson began Italian last 
year, and gave it up because her governess went 
back to Italy."

“You are very, very kind," said Delphine, g ate- 
fully, quick to perceive how anxious he was to help 
them.

It was his sister who shortened the interview, and 
who read him a short homily on prudence as they 
returned home.

“You know, dear Gerald, you must not take these 
lessons. It will not be quite the thing. Nor must 
you go to Mrs. Marstcn’s lodgings."

“Why not?” cried he, surprised, though at the 
same instant an answer flashed into his brain.

“Young gentlemen cannot aslp beautiful young 
ladies to be their instructrrs." said Connie, “if 
nut for Hour sake, Gerald, lie wise fur hers. Suppose 
she fell in love > ith you ?"

Gerald whistled, coloured, and promised to relin­
quish the Italian lessons.
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