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Familp Sircle.
PARADISE CORNER.

He was & young man, happy. careless, and rich ;
she a girl of nineteen, whom the fates had made
the reverse of all this; and each, bent on a widely
different errand, was going swiftlv round a London

one Notv:mber :ftlernoon just as gloom was
cree| over the great city.

Gol:‘lnlsouloy quickenedy his steps for a tﬂﬂlns
fanoy : he wished to take tickets for a theatre, au
to secure the best places he could. Delphine Mars-
ton hasteved her for the sake of reaching a
fashionable West-end house of business at the
edrliest

“

ible moment, hoping to receive the
money due for a beautiful piece of art embroidery
she had done to order.

It had been raining, and pools of water, which
were half mud, stood in the street. Mr. Oakley
thought nothing of there, however: all his effort
was concentrated just then on obtaining two stalls
in a good position for viewing the play ; whilst Miss
Marston’s hurried steps were moved by the remem-
brance of an invalid mother and an empty purse.

Yes, empty ! Two small silver coins -threepenny-
bits- were all that remained to her till the lovely
border she had been embroidering was paid for.

swifn{ each pursued his wa: and hers; and the
resglt of their absorption in thought and of the
filickering shadow cast by the street-lamp, added to
the gathering gloom, was that they came into mo-
mentary collision at the corner of the square.

1t would not have mattered, perhaps, for Gerald

himself against the railing in order to break

the blow of the young ladv, but that the accident
twirled the gmo{ons packet containing the art em-
broiders right into the midst of a pool of water
glis under the lamp-post.

“Are you hurt? Pray on my carelessness.
What can | do to repair it exclaimed the young
man, hurriedly. deeply distressed at being the oc-
casion of the accident.

But poor, lovely De'phine was farmore distressed
than he was, and her beautiful eyes strained a wild
glance at the brown paper covering in which her
work was enveloped. An instant was sufficiemt to
tell her that one corner had been soaked in the

1 just enough to make her el:lployers regret it—
m enough to bring misery. almost ruin, to the
She mtered an agonizing cry, and burst

T

to tears despite her efforts to the contrary.

“ What is it " repeated the yo man, now in
e8] consternation. *Have I spoiled your parcel by

my unpardonahle haste ? Let me do anything I can
do to repair mg fault.”
For 3erald Oakley was as good-h 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.
Neocessity and despair are two masters who do
siot admit of much fencing as to the truth; and Del-
hine, thinking of her mother so helpless and en-

~ tirely left to her care, faltered out:
“Jt i8 some art embroidery which is spoiled by the
wet. [ was taking it to the shopWIi work for. Ob,
gir, you ask what you can do. 11 you buy this
em'broidery at a very reduced price? It =ould form
the border for a chimney-piece or for a table-

ver.”

“Certainly I will buy it: in fact, my sister warts
two or three borders I know. Let us take them of
you instead of going elsewhere. Of course I will
buy this one now. but at the full price, not at a re-
duced one. L¢t me ask your address, and Iwill
send a messenger to-night, that is if 1 bave not
enoufh money with me to gay for it.”

Delphine looked uq -nd thanked him heartily.

» y mother and I lodge two «rthree stieets from
this,” she said. And then she amed the modest
sum of two lpouuds for her embroidery, which was
very beautiful. .

“Allow me to give it to you now,’ said Gerald,
removing his hat, and regarding with growirg in-
terest this loveiy, penniless, friendless girl, who
looked like a lady, and who was earning her bread
in this precarious way.

T 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 call at the lodgings and give her she, unable entirely to conceal Ler distaste to
gome orders, upon which De'phine’s sweet voice | Gerald’s plan.

named the street and the use in which she
_lived. after which he and she went their different
ways.

But young Oakley no longer thought of securing | his suggestion.
hisstalls for the theatre, that could be done pre-
gently, for the vision of the girl who had just know that Margaret Smithson began Italian last

qui ted him entirely filled his mind.

“So young, so beautiful, and to have to earn her
To suffer such agony for
fear of the loss of two pounds! What should Tfeel
if Connie was in such a strait? Oh, we must try

own living like that!

and helv her!” thought he.

Then he stood under a lamp-post reflecting. and
fnally walked off in the direction of the address | returned home.

given him.

Ten minutes took him to the house where Del- | lessons.
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 | same instant an a.swer flashed into his brain.

he did not want, and then made an inquiry:

*He bad promised to ask for his sister” (he was
inventive vou see, reader) “‘if two ladics, Mrs. and

Miss Marston, lived there?”

" “Oh yes, sir,” arswered the tidy shopwoman,
and very nice ladies they are, too, only so poor quish the italian lessons,

ow that th» young lady has lost her Italian les-'
gons.which usgd to bring her in something re ular.’
“What! she teaches Italian?” asked Gerald, be-
coming more and more eager to find"out all
he ¢ uld concerning the girl whom he had just en-

untered- .
OO“Y:N see Mrs. Marston is an Italian lady. That's
how it is her daughter knows tue language SO per-
fect, sir,” replied the woman who was behind the
counter.
“But why did Miss Marston lose her pupils,
then?" asked Gerald.
“They went abroad, sir; an 'tisn’t_everyone as

wants to learn Italian. I do wish she could get

some more lessuns, that ud set them up again.”
“Why, I know a lady who wculd give anything
to find a good Italian teacher!” exclaimed he (again
inventing. and relying on his sister Connie’s falling
in with his charitable designs) : ‘“‘indeed,” eon-
tinued he, “I want to take a few lessons myself
before I go to Italy next spring.”

“Best take them now, sir,” returned the shop-
woman, smiling. ‘“Them foreign tongues isn’t
learnt in a day. November *ull soon slip away, and
spring comes after winter.”

The young man smiled, saying aloud :

“That's very true, so I and my sister will call to-
morrow.”

To himself he repeated the poet Shelley’s ex-
quisite lines, containing so much meaning :

«¢Oh! wind, when rhe winter comes,
Can tbe spring be far behind ?°

«will it be so for this young girl? Can T and
Connie togetherlift her out of her bitter winter into
spring?” thought he, as he thanked the woman.gave
her his card, and uttered a courteous ood night
“Well, that's as pleasauvta looking gentleman as
ever came into our shop!” said she to erself, look-
ing after him. “1'll take up the card this moment.
Maybe it’ull cheer that pretty Miss Delphine, and
put a few roses into her cheeks.

“Here, miss,” called she, knocking at the door,
I do think 1've brought you a bit of good fortune,
for 1 believe just through my chatter 1've got you
some [talian lessons. A gentleman and a lady are
going to call about it to-morrow, and bere’s his

" -

Délpbine. ard indeed her mother, were quite ex-
cited at this news. It seemed to promise greater
ireedom from the anxiety which was killing them

both.

“Mr. Gerald Oakley,”” murmured Delphine, read-
the card, but in nowi-e connecting this rame
with that of the stranger who had been so ready to
be p her that evening. He haa spoken of ordering
emgroidery; he did not know that she gave lessons
in Italian.

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
unusual a manner.

Connie Oakley. who generally aided her brother
in all his Bgms 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! He will
be falling in love with her!” thought Conuie. And
we need not blame her for desiring to spare her only
};_rother from the difficulties which attend a misal-
iance.

However, she resolved to go cordially through
this interview, and then to tell her brother plainly,
as they wslked home together, that he must avofd
all appearance of scandal for the young lady’s sake,
and leave her to call, whenever it was necessary, on
the Marstons.

But how our good designs and wise plans may be
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 ¢ n give you
and me Italian lessons together. ' had decided to
take some, and to work hard before I go out to
tour about Ital§ in the spring. It is so stupid not to
be able to speak to the peasauts; one loses half the
enjoyment.”

Poor Connie ! she had already said how delighted
sbe should be to improve her Italian ; but she was
in nowise delighted to do so at the cost of her
dearly-loved brother losing his heart to this stran-
ger who earned herliving by dint of hard wurk, and
who lived over a baxer’s shop.

“Well, we can settle that ?ater on,” stammered

But Gerald, intent on ingratiatin

himself with Delphine and her mother. and in dif-
covering iu what other way he could be of service
to them, did not perccive his sister’s coldness to

“‘There are the Smithsons, Connie,” said he: *‘I

‘ear, and gave it up because her governess went
ggk to Italy.”
You are very, very kind,” said Delphine, g ate-
tt'glly. quick to perceive how anxious he was to help
em.
It was his sister who shortened the interview, and
who read him a short homily on prudence as they

‘**You know, dear Gerald, you must not take these
1t will not be quite the thing. Nor must
you zo to Mrs. Marston’s lodgings.”

““Why not?” cried he, surprised, thougch at the

- 1) {mn;:l;{emlqmqn“ce.nnmt :'\f}; beautiful voung
adies to be their instructcrs,” said Connie. *‘If
not for your sahe, Gerald, be wise for hers. Suppose
she fell in love «ith you

Gerald whistled, coloured, and promised to relin-

“Though merely out of deference to you my sage
gister. For that and that alone. I am nct such a
vain fellow as to dream that this lovel Miss Mar-
ston will break her heart for my e whilst T
shouid be murmuring her soft mother tongue. No
matter; have your wish! Good-bye to th~ I:alian
lossons: only manage to make it up to her in some
other manner.”
“Good, dear boy!” exclaimed Connie. “That I
will do you may be sure.”
With an easy heart she made all arrangements
for the lessons, and (ncited 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 wore than once strolled at dusk
down the street in which Delphire was located,
and on two occ: sions fortune had favored h'm so
far that he had obtained a distinct view ol her—
once as she entered the baker's shop, and at another
time as she passed out.
How he wished to go forward! to exchanpe a
word with her! He dwelt continually on her im-
age, and that which his sister dreadeo had come
to pass. Love had blossomed in his soul for the
ggnniless De phine. One evening, when Decem-
r's snows were falling. he sat late in his own
room, dreaming of his future. The young man was
restless and ill at ease, knowing that it would give
reat pain to his family if he asked the hand of this
riendless 5"‘ of whose antecedents he knew
nothing. ug‘ht he not to think something of his
mother—of Connie? And might not happiness fly
away when the irrevocable steg was taken; but
more and more he thought that he would take that
sler. confess all to Connie, fal' on his knees before
Delpbine, and whisper to her tbat he had loved ber
ever since he and she met in the gloomy London

s reet.

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 yearsago,
had left with his beauest a letter, enjoinine his heir
to open it after the lapse of five years, on the anni-
versary of the testator’s death, at midoight, when
in complete solitude.

The hour and the time had arrived to-night: the
secret he was to learn would soon be in his posses-
sion. The life of his relative, now dead and gone,
had been a fair and open career, full of ki dnesses
and eourtes{. It could not, then, be a dreadful deed
he was to learn from tbe hand now ‘nactive for
ever. Nevertheless, the young man opened the
envelope with a certain thrill of emotion.

“Po r Horace " murmured he, ‘T wonder if I am
to learn a love secret ? He never married."

His eyes were soon fastened on the page; his
cheexs flushed, his brow knit.

What was this he saw before him ?

“I w'sh to let some time pass before you read
thig, for time s ftens us and gives future possi-
bilities. Besides, you are so impetuous, you might
refuse to take my bequest unless vou bad oppor-
tunity first for reflection and for seeing that you are
tte person who ought to administer it when I am
dead avd gore.”

_‘“Then there is a secret 1" broke from Gerald's
lips when be had read thus far.

Yes. there was, indeed. And as he read on he
Jearned that once—when boyhood trenched on man-
hood—at an hour when sorely, cruelly tried, his
dead cousin had vielded 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 the most unlikely
thing in the world that the fraud would be dis-
covered.

But the unlikely thing occurred. His employer
came home three 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 innovence
—declared that he had Slaced the mone~ safelY in
his desk—though he ha certainly neglected to lock
it imm- diatelv. His dishonesty was proved in his
employer’s mind, and the real culprit found, on his
return, that his friens had been dismissed, and had
disappeared. Even now, however. he believed, he
hoped, that t.e could remedy the disaster. To con-
fess his crime would ve destruction for this he had
not courage - but he woud (so he thought) repair
his fault. He would find his friend ; he would pre-
tend that he bad 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 rake
of those for whom he had sinned —but oh! it should
be a life-long lesson for the future. *

But never—never did bis friend return. Al ad-
vertisements, all efforts to tr ce him were fruitless.
The twenty pounds were restored the corner in
the desk shown—the employer convinced that he
had been hasty, but this did not bring back the in-
Jurpd vouth.

Years went by, and the one who had injured him
rose by rapid degrees to prosperity; but, all 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 liy dying he penne

this confess on to his young cousin, enjoiuving him to
pay a sum of six thousand pounds, if he should ever

have the opportunity. to any child or grandchild of
Wilfred Marston, 4 ¢
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