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THE SILVER LINING.

Of course, when fathor died, Elaine and I had to leave tho house, and
that was one of tho bitterest troubles in our lives. We did so love the dear
old place. But it had to be, for poor papa’s successor wae already appointed.

It's 2 truth that troubles never come singly. Here wo had just lust tho
dearcst of parents, wo had 1o leave our home, and we know not what to do,
or whore to go.

Ono thing, or rather two, alone wore cortain, that we must go, and also
wors for our own living, for whon ail the little outstanding debts were paid,
the doctor for papa, aud the last sad coremonics, wo had but twenty pounis
in all the world.

People who knew nothing about it raid it was a shame of papn ; by
which they meant—for he was the most genorous of men—that charity
should begin at home ; but papa nover could understand.

¢ Sufficient for the day ia tho evil thereof,” was his motto, and he nevor
could keep his hand out of his pocket on hearing of a caso of roal distress.

Thus, for the living was but a small one, nothiug was over saved out of
his income. ’

If anyone blamed him, we, bis daughtery, did not. Heaven bless him ;
but ono did-blame him cruelly, the only relation we had in the worly,
his half brother, Ambrose Waine, a retired merchant, and wealthy, but
miserly, crabbed of dispositios. He quarrelled with papa for his ¢ oxtrava
gant benovolence,” and when, during dear mamma’s last illnes, papa being
in grest straite, applied to him for help, he refused downright, throwing, as
the saying is, his * foolish charity” in his teuth.

When papa died, of course we told uvucle Ambrose, who, in a brief,
business-like lotter, offered us assistance, as, of course, using his own words,
“ our father's charity and benevolenco had left his children beggars.”

Elsine and I at oncodecided we would aceept nothing from him, and, io a
short, coldly civil reply, told him so, s1ying plainly we could not ho beholden
to one who had refused our dear fathar help ia his groatest need. We quite
approved of all papa had done, and weie 1eady and willing to work for our
living as he had.

There was our trouble—the trouble of thuusands at the present day.
Wo were ready and willing ; but where should wo find the work?

Liko thoso thousands, we decided that our best chance was in London ;
so one day, aft-r visiting overy corner of tho manse, and of the dear old
garden, shadowed by tho elms where the rooks built, and going through the
trial of parting with papa’s poor psrishioners—Elaine and I, with very red
syes behind our crape veils, started for Lonilon, where woe had arranged to
take lodgings with an old servant who had wurried woll, gone to the motro
polig, and in her widowhood increased a small annuity by letting lodgings.

The good old soul, who never forgot wo wero the vicar's daughters, had
the warmest welcome ready fur us, therefore we did not find our new life so
uncomfortablo as we imagined we should at first.

There was a bright firo to cheer us, and a high tea, with some delicious
cakes, just as Sussn, or Mrs. Bggins now, rezollectod we used to havo at the
manse,

‘ Have you any other lodgers, Mrs, Biggins 1" asked Elaino, as we took

tea

“ Well, miss, I won't deceive you, I have,” said our landlady. * Ididn't
mention it, bocause really he is that quiet, and keeps t hisself, that I fancied
he didn’t much count. I hope you don't object$”

“ Object ?” I smilled. * \What right should we have to du that, Mrs.
Biggins? We begin to know tho valuo of monoy I assure you, What is
the gentleman ¥

“ An artist, miss. Whother much of a one I can't siy, though some of
tho things he does do look sweot, und he’s poorenough, I'm sure, to be a
gonius."”

* Poor,” said my sister, whose sympathies I saw at onco were arousad.

‘ Poor, miss, very,” procoeded Mrs Biggins, who had boen always given
to loquacity, which bad made papa remark that he was a brave man who
msrried her.  * He's 8 nicelooking young fellow, and, though his clothes
is & bit worn, always looks the gentleman ; but I suspect that good dinners
is a rarity, I do—sometimes dinners at all.”

“0Oh " cried Elaino, * that's dreadful.”

‘It is, miss. DBut he is, or tries to look so cheerful, and laughs at his
poverly, and says that when his pictures sell, us they will ono day—that's
what ho declares—he'll pay back all my kindness. He is a nice young man,
that ho is.”

“ What is his namo ?" asked Elanio, interested.

“ Gerald Warpe.”

“Warne! Why, that's our namo !

“ Yes, miss ; it's funny isn't it,

“Thore is one comfort ; ho is no rolation,” said I, *for we are in the
happy state of having none. Have you told him about us?"

** Well, no, miss ; onlv so fur 28 that I had two young ladies, gantlefolks,
coming, for you sco I wasn't aware just what you would care for me to say.”

“ We are very much obliged to you. If you please we should like you
to say nothing of our past, or who we are, Mrs. Biggins, for Elaine ond I
have determined to forget all about our onco having been * gontlefolks.’ If
we aro 50, peoplo will discover it without our telling them; and, knowiog
how difficult it is to get work, wo havy adopted for our motto * No honest
employment is derogatory.’ So wo aro simply two young women who have to
make our own living.”

Inoed scarcoly say that Mrs. Biggins' account of Gorald Warno had

aroused our intorest, especislly Elaine’s. Sho was just ninotoon, slight,
graceful of figure, & blonde with protty delicate features, a wild-roso com.
plexion, and sunny hair that curled naturally over her head. 1 was four
yoars hor sonior, taller and darkor ; some called mo, for my stylo, handsomer,
but that I don't beliovo, at loast Elaine's was tho most taking faco,

Wo tulked a great doal about our future plans that evening, and a great
deal too about our follow-lodger.
Elaino was always coming back to the subject ‘ him.” Sho wondored
what his pictures wero like ; whothor he really was a genius. Then she
imagined his bravely working ou when he had not sufliciont to eat. In fact,
sho spoedly mado Gerald Warne ont to b an aclistic Chattorton.
“If wo got on, Lil,” she exclaimed, ‘¢ wo must ask him to tea.
woll send him up a dish of oysters.”
“ No indeed,jat their present price,” I roplied, ¢ but you ses, Elly, wo
have first to gof on. His case may soon be our cage, and in one thing bu
careful ; knowing what pity is akin to, don't fall in love with him.”
“I 1 cried Elsine; disduinfully. * Lot mo return the warning.
a8 a Intchkey turned in the lock, * there he is 1"
Some one entered and went upstairs.
‘ Lil, ho might almost bo n ghost, for tho sound he makes.
spoak well for tho soles of his boots,”” remarked Elaine.

The noxt day wo had too much of onr own affairs to occupy us to think
of Gerald Warne. Thero were agoncies to visit, and advertisoments to
peruse, 8- week of which heartbroaking work passed fruitlessly. During
this we had scen Gerald Warne oncoas ho passed our window. As to being
a gentlemin there was as little doubt as that he was handsomo aud intstleoc-
tual-looking, also that his clothes wero shabby at the sesms ; unfortunately
thero was no doubt about the latter, nor that his fuco was haggard, making
appoar large and more brilliint a pair of dark, handsome oyes,

Before the noxt week was over Elaineand I had both beon successful.
Sho had obtained an engagement in an art dealer’s, and I found some pupils
for Gorman, French, music, and drawing.

Our spirits wore wondorfully olated at having occupation. Indeed, we
bad been very fortunate, and folt gratefully happy. As to Elaine, she
speedily, I fouud, began to revert to Gerald Warne.

“ We cortainly,” she said, *“ inust begin to think of thoso teas.”

I own I commenced to fuel norvous abont her, Sho was always gotting
information respecting him from the landlady, and it was never cheering
information.

Onco Mrs. Biggins told, with tears in her uyes, of a great disappoint
mont he had had in selling a picture.

% For the first timo ko looked quite broke,” she ssid, *“and owned he
wanted tho monoy badly.”

* Why doesn’t he teach, or draw, or paint sketches that may sell 1 said 1.

* He tries, miss, lots of times. He'd do anything, as ¢ pot-boilers,’ |
think he calls it; but luck’s against him.”

I noticed Elaine very thoughtful after that, and depressed.

I fancy wo had best move from hero,” I thought.

Bat, two oveninogs later, Elaine camo in radiant. The cold, frosty air,
or her joy, had made her colour dazzling.

 I'vo got some work for Gerald Warne to do,” sho exclaimed.
thing that, at least, will provide him with dinners.”

It appeared that tho art-dealer required an artist to undertake some art-
work which needed both skill and taste.

“ I spoke of M. Warne,” oxclaimed Klanio; * and Mr. Morrison s1ys
ho may call.”

So a little note was sent up, carefully worled, that it should offend no
Chattertonian (false) pride, to Gerald Warne's atudio tho following moruing,
The same eveniug our fellow-lodger stood for the first time in our parlour—
stood, those wonderfully brilliaut oyes brighter with emotion, his figure ail
of a tremble, his tones uasteady, as he s1id :

“ T have como to thank you ; to say how gratefull I am ; yet can find no
words approprite to oxpress how deeply I feel your kinduness.”

Then to my surprive, Elaine, quits ssgoly, as if years his senior, ateppal
forward, and taking his hand, replied :

“Then pleaso do not try. Wo quito understand. Are we not fellow:
toilora? If in that ciso wo cannot help one nnother, who will help usi

Mr. Morrison told me had engaged you, that he thought you very clover.
and hoped his work would lead to botter things., I wasso pleased i

She looked 80 pretty as sho spoke ! I shall never forget the oxpresu
in Gerald Warnoe's faco as he gazed at hor's.

I have heard of a person’s ** soul going vut ™ to snother. ThenJ a1
Ho bent down, aud prossod her hiud to his lips.

*¢ Hoaven bloss you !" he said, earnostly, with a sob in his voiwce,

I knew from that moment that it was a case betwoeen them, which nothiog
in this world could alter.

Aftor this Gerald Warne was very often in our parlour indeed ; not ooly
that, but sometimes his leaving the art-dealer’s, by a strange cowcidenc
would bo at the samo hour as Elsine’s,and they would walk home together.

I was troubled at first ; but tho moro I saw of Gerald Warne, tho more
1 re.ognized he was a gontleman by birth and naturo.

Besides, what right had [ to cndeavour to chock the love growing s
ovidontly stronger between thom ?  Alight it not prove a goed thing for
Elaine? 1lud she not seemed, indeced, as ho said, to have brought him thit
aid which was to lead to fortuno ?

Mr. Morrison had been more than satisfied with his work, and alecady
had introduced him to one or two who had purchased his pictures.

It was whilo our acquaiutauceship was very young, that, as wo throost

We can't

Hark 1"

It doos not

“ Some-

talking togother, Gerald Warne said :




