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and take her Share of the work? Why can’t she look after
your grandmother? I don’t sce why your life only1s to be
sacrificed.”

1 might ask her,” Pamela answered, thougbtfully,
“but I bardly like to. She isin service, and very happy
She sends bome always the greater part of her wages, and
that is her way of helping. She is not fitted for tls
quet life.  Rosamond is ‘gay and bright and sweet,
but **—she hesitated, as if afraid of sceming to run down
ber sister—*¢ she is not very patient. I don't think she and
granny would suit cach other. It is very trying, you know,
to be always waiting on & quite helpless person,” she added,
with nnconscious pathos. .

Martin shrugged his shoulders ever so slightly.

“1 don't believe you really care for me,” be said,
you loved me you would marry me 1n spite of everything.”

“I love you,'” the gifl answered, wearly; *but T will
not sacrifice my duty even for you.” .

“Then you don't know ‘what love is," be said, im.
patiently,

That was only this afternoon, and now she stood alone.
and knew that he would not come to her across
the fields this cvening or for mauy cvenings, and
that ber heart must be beavy and her-life dreary
for want of him,

A voice called her, an old, feebl: voice.
*Pamela,” She went in.

In an arm-chair by the fire, which, though it
was summer, bumc& 1n the kitchen grate, sat
an old woman. She bhad a very worn face, lined
and wrinkled, and the cyes were decp set and
sad, for her life had been a hard one, and all her
children bad gone home before her, and but for
the two daughters of her only son, her old age .
would bave been altogether desolate.  Now, too,
she was crippled by rhcumatism, and the laast
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movement caused ber pain, but ber mind was active as cver

As she sat there, a %ﬁal part of the time 1n enforced lonelne¥sx

her thoughts.were busy.  She talked little, but she was keenly

observant, and she had medutated frequently on the visits ox

i‘:hrti? Crewe, their probable sigmficance, and the results to
crsell.

Ncccss:u:i}f' a burden, it was ber cross to be so, for she s
naturally inlependent.  She was, too, thoroughly unsclfis., il
1t was she who had msulled into Pamela’'s mind the notions
that guided her now. Not for worlds would she have had the
gul's future ruined for ber sake.

That very afternoon sbe had been pondenng what she could
do if Pamela married.  She could asﬁ Rasamond to come, and
the gitl wuuld do so willimgly, but che could 3ll spare ber
wages ; and, morcover, Pamela had been right in saymg that
Rosamond was not suited to such work. Qutwardh, the gurls
were wonderfully alike, but their expressions were different—
the one gay, the other serious; the one girl turncd always as
by instinct to the sunlight, the other loved twilight, the one
was made for social life, the other developed in solitude, and
took her graver joys as from the hand of God. But she was




