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r LIKE THE DISCIPLE STANDING BY.

PAg.m.^, m hea Jean print gown, wnht the Uine band
icerchiet Icnotted round ber sknder brwta tbrot, and ilie
sun1.ght on lier hair, stood at the door of the cottage and
looked sadly and wsistfully acrss thc fields and away int the
dia ditance where the slcy anid carth mded intol one-
licer ands wcr clasped before lier, ad lier attitude, tbougb

* sfrple, %vas full of a siatural pathos. Above ber were tme
ciambuag roses which clustcred round flic iii.b about bier,
rt ibmg evnto lerwaist, werc theliiebî v brdcrd the

Ind pthwyandtd smnAl garden vas a mass of
blooro. amzela knew who bad traiaied the roses and who
had planted thc Mies. i t was he wbo made the suasbine of
ber life. and tbe anly tecwrn she could give hlm was ta daricen
bas. Yet to ber had baen thc apony of a grcar renunriation.
and iio anc ]cnew what it bad c6st.her tô sa)-

-1 will ne ç r marry you, Martin, wwult my gradmother
fives. She needs me cvcry botir of the day, ana i baxe Da
right te midertace frech rcsponsiiltics

' ,*".ut .1 will a-t foi you, .>arncla, if you wil ouly gâve me

H-ave 1 any nghit to asc that of youm said tbe girl
LU anr 'te>y lonrlv. anDi thee -are inam' wnenen wbo ecaald

maeou as bappyas 1 le may b-- hope it wi bc.-
teveralycars before i arn free sram my iesponsibilities."*

.41 believ.t )ou care mare fur yaur gr.&ndmotber ihan foi
mc," said Martin, impatiently

*11 awc ber mnore" Painela answered. quîetiy ' Without
her 1 should bave bad ta starve. et bc brougbt up bî the
parish. Wh17cn aur niothcr died wc were quite litie. Rasa.
xnond and 1, and she toak, us, and wa'rkcd for us, and
edaczted us, and denied hczseh! foi oui salces The lai we
can do is ta care for har now."

.. suppuic you are right.' sud Martin, grudgingly
~ You ame a great dcal t00 good fui me, Panela. Yen
ane alw&Ays thinkdng of vour du:ý Somectisues it %ceins
ta nie yau t.ikc lire toc bcrioubsl.,

*Lite is senous, Panela sala.x~~~~~. ~ Therem-as axnmcmnt'Spause. Te at scd
lRosamond, yeur sisttr %vli> doesn'i she corne borne,

272


