LIKE THE DISCIPLE STANDING BY.
Br IDA LEMON 3:
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PAsMELA, ;n her ddean pnnt gown, wath the blue band
kerchief kuotted round her sleader brown throat, and the
sunlLsht on her hair, stood at the door of the cottage and
looked sadly and wistfully across the fields and away into the
dim distance where the sky and earth melted into” one.
Her hands were clasped before her, and ber attitude, though
simple, was full of a natural patbos. Above her were the
chimbing roses which clustered round the porch, about ber,
reaching even to her waist, were the lilies which bordered the
Inde pathway, and the small garden was 2 mass of
bloom. ela knew who had trained the roses and who
had planted the lhies, 1t was he who made the sunshine of
ber Iife, and the only retumn she could give bim was to darken
lus,  Yet to her had been the apony of a great renunciation,
and ?o one knew what it had }\c{o&t}m to 1&)‘— dmoth
*1 will never marry you, Martin, wiile my motber
lives. She needs me every hour of the day, angnl'nbaw no
right to undertake fresh responsibilites ™
b'“m’“ 1 will wait for you, Pamela, if you will only give me
ope.’
* Have 1 any nght to ask that of you?* sad the gind
Y oo arc very oan . an there -are many women who cauld
mnkc]you as happy as I It may be—1 hope 1t wall be—
several years before I am free from my responsibilities.” =
“X believe you care more for your grundmotker than for
me,” said Martin, impatiently - .
“1 owe her more,”” Pamela answered, quietly  * Without *
hier 1 should have bad to starve, or be brought up by the
parish. When our mother died we were quite httle, Rosa-
mond and I, and she took us, and worked for us, and
cducated us, and denied berself fos our sakes.  The least we
can do i; to care for her now:"ht 4 Marttn denel »
*1 sy ou are right,l’ sud Martin, grudgingly
“You az‘::mat deal 100 good for me, Pamela. You
‘ arc always thinking of your duly Sometimes it seems |
10 me you take life 100 scriously.’ . é
1 o Li}c is senous,” Pamela said, R
i 'L There was 2 moment’s pausc.  Then Martin asked—
JhaH e Rosamond, yeur sister why doesn't she come bome,
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