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beside his mother, he whispered, ‘I shall go to her,
mother.’

‘ Poor Edith! But what could you do, my son ?’

‘ Mother '—after a pause—shall I not bring you
another daughter to fill Linda’s empty place ?’

Mrs. Wynn had long before this been trusted with
the story of Robert's affection. Her gentleness won
every secret of her son’s heart.

‘What could she say now but bless him through her
tears ?

And so he went next day. He found the mean
house in the obscure street where Edith had for years
toiled, and not unhappily, Duty never brings unmixed
pain in its performance.

The schoolroom was full of the subdued hum of
children’s voices ; the mistress stood at her desk, deep
mourning on her figure and in her face. It was only
the twelfth day since her bereavement; but she was
glad of the return of regular work, though the white
features and frail hands hardly seemed equal to much
as yet. Presently the German girl who was her
servant opened the door, and Miss Armytage went to
hear her message.

‘Von gentleman’s in parlour;’ which suggested to
Edith a careful father of fresh pupils, She gave her
deputy, Jay, a few charces, and went to the visitor,
who had thought her an nterminable time in coming,
He, blooming, strong, fresh from his healthy farm life
in the backwoods, saw with compassion how wan and
worn she looked. Nursing at night during her father’s
illness, and school-keeping in the day, might be blamed
for this. Would she come to Cedar Creek and be
restored




