
than heanticipated;however,he set sail at laat for England totake
uphis residence inhis beautiful Sussexhome.

11.
After anabsence of several years Cecil Stanmore stood once

morebeneath theportalof his ancestral home, unexpected and un-
announced. Allnature was arrayed in her most festiveadornment
at this home-coming of ■ the young squire,' aa he was commonly
called.__ Cecil was deeply touched at the acclamations of delight with
whichhe wab received on all sidco and in everydirection. It
the dawnof a new era for those poor people who had suffered
much since the dece&oe of the squire andhis lady.

Cecil was not unmindful of the rosary in his charge and he
was impatient to restoreit as speedily as possible to its owner,but
unavoidablebusiness with his agent detained him for a few days,
andmore thana week had elapsed from the day he foundit before
hehadhis horse saddled and set forthon his projected visit to his
godmother, Mrs, Lamoureux.* » m'There,Ido think St. Anthony ought to grant my petitions
now. Don't you think so, dear Mrs. Lamoureux ? This is the last
day of thenovena,you know.'

The speaker had just finished placing some exquisite roses
aroundthe small statue that stoodonabracket inMrs. Lamoureux's
drawing-room, and she concluded her sentence by turning her
■weet,expressivecountenance towards her friend.

Mrs. Lamoureux had ceased her embroidery, andherjhands lay
idly in her lapas she watched Margaret's deft fingers so tastefully
arranging the flowers."
Idothink heought to send your rosary, dear, but as for the

otherpetition,oh,Margaret,Iwas just thinking and hoping thatSt.
Anthonyhad sent me a daughter,and youa home. Mydear,Iwish
you would never leave me.'

Margaret came over and sat down on a low Btool near Mrs.
Lamoureux.

"
Dearest and best of friends,' she said, 'Iknow you

wouldspoil me if you could, bnt Icannot consent to be a burden
on youalways. lam poor [now and must work >for my living, for
youknowIlost everythingat my uncle's death,but don't think I
haveany regrets about that

—
no,indeed.'

Mrs. Lamoureux looked down sympathetically at her young
friend, who continued :'Now,IhaveaskedSt. Anthony to find me such a place, and
althoughIwant him to send memy rosary without delay, well,'
she added with a smile, 'I am not going to hurry him over the
other matter. Let me see— this is June, and if he would find for
mea suitable place in September Ishould enjoy three months of
your society

—
that is, if you will be burdened with me for so long

a time,dear Mrs. Lamoureux.'
Mrs.Lamoureux took hold of her hand.

'Well,Maggie,' she
said, 'Ihave given ear to all you have to say: now you in turn
must listen tomy plans. In the first place, as for being aburden
tome, youknow that isabsurd and all nonsense. What Ipropose

But all further conversation was here interrupted by thean-
nouncement of a visitor.'Mr.Cecil Stanmore.'

Mrs. Lamoureux arose and faced the caller in astonishment.'Cecil, my dear boy,' hhe exclaimed,' is it really youICanIbelieve
my eyes ?

'
Youhave excellent testimony, replied Cecil loughingly, as he

heartily shook hands with his godmother, and then he was intro-
duced toMargaret.

Well, this is an unexpectedpleasure,' said Mrs. Lamoureux.
'
I

thought you wereabroad. When did you return1
''

Only a few days since,' replied Cecil, 'and Iwascompelled by
a twofold duty to call upon you with as little delay as possible

—
the combined duty and pleasure of paying my devoirs to my
respectedgodmother, and the duty of restoring this'

—
and he drew

out the rosary
— '

to Miss Seager.'
Margaret gave an exclamation of delight at the sight of her

restoredtreasure, and Cecil thought, beautiful as Bhe looked the
firstday he saw her in her sorrows and her tears, surpassingly bo
was she now with the look of radianthappiness onher face.

'Oh Ihow did you get it ? where did you find it?
'

she asked
as Bhe took it from his hand. 'ButIrather suspectSt. Anthony
had something to do with it,' she added,as her heart sent up an
ejaculation of thanksgiving.

Cecil then related the incident of his finding the rosary,with
whichfacts thereader is already acquainted.'Ido not wonder that you regretted losing it,' said Cecil in
conclusion, 'It is such a beautiful rosary, it must be very
valuable.1"

Itwas given tome by my auntand uncle as a souvenir of nuy
First Communion,'answered Margaret.

'
For that reasonIvalue it

moat.'
And then they talked of other matters

—
Cecil's travels abroad,

wherehe hadbeen and what he hadseen, thepictureshohadpainted.
and various other subjects.

A verypleasantafternoon waspassed,andevening closed in all
toosoon for Cecil. He made his adieux and rode leisurely home in
the fine summer twilight, whilstanunwonted feeling of content-
ment took possessionof his heart.

This wasbut the beginning of frequent visits from Cecil. He
foundhis godmother's advice invaluable concerning various plans
andprojects,and whatever philanthropic scheme he had onhand,
If a children's teaor school treat was tobe organisedhe invariably
wanted to consult andask the advice of Mrs.Lamoureux, whom he
playfully designated his 'fairygodmother,'anda weekseldompassed
by withouthispayingher a vißit.

Cecil meanwhile derived more and more pleasure from this
iateicouree withhis friends;but he was no self-deceiver, and his

own feelings soon revealed to him the faot that, worthy as Mrs.
Lamoureux was of inestimableesteem,yetit wassomeone else with
a younger and fairer face who was theobjectof his greatattraction.Yes, Cecil awoke to the faot that his heart had passed into the
keepingof another. He waß aware of Margaret's intention to leaveMrs.Lamoureux in themonthof September, andas August drew to
a close he dreaded to think that the ray of sunshine that had
crossed hia path for so brief a space of time was so soon to be
withdrawnand leavehim onceagain cold and lonely on the wintry
pathof life !

But before Margarethad concluded her arrangements with the
superioress of a certain convent an incident occurred which com-
pletelyupset her pre-arrangedplans andentirely turned the tide of
events.

Mrs. Lamoureux, who was not of a robust constitution,
contraoted a severe cold, which terminated in an attack of
pneumonia, and although there was no immediate danger, it wassufficientlyserious tocause graveanxiety tothose abouther. Under
thecircumstances Margaret would not entertainanideaof leaving
her friend. She took charge of thepatient,and soonprovedherself
tobe askilfuland efficientnurse.

Mrs.Lamoureux,thanks to the good nursing andunremitting
carebestoweduponher, soon made rapid strides towards recovery.
Theperiodof convalescence was a very happy time to her,andshe
was able toappreciate then to the full all the love and attention
that was lavisheduponher ; the sight of Cecil's exquisite flowers
and rare exotics refreshed her vision, and the delicious frnita
whichhe ceased not to bring in abundance tempted her returning
appetite.

One day towards the end of November Mrs. Lamoureux,who
hadquite recovered fromher recent illness, sat with Cecilby the
fireside. Margaret had gone to afternoonBenediction, andCecil,
availinghimself of her absence, unburdenedhimself of his feelings
inher regard,and made Mrs. Lamoureux the confidante of allhis
hopesand fears. The revelation wasnosubject of surprise toMrs.
Lamoureux. She had long suspectedhowmattersstood,and though
Bhe wasnomatchmaker she could not but be gratifiedat thepros-
pectof aunion between two who were so eminently suited toeaoh
other. Such a union would remove from her mind all further
anxiety with regard to Margaret's future, and at the same time
make Cecil thehappiest of men.'Well, Cecil,' she said,'you must plead your own cause, andI
most assuredly think yourhopeswill be fully realisedin theanswer
you will get.'

Mrs. Lamoureux spoke with confidence
—

she had notioed for
some time past the tell-tale blush that mantled in Margaret's oheek
when Cecil Stanmore wasannounced.'Bless you for those words,dearest of fairy godmothersI' said
Cecil fervently. '

Thus encouraged,Ishallput my happiness to the
test withoutdelay.'

Actingon his godmother's advice,Cecil eloquently pleadedhis
cause, with thehappy result that Margaret was not only persuaded
to remain with Mrs. Lamoureux till her yearof mourning wasover,
but at the end of that period to exchange her sombre garb for a
bridal array, * * ♥

Once more the month of June came round, and with it the
Feast of St.Anthony. Itwas an unusually hot summer,and the
long, Etraggling street up which the Cure of St.Etienne trudged
was almost deserted;peoplewere glad to be out of the glareof the
midday sun. Butit was not altogether the heat of the day that
made the Cure carry his slouched hat under his arm while he
vigorously mopped his forehead witha large red handkerchief :it
was rather his perturbed state of mind that caused the largebeads
of perspiration to stand out uponhis brow.

'My poor Pierre I' he murmured. 'What can Idofor you?'
And then he fell to wondering whether perchance there werea few
francs stowed away inan old purse thathe had not used for some
time.

'
Seven little mouths to be fed daily,' he sighed,

"
and no

bread to go in them. But how wrong of me I' he added. " Does
not

"
le bonDieu

"
knowhow toprovide for alltheirneeds ?'

The Curehad just been visiting one of hia parishioners,Pierre
Lebeau,a poor but verygood man. He wasamason,andonly that
morning, whilst engaged in his work,had fallen from abuilding,
the result of which wasa broken leg. He was the father of seven
small children,and the Cure had been doinghis best to console the
poor Btricken wife and mother. How the family were to be pro-
vided for during the weeks that Pierre must necessarilybe laidup,
the Cure knewnot.'Itis the Feast of St.Anthony,'he softly said as he reached the
church door. 'Imust go now and ask theSaint's intercession.'

The Cure reverently entered the church and knelt in fervent
prayer.'

Now Ican rest whilstIsay my Office,' he said to himself as he
regained the presbytery;but as he laidhis handon theknobof the
study door 'A lady and gentlemanhavecalledto see you monsieur,'
was the message he received. The Cure turned thehandle andina
moment he was face to face with his two young friends, Cecil and
Margaret. 'My children I

'
he exclaimed, as he looked fromMar-

garet'sblushing countenance back again toCecil'sbeaming one,'ia
it possible? What is themeaningof this /

'
ItwasCecil who wasspokesman.'
The meaning of itis this monsieur:We are on our wedding

tour !
'

1The explanation is scarcely [necessary,' said the Care as he
rubbed his hands gleefully ;but Iam glad

—
veryglad— delighted.

But how came you,'he added,'to keep the oldPadre in ignorance
of this greatevent ?

'
Againit was Cecil whospoke:'The fact of thematter is,mon-

sieur, we just wanted to pay youa surprisevisit.'
1Well,it is not only a surprise,but a very,verypleasant one.

Oh1 mydear young friends, whata happin«ss it ia to mo to see
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