
"This, M. le Cure, must be my farewell visit,Ifear, for Iamasriously thinking of turning my face towards England's shoresoncemore.'
The goodCure tappedhidmiaH-box preparatory to openin"- itand before replying helped himself to a liberal ipinch of itscontents.
( Well,my good young friend,' he said.

'
much as Ishall regretyour absence,Ithink your decision a wise one. When looking atyouIoften say to myself— sotto voce,you know—" Why stand youhereall the day idle ?"

' J'Come now,Monsieur, don't be too hard,' protestedthe youngman;"have Inot ever hoped that some day or other you would
hold out to me the possibility of aspiring to better and holierthings?'

The Cureclosedhis snuff-box with a sharpclick,
i.

'Noneed, my dear boy, to open up that question again. IthinkInave already told you very emphatically that among themany gracesbestowedupon youby Almighty God,Hehas not seenfit to include that of avocation to the religious lifenor the holypriesthood;you have, however,many duties in another stateof lifeto fulfil. It is nowthree years since you came of age, and whathaveyoudone? Your estate is left entirely in thehands of youragent;areyousure thathe administers justice andkindness to allthoseover whom he has control, or. on the otherhand,may henotbe usingthemeans withinhis reach toserve only his ownends andpurposes?'
CeoilStanmore'shandsome face bore an expressionof eravitvashe listened.

'" Youareright. Monsieur,'he said;'Ihavebeen a very foolishyoung man indeed. ThoughInever intended to shirk my duty,IseeIhave been very remiss, bub Iwillendeavor now to makereparationto thebestof my ability.'
"Have youseen the new statue of St.Anthony just erected intheohurch ? ' Bsked the Cure.
'No,Monsieur,Ihave ouly just returned from Bruges, whereIhavebeen stayingfor a coupleof weeks,' repliedCecil.« Well, then, my dear son, this is, as Iam sure you alreadyknow,the Feastof St. Anthony;go now and pray tohim. Ihave
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to find the right partner " forthose who ask him,andIwishyou would also say a prayer for thesoul of the generous benefactor whogave the statue.'CecilStanmore reverently knelt with bowedhead to receive thegood pneats blessing, and a tear dimmed the Cure's eye as hewarmly shookhis young friend'shand.The Cure stood where his young friend left him,gazing into■pace. Itwas anovelty for the busy priest toindulge inday dreamsbatat that precise moment he wasoblivious of his surroundings—his memory had flownback to thirteen years before when he firstknewCecil, a bright and happy little boy of eleven.At that time the good Cure, brokendown in health from exces-sive and unremitting labor in a large and scattered parishlyingontoeoutskirts of the old Belgian capital, was compelled toabandonhis arduous duties for a while in order to regain the strength thathadbeen so severely strained andshattered. Gladly, therefore, hadneavailed himself of the proffered tutorshipof CecilStanmore " itwas just the thinghe wanted.
'

%
Cecil was a somewhatdelicateboy,having just recovered froma

serious illness,and beingan onlychildthere was nocare his parentswouldnot bestow and lavish upon him. He was deemedtoo deli-cate, for a timeat least, to rough it at schoolwith other boys Hisparents, therefore, thought themselves happy and privileged insecuring the services of the good Cure. The Cure had his ownmethod of imparting knowledge; he almost discarded books.Nature was thebook from whichhe chose to draw his lessons, andskilfully and cleverly he explained to his pupil the wonders thatare writtenon the gigantic pages of thegreat universearound us.. J?6011thus pleasantly and easily acquired knowledge ;he andthe Cure wouldsometimes make little journeys together across thebriny deep,andoccasional sojourns on Brittany's sunny coast soonprovedof inestimable benefit toboth tutor and pupil; it broughtthe rosy tint of health to theboy's cheek andrenewed strengthandVigor to the priest'sshattered constitution,and after a lapseof twoyearshereturned in sound andperfect health to take up once morethe work that lay sonear to his priestly heart— that of ministeringto the spiritualwantsof his muchbeloved flock. But in those twoyears therehadsprungup a tender affection and deep attachmentbetweenmaster and pupil.
Cecil Stanmore made his devotions before the Blessed Sacra-ment and then turned his attention to thenewly erected statueofSt. Anthony, the aspect of which pleased his artistic eye anddevotional mind immensely ; it represented the saint in his usualposture,holding in one hand the white lily of purity and in theother a book onwhich stood the Infant Jesus caressing the saintwith infinite tenderness. Cecil thought he had neverseena moredevotionalorhfe-hkestatue.
Heknelton, heedlessof the flight of time, though he scarcelygave utterance to vocal prayer. His mind reverted to the yearsthat.were irretrievably past and gone. He blamed himself forshirking duties that had been laid uponhim, but there ehouldbean end to itnow he resolved,and he would in real earnest takeupthe responsibilitiesof life. In his bereavementand loneliness hisheart yearnedmore than ever for the sympathy of his old friendthe Cure of St. Etienne, whom he ever regarded as his 'friend,philosopher,and guide.' He now olung tohim with still greateraneotaon;he was theonelink betweenthe desolatepresent and the*»PPJ. joyous past.

*

The trustees appointedanagent to lookafter the estate during
Cecil8 minority, and the young man returned to the Continent tocontinue the studies that had been interrupted by bis parents'
deaths Time went on and at last he came of age, but still helingered, shrinking fromthe thought of returning tohisonoehappy

a T° be_ th(\heiraildBole possessor of Stanmore Grange and allthe rich,broadacres appertaining thereto wanaposition calculatedto make many a young man swell with pride,butpride and pom-posity hadnoshare inCecil'scomposition.How long Cecil knelt therebeforeFt.Anthony'sstatuereview-ing the past and making generous resolutions for the futureheknew not, so absorbed waa he in his ownreflections. He thoughthe wasalone,but in this he wasmistaken.He was aroused at last from his reverieby themovementof afagnre draped in deep mourning. Itwas a young girlwho hadknelt there long m deep and silent prayer. Sherose togonow,however,but beforedoing so approached the statue to light udavotivecandle. X F
Cecil s eyes followedher movements,and artist that he washecouldnot fail tobe struck with the rarebeauty of her countenance—so sweet,so pure, so gentle. But as he stoleasecond glanoe haperceivedsorrowand suffering were evidently depicted on the fairyoung face; the flickering light from the candle revealedalaree.bright tear glistening likeadiamondon thedark,longlashesMargaret Seager, after paying this last tribute toSt. Anthony

inthe ohurchshe lovedso well,tried to stifle the sob thatroselikea lump in her throat. When would she stand again within theprecincts of that saored edifice, she wondered? Never again.perhaps! With anguish she thought of the dear remains of himwhobeneath the eoft, freshly-disturbed turf wassleeping his lastsleep. * °
Overcomewitha Benseof herloneliness andher loss,she hastilyquitted the church withoutperceiving she haddroppedher rosaryItcaught,however,Cecil's quick eye,and he stoopedto pick itup!intending to followthe retreatingfigure, but his artistic appreda:tionandloveof the beautiful arrested his progressand made himpause for amoment to admire its exquisite beauty and workman-ship. Itwas the finest specimenhe had everseen— mother-of-pearlbeads moat elaboratelymountedin elegantly-wroughtsilverHehurried then toovertake theyoung lady, but,alas! he wastoo late. Just as he reached the church door she hadenteredacarriage andwasbeingdriven rapidly away.Suppressing an exclamation of annoyance Cecil placed therosary inhis pocket;the only thing then to be done was tohanditto the Cure. Doubtlesshe could easily restore it to theownerOnce more he presented himselfin theCure's presence

" J viß<v
iB< Monsieur,'he »id f drawingforth therosary, "

wasdropped
in the churchby une jeune demoiselle.. Ihave brought it to youthat youmay return it toher.'

Ina moment thepriestrecognised therosary'
Quel dommage; he exclaimed, putting his handup to his fore-head and slowly allowingit to travelacrosshis baldhead,'la pattvrepetite! How grievedshe will be.''But,Monsieur,surely it willbean easymatter to returnit toher thenext time she comes tochuroh ?

'
'^on, man garcon,; replied ithe Cure, 'she has started forOstend, and to-morrow sheintends crossing overtoEngland. Well.Imust send it through the post now ;but meanwhile Iknowhowsorry she will be thinking- she has lost it.'
'She seemed to be in deep mourning,' said Cecil, interestedenough to try and glean a little further information,
'Yes, indeed,poor child ! Shehas passedthrough the crucibleof suffering. Leftanorphan when a mere baby, she wasadoptedbyher aunt anduncle-in-law who, being childless, bestoweduponher the wealth of their deep affection. They lived in Brussels aportion of every ,year, so they had become great friendsof mine.About a yearagoMonsieurhad themisfortune tolose his good wife"

he andhis niece sought to find solace in their sorrow by travelling
After journeyingaround they had settled down here again, whenunfortunately Mr.Oldham was taken ill and died suddenly. Butthere the trouble didnot end;no will was found,and the wholeofhis property, which he intended leaving to his adopted daughterwasclaimed by a cousin (of whom he had knownvery littleandcared for still less) asbeing the next of kin; the poorgirl is con-sequently left withoutmeans, for being his wife's nieoe only,sheinherits nothing according to law,butItrustSt.Anthony willnowbefriend her."

What a sadhistory,'saidCecilsympathetically,* andwhatwillthepoor young lady do nowIwonder ?
'

♥Oh,she ia brave, so brave!' said the Care; 'she is quitecrashed, it is true,at the death of her adoptedparents, but as forthe monetary loss,she does not seem to mind thatatall. Her in-tentionia toseeka situation in theteaching line, for she is highlyaccomplished;with that object she has returned toEngland tostaywith a friend while she looks out for a position that will suit her.Let me see,Ihaveher address about me,1 think. Voila!hereit is—
careof Mrs. Lamoureux

''
Surely not living at 13, SouthParade, H ,' broke inCecilexcitedly.'
Exactly,' Baid theCare,lookingup insurprise. 'Doyouknowher ? *'Why, she is no other than my respected godmother,' replied

Cecil; she has only recently settled inH ,and, as youalreadyknow,that is thenearest town to Stanmore Grange, andit wasmyintention to ride over and see her on my return. If you like,Monsieur,Iwillkeep the rosary,andwhenIgo homeIwilloall onMrs. Lamoureuiwithoutdelay.'
'Very good, my young friend, that is a very satisfactory

arrangement,' said theCure, feeling relievedof a responsibility andwith a fewmore adieuxCeoildeparted.
Gathering togetherhisbelongings, he started on the followingday for Bruges,wherehe wandetained by business a little longer
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