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THE LAST LEAF.

A nmear neighbor of mine was Mr. Matlhias Power,
an ex-sergeant of the police, retired on pansion, who
livad in a neat cottage close to my hocuse. There was
Somebng wncommon about the man, as well as shout
his Ohristian name Lo all outward sceming ke vas a
stern, 1eseived, cold, and unsylpabhelic sort of wman.
Such, at leasl, was my impression of biw unlil o bl
him betler. {n time, however, [ discoverod that  be-
neath ttis mask of apparent harshness and crustiness
there was, al least [or one individual, a depih of love
and tenderness which it would Iro hard to equal. ‘That
ono Was his only surviving cluld, a girl of some twelve
years whoen | came to the parish.

My oid househeeper told e all aboui his history
since he came to hve in Killanure, abomt eight vears
previously. His wite, a young and strihingly handsonme
woman, ad 1 learned, died the fiist year of thewr resi-
dence wn the nice litile cottage, leaving him the legacy
of a baby hoy, who followed her to heaven a few weeks
after. It was a ha'd blow for a man who had only
Just rotired on a comfortable competence after long
years ol arduous iabor. Ile had married late in life,
ahd he might have heen the fathe:r ot the gentle,  win-
some girl who, as ke tondly hoped, wiould cheer and
sqothe the everung of his life tn the gquiet and blissiyl
repose of domestic happiness.

Old Nancy dilated at length on the subject of his

ahivalrous devolion and respectful aftentions 1o his
yaung wile. * Ile doted down on her,” she said, * and
he dressed her like a queen ; Faith they wele the taik
of the parish m a iew weeks, with everyone praising
them. Weil, when the poor thing died, sure hall  the
parish came to her funeral, short a time amd all as they
were an lhe place. It nearly broke the  poor men’s
heart, and only he had Ltile Lucy lett to him wb was
people's opinien that he’'d soon follow her, he was that
flond ©f her, the poor, dear crdature ! Ah, therc was
tihe purty cluid ! Juweryone called her ** Little Luey,”
aid sie smiled at avervbody and everybedy smiled at
her as she passed through the village with her [ather,
always holdimg his hand and skipping along by his side
lLike a lLittie lawb, God bless her t’
_ Alter s wile's  deaih he ceantred 21l his allections
m U chud.  She was everybhing to hun now ; and as
she grew up ghe digphaydd nwore and mwote tie graces of
her dead mother, ot whom  everybody sad that she
was the perfect image 1f anything, meleed, Ler  mo-
ther's charms were intensihed and petfeeted in her, just
ad the nathiral beauly of a lovely landscape is made
stil more beautiful by the artist’s brush which touches
up the little mperfections seemingly overloohed by
natiure.

The neighbors tiold me that when Laweyv was able (o
go 1o school 1t was waith great reluctance that the nld
man agreed to Iet her out of 4us sight oven for a few
hours datly. Ile accompanied her to the school  door
every mornng, went 1o meel her at roon when whe
came home for lunch and again went to bring her home
abt three o'clock. Indeed, be was oftentimes scen hano-
1ng round the school all the time from early morninz
until playtime, and trom then 411l the howr for brealang
yp, keeping guard over the place whioh held his hittle
darlympg, the treasure of his heart. She was inkleed, 1n
the expressive Inish phrase, his * gradh geal mo crowdh’
~bhright love of my heart.’

Of course I was not long in the parish without mal~-
ing the acquaintance of my interesting neighhers  Alr
Power, as everyhady called him, was a Iredh-faced man,
slightly stooped, always very trim ard neat in dress and
appearance even oi weeldays. (n Sundays he wore a
black suit that scemed cver as bran-new as the day it
left the hands of the taillor. On Christmas Day and
BFaster Sunday he donned a brown cloth overcoat wilh
velvet collar, ihat, appareptly, was absolutely proof
agminst ine ravages of lime.

Ha was precise of speech but reticent ; although he
womld always roply, 1 noticed, to littie Lucy’s gues-
tions, however trivial they might be ; and he would lig-
tan with a pleased expression to her artless habble, as
if her vowe possessed for him the charms of sweolest
mutste.  And often I noticed bow the stenn, sad face of
the fond falher relaxed into a smile when he looked with
pride and joy on the supny countenance of her who huny
omv his arm ; and the thought crossed my m]'nAd some-
times, as | watched them gomg thus for their excning
walk—wilh a wholeshearted ahsat tamen, meedless g
say—wiiat wauld become of that man should God call
home that angel-child in the first flush of her bapfismal
inmocence to joinm her little brother in the better [and ?
Alas t I little thought that this ramdom apd vmwel-

come suggestion should ever he realised ; and least of
all that I myseli should ever say to that beautiful
BITl, 50 full of boumdmng lite, the hard words : < vepart
Unristian soul, out of this hife ! © But 1 am aulicipa.
ling somewhat,

he was in realily a most hpautitul girl, well grown
for ber age, and having all the appearance of perfect,
bpoyanlt health.  She was gitted also with intelhgence
ot a high order.  ber fealures were almost faulliessly
perfect and  pleastng ; eyes ol cerulean blue, rippling
brown hair, chechs manthug wilhy the roses of nealth
dud igol. Judeed, wlwever b osaw Let I used bo Uitk
ol Buthe s glowing eulogium of the charms of  the
Dmuydluncb_b. allel wards wne ill-tateq Queen Marie Anton-
etlc . " Never  hghted on  this orb a  mord delightful
1soR. 1 osaw her just above the horizyon, glittermg like
the mprning star, full of hife and splendor and joy.'

Well, toward the end of my third year in the parish
an epidemic of scarlatina of a virulent type broke out
I Wie  district, and Lucy amongst otber school chil-
dren contracted 1t.  As might be expected, her father
was Well nigh distraclted with grief apd anxicty ahout
his darling, and for days ana mghts counld with dili-
culty be torn from her bedside. Iortunately the at-
tach proved to be a slizht ome, and she rapidly recov-
ered. lowever, soon altter the scalrng process was Clom-
pleted—which lelt her complexion even clearer ang fairer
than betole—she unaccountably caught a chill which de-
veloped into mentrgills.  Thus the-fair promise of a
gpeedy and perfect reqovery proved 1o be of that delu-
she himd whih * keeps the wond of promise to qur ears
and breaks 1t to our  bhope.’ God, in the inscrmutable
way of lIlis Dayvine Providence, which are not our Ways,
had 'decreed that tus virgin lily should not run the risk
of bemyg sonled or sullied by the usages of thls rude
worlld, and chose this occaston to snatch her away to
1o s throng of white-robed virging ' who follow the
Lamb whithersoever le goeth .’

It was my sad duty fo atlend her in this illness,
amd the menvory ot 1t will, 1 think, haunt me always,
1t 15 assoviated with sadness no  doubt—sadness iender,
pathetic, and yet stranpely soaothing ; bat I have long
sinee ceased Lo think of 1l as merely a sad episode. 1t
hay become Lo me a memory of gladness, of hope, of
edilication and spinitual enhightemment, more soul-nspir-
mg than whole vwokumes ot ascetical liheology ; Iar 1 am
comvinced that L assisted at the passeng away of  an
angel to God's  home, and that the sad words, * De-
part, Chitstian soul,” but ushered in ber true nabal day
to glory. Yes, ber Oiteen years, T verily believe, had
left wmsuiliod thie snow-white robe of her baplismal in-
nocance

When she fully reahsed the dangerous nature of this
seaand itiness her teslgnation was admrrable and  very
edifying. She professed herself  perfectly ‘willing and
rogdy Lo die. ‘1he doctor found it necessary o cut off
her beautiiul and abun@aml hair ; and when she saw the
senored and once much-prised tresses 1n the hands of her
wedping nurse, she sasd 1n the mesl unconcerned way
‘Don't mind, Ellen; put it in tie coflin with me.’

Toward the cnd she became delirrous and raved &
gond deal, and sang snatches of the fiymms she used to
sing 1n the chabdren’s choir.  1ller last fatewell words to
her brohen-hearted fatne: were very ilouchipg, and moved
me, 1 contess, Lo tears.

" Fafher,” she sad, 'don’i fret for me, for I'm
goung home o God.  And it I'm leaving you, suyre I'm
gotng {0 meet mother, and we’ll warl for vou mm God's
house , and won't it be lovely for us all to be toge-
gaer ¥ . ather, af 1 hived to be a big  girl you  might
dig before me, mightn't you *  And then I'd be very
lonegome all by mysell, and I might have a long time to
wait heloe T could )om mother and you 1n heaven., So
1°s just as well tor me 1o go hirst. Oh, 1 see  the
Biessed Virgin thiere 1n ithe picture '—pointmg two  a
prent of 1the  Assumplion of  Our Blessed Lady—¢ and
she's snmuling at me and beckoning %o me ! And all the
I'tlle angels are flying round her. ['m going to be one
ol them, am I not, Fabther O’Carroll 7 Oh, won't that
be grand—to fly away to heaven with the Blessod Vir-
7!

& The nid man held her hand to the last in a  dazed
sart of speechless agony and bewildermont.  She pressed
it to ner lips m a tast fand elfor of fihal Love aud died
in ihe act. When the women round the deathbhed had
raised her little head, I 1hought that her hips were par-
ted in a snule, just Nike that with which she used to
greel, me when I met her—the sweet, winning smile of
transparent maocence and chuldish sumplicity.  Ah, may-
Iy 1L was caused by ihe warm parting kiss of her Guar-
dian Angel as ho left his ecarthly c¢harge, his task done,
to give back nto (Fod's hand a soul pure and spotless
as it came {rom Him!

When the thercaved father fully vealised {that his
heart’s treasure had left hm—and the dead lips pressed
his ‘hand for a long time ere he felt their fatal cold-
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