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THE LAST LEAF
n ____

A MM neighbor of mine 
Matthias Power, aa ex-eei 
the police, retired es pension, who 
Bred in a neat cottage close to mj 
house There was something uncom
mon about the man, as well as about 
his Christina same. To all outward 
seeming he was a stern, reserved,cold 
and unsympathetic sort of man. 
Such, at least, was my impression 
ot him until I knew him better, la 
time, however, I discovered that be
neath this mask of apparent harsh
ness and crustiness there was, at 
least for one individual, a depth of 
love and tenderness which it would 
be hard to equal That one was 
bis only surviving child, a girl of 
some twelve years then I came to 
the parish.

My old housekeeper told me all 
about his history since he came to 
live in Killanure, about eight years 
previously. His wife, a young and 
strikingly handsome woman, an I 
learned, died the first year of their 
residence in the nice little cottage, 
leaving him the legacy of a baby 
boy, who followed bet to heaven a 
few weeks after. It was a hard 
blow for a man who had only just 
retired on a comfortable competence 
after long years of arduous labor. 
He had married late in life, and be 
might have been the father of the

rtle, winsome girl who, as he food- 
hoped, would cheer and sooth the 
evening of hie life in the, quiet and 

bliaeful repose of domestic happi-

Old Nancy dilated at length on 
the subject of his chivalrous devo
tion and respectful attentions to his 
young wife. “He doted down on 
her, she said, “and he dressed her 
like s queen; faith they were the 
talk of thé parish in a few weeks, 
with everyone praising them. Well, 
when the poor thing died, sure half 
the parish came to her funeral, short 
a time and all as they were in the 
place. It nearly broke the poor 
man’s heart, and only he had little 
Lucy left to him it was people’s op
inion that he’d soon follow her, he 
was that fond of hpr, the poor, dear 
creature! Ah, that was the putty 
child! Everyone called her ‘little 
Lucy,’ ahd she smiled at everybody 
and everybody smiled at her as she 
passed through the village with her 
father, always holding his hand and 
skipping along by his side like a 
little lamb, God bless her!"

After his wife’s death he centered 
all his affections in this child. She 
was everyth wig to him now; and « 
qjie grew up she displayed more &n|i 
more the graces of her dead moth

ways, had decreed that this 
lili should not run the 

being soiled or milled bv th<
of this rude world, and cho 
occasion to snatch her away to join 
Hie throng of white-robed virgins 
“who follow the Lamb whithersoever 
He goeth ”

It was my sad duty to attend her 
in this illness, and the memory of it 
will, I think, haunt me always. It 
is associated .with sadness no 4oubt 
—sadness tender, pathetic and yet 
strangely soothing, but I have long 
since censed to think of it ns merely 
a sad episode. It has become to me 
a memory »of gladness, of hope, of 
edification and spiritual enlighten
ment, more sool-inspiring than whole 
volumes of sscetical theology; for I 
am convinced that I assisted at the 
passing nwny of an angel to God’s 
home, and that the sad words, “De
part, Christian soul," but ushered in 
her true natal day to glory. Yes, 
her fifteen years, 1 verily believe, 
had left unsullied the snow-white 
robe of her baptismal innocence.

When she fully realized the danger
ous nature of this second illness 
her resignation was admirable and 
very edify lag. She professed herself 
perfectly willing and ready to die 
The doctor found it necessary to cut 
off her beautiful and abundant hair; 
and when she saw the severed and 
once much-prized tresses in the hands 
of her weeping nurse, she said in 
the most unconcerned way: “Don’t 
mind, Ellen; put it in the coffin with 
me" t

Towards the end she becadte delir
ious ‘ and raved a good deal, and 
sang snatches of the hymns she used 
to sing in the children's choir. Her 
last farewell words to her broken
hearted father were very touching, 
and moved me, I confess, to tears.

“Father," she said, “don’t fret for 
| me for I'm going home to God. And 
I if I’m leaving you, sure I’m going to 
I meet mother, and we’ll wait for you 
i in God's house; and won’t it be love
ly for us all to be together? Father, 
if I lived to bi a big girl you might
die before me,' 
then I’d be very Ï1 
self, and I might 
to wait before I 
and you in heaven, 
well for me to go 
the Blessed Virgin

$K< ■
tn't you? -----

lesome all by my- 
long time 

mid join mother 
So it’s just as 

first. Oh, I see 
there in* the pic

ture’’—pointing to a print of the As- 
of Our B!<

few

weather.

sumption Blessed Lady—“and
she’s smiling at me and beckoning to 
me! And all the little angels are fly
ing .round her. I’m going to be one

ore we graces oiner of them, am I not, Father O’Carroll?
L l Mvthme °h' won 4 thlt be grand-to flj awav
as the I* “Jj^ing, ^ wjth y,. Blessed Virgin?*’

A long, cote winter wi 
late spring at Kull’i, 

ement oe the extreme 
« of the Northwester 

petty clearings we 
round, like windows letting -lay- 
light into the dim forent.

Several days of warm tain and 
thaw put the streams in flood and 
made the ronds black Bteeak^ of 
mud. Then followed frenting wfath
er, enough to crest the mud, po 
that walking was good, but teams 
and wheels would break through. 
On top of this an inch of »« » cov
ered the treacherous surface.

The district school at Bull's held
its “spell-down and declamation"
fortnightly on Friday evenings This 
evening bad roads prevented families 
attending with temps, but enough per
sons came on foot to flU most of the 
benches in the log schoolhoust 

David Sands was there, of course. 
David was always there, whatew the 

He Mverrthree miles away, 
a rough, uncut rond through 

dense woods ended in the two small 
clearings of the Sands and Fingar, 
families

Three miles to schooh"stt winter 
long, over a lonely road,» through 
thick woods, sometimes wading the 
whole distance through unbroken 
snow, did not seem much to a 
strong, resolute frontier boy. He 
never reached home until after dark;

| on spelling-school evenings he 
i out all alone in the woods until 
o’clock or liter, aa it required 

more than an hour to walk the three 
11m. v
Often ou his way home after dark 

David heard wolves howl and wild
cats scream close to his path. Pion
eer school-boys in the first years of a 
frontier settlement need to be hardy 
and fearless.

Peter Kull was post-master, mer
chant, landlord and justice of the 
peace. The post-office apd the store 
and the hotel and the stage office and 
the justice’s court were all In <-qe 
room of the little log hotel. Peter 
also owned the stage line, one pair 
of horses and a two-seated covered 
wagon, which made a trip of t wen- 
tv-six miles and bark once a week. 
This day it was flv4 hours late 

When the stage horn was finally 
heard, about 9 o’clock in the even
ing, the “spell-down" was promptly- 
dismissed and everybody hurried to 
the^ post-office

""Ègiot come in with its 
r flourish. The horses 

through the breaking 
and halted, thoroughly 

cltml

nCap

was _ (■■fiMI
indeed, her mother's charms were in
tensified and perfected in her, just 
as the natural beauty of a lovely 
landscape ie made still more beau
tiful by the artist’s brush whuh 
touches up the little imperfections 
seemingly overlooked by nature.

The neighbors told me that when 
Lucy was able to go to school it 
vu with great reluctance that the 
old man agreed to let her out of bis 
sight even for a few hours daily. 
He accompanied her to the school 
door every morning, went to meet her 
at noon when she came home for 
lunch and again went to bring her 
home at three o'clock. Indeed, 
was oftentimes seen hanging round 1 
the school all the time from early | 
morning until playtime, and from 
then till the hour for breaking up; i 
keeping guard over the piece which 
held his Tittle darling, the treasure i 
of his heart. She was indeed, in ;
the expressive Irish phrase, bis 
gradh geal mo croidh—"bright love 
of my heart." ,

Of course I was not long in the 
parish without making the acquaint
ance of my interesting neighbors.
Mr. Power, as everybody called him, -bis 
was a fresh-faced man, slightly ,. , w ,
stooped, always very trim and neat he murmured broken words
in drees and appearance even on week dearment to the ears that 
daysi On Sundays he wore a black them not; for doubtless they
suit that seemed ever as bran-new 1 ustening to

irgln?
The old man held her hand to the 

last, in s dazed state of speechless 
agony and bewilderment. She pres
sed it to her lips in a last fond effort 
of filial love and died in the' act. 
When the women round the deathbed 
had raised her little head, I thought 
that her lips were parted in a smile, 
just like that which she used to 
greet me when I met her—the sweet, 
winning smile kf transparent innoc
ence and chilatoh simplicity. Ah, 
maybe it was caused by the warih 
parting kiss of her Guardian Angel 
as he left his earthly charge, his task 

! done, to give back into God’s hand 
a soul pure and spotless as it came 
from Him!

When the bereaved father fully real
ized that his heart’s treasure had left 
him—and the dead lips pressed his 
hand for a long time ere he felt 
their fatal coldness—his grief was 
pitiable In the extreme; aye, all the 
more pitiable for being undemons
trative and silent. He would gaze 
for hours in rapt ecstasv. 
were, on the -fair face of the 
girl, while the tears coursed 

cheeks in streams that 
inexhaustible. And at

The stage d 
usual trot am 
toiled heavily 
crust of mud 
jaded. The 
down, saying:

“Feared the

driver nbed stiffly

horses might drop on 
the road any minute. But the lady 
passenger said S#’d got to come 
through."

Postmaster Kaill grabbed the mail- 
bag and assisted the “lady passen
ger" to alight, the driver bringing 
in her very Small trunk.

;---------------------------------------- i-------

seem

as it 
dead 

down 
would 
times 
of en- 
beard

doubtless they were 
the music of the celee-

a* the' day if left the hands of the 
tailor . On Christmas Day and Easter 
Sunday he donned s brown cloth 
overcoat with velvet collar, that, 
apparently, was absolutely proof 
against the ravages of time.

tlal choirs.
The whole scene reminded me strong

ly of Dickens' description of the death 
of little Nell, and her grandfather’s 
inconsolable grief for her loss—a 
scene said by some to be the most 

He was precise of-speech, but re- ; touching and pathetic thing in litera- 
ticent; although he would always re- ture. The school-children, her play- 
ply, I noticed, to little Lucy’s cues- mates, had placed a chaplet-of lilies 
tions, however trivial they might be; on her head and a bouquet in the 
and he could listen with a pleased dead hands, which were joined as if 
expression to her artless babble, as in prayer. A crucifix rested on her 
if her voice possessed for him the breast. With her closed eyes, and 
charms of sweetest music. And often lips parted in the smile they wore 
I noticed how the stern, sad , lye “ J ‘ ”
of the fond father relaxed into ' a 
smile when he looked with pride and 
joy on the sunny countenance of her 
who hung on his arm; and the 
thought crossed my mind sometimes, 
as I watched them going thus for 
their evening walk—with a whole
hearted absit tamen, needless to 
say—what would become of that 
man should God call home that an
gel-child in the first flush of her 
baptismal innocence to join her little 
brother in the better land? Alas! I 
little thought that this random and 
unwelcome suggestion should ever be 
realized; and toast of all that I my
self should ever say. to that beauti
ful girl, so full of bounding life, the 
hard words, “Depart, Christian foul, 
out of this liter" , But 1 am antici
pating somewhat.

She was in reality a most beau
tiful girl, well grown for her age, 
and having all the appearance of 
feet, buoyant health. She was 
also with intelligence of a high 
order. Her features were almost 
faultlessly perfect and pleasing; eyes 
of cerulean blue, rippling brown hair, 
cheeks mantling with the roees of 
health and vigor. Indeed, whenever 
I saw her I used to think of Burke’s 
glowing eulogium of the charms of 
the Dauphiness, afterward the ill-fat
ed Queen Marie Antoinette: “Never 
lighted on this orb a more delight
ful vision. 1 saw her just above 
the horizon, glittering like the morn
ing star, full of life and splendor and1

and

of per- 
gifted

jOT.
WeTeH, toward the end of my third 

year in the parish an epidemic of
scarlatina of a virulent type broke, 
out in the district, and Lucy amongst 
other school-children contracted it. j 
As might be'expected, her father was 
well nigh districted with grief and , 
anxiety about hit darling, and for .... 
days and nights could with difficult*- I me 
be torn from her bedside For tun- oth 
ately. the attack proved to be a —

when they pressed a last kiss on 
her father’s hand, and the snowy- 
whiteness of the radiantly beautiful 
face, she seemed to me like a tired 
angel that had fallen into a gentle 
slumber; or, to use Dickens’ lan
guage describing the appearance of 
poor little dead Nell: “She seemed 
like a creature fresh from the hand 
of God and waiting for the breath 
of life; not one who had lived 
suffered death.”

It happened that I was changed 
from Killanure some few months 
after little Lucy’s death, but during 

i that time I frequently visited Mat
thias Power’s cottage, and tried by 
every means to console and cheer 
him in his loneliness, but I could 
see that, although grateful for my 
visits, he would not be consoled. His 
was a sorrow whose roots were 
entwined around his heart, and could 
be plucked out without the heart’s 
coming with them.

“Welcome fie the will of God," he 
said. “Aye, welcome a thousand 
times! And God forgive me if I 
am not as resigned as I ought 
to bé under my heavy trials! But 
your reverence, I’ll have a lonely 
road to travel till I join them —a 
lonely, dreary road. And I think 
it will be a short one, too; for 
I feel that my heart is broken."

These were the words be used on 
the occasion of myxfarewell visit to 
him the day before I left the parish. 
He looked broken-hearted, in truth, 
and, verily, yéars older than he did 
a few months ago.

It was fully seven years before I 
saw Matthias Power again. I re
turned to my old home on a visit

slight one. and she rsnidlv recovered. 
However, soon after the scaling pro

to a very particular friend, then 
the curate of the Mountain Parish. 
In the long interval I must con
fess that, although the episode I 
have narrated often recurred to my 

mory, I had in the distraction of 
other interests and the formation of 
new friendships, more or less for-
-otten the old pensioner cam-tog his 

of sorrow along his lonely road.
witnessed so maay

old familiar parlor of the curate’s 
Mountain cottage than the name of 
Njatthias Power came at once to my 
lips, for his house was the first ob
ject I saw.

Next day I met him coming out 
of the church, and it was with diffi
culty 1 recognized him as the Mat
thias Power of seven years ago. 
He was sadly changed; thin, hag
gard, ghostly in appearance, careless 
in dress and weak and shambling in 
gait. He was bent and broken, 
and his hair was snow-white—in fine, 
the merest shadow of his former 
self. 1 accosted him by name, ask
ing him if he did not remember me. 
He shook his head in reply, peering 
at me the While as if trying to catch 
some vague, fleeting associations of 
the past.

"Don’t you remember Father O’Car
roll," I said, "who attended little 
Lucy long ago?”

“Oh, little Lucy," he answered, 
“little Lucy is it? She's up there” 
—pointing heavenword—“waiting for 

[me, with Kate and little Matt; and 
I’m soon going to them, aye, soon, 
please God!”"' «

• His face wore a mild, calm, un
troubled expression, as he said 
these words; and his sunken eyes 
brightened as he shuffled off home
wards, muttering to himself, or per
haps communing with the spirit 
world. Evidently he was nearing 
the end of his lonely road.

Eagerly I inquired about the old 
pensioner, and how he had fared dur
ing all the long years since little Lucy 
left him to plod his lonely way 
alone. His history was soon told, 
and it filled me with sadness He 
still lived in the cottage, cared for 
and tended by the faithful old wo
man who shared his joys and sor
rows and witnessed the wreck of all 

, his hopes. Alas, he needed pitying 
care and sympathy now, for he was 
but a child again. His mind had 
given way under the weight of his 
sorrows, and he was a poor, childish 
imbecile.

| I learned from my friend, Father 
Cummins, that the old man, after 
Lucy’s death, pined away sensibly 
and moped about in an aimless fash
ion, seldom speaking to any one. 
He spent a good portion of each 
day in the graveyard where he erect
ed a beautiful marble monument 
over their grave The impress of 
his knees on the green mound was 
plainly visible; for the" daily visit 
was made with religious regularity 
in all weathers. By degrees this set
tled melancholy and constant com
muning with the dead undermined 
his mental powers, and he became 
childish; alternating his time 
between the churchyard and the 
Mountain chapel, where he attended 
daily Mass and prayed for hours ev
ery day, doubtless for his loved and 
lost ones

“The last leaf," I soliloquized. 
“Verily, theVlsst leaf!!'

“What is that?” said my com
panion, who evidently had not read 
Oliver Wendell Holmes’ beautiful 
poem, “The Last Leaf."

“Listen to this,” I answered, “and 
say if it does not describe him:

“But now he walks the streets,
And he looks at all he meets,

Sad and wan;
And he shakes his feeble hesd,_
That it seems as if he said, a

‘Tbe^ are gone!’.

“The mossy marbles rest 
On the lips that he has prest 

In their '
to

■H

I in the light she 
1 yoeag girl with 
picasiuii manner, 

j “I’m Janet Fingar," she said 
expected that there would he some 
one from Unde Horace Finflar's 

, hue to meet me." l Jhj ‘
“Hasn’t been one of the Fingers 

1 here this fortnight.1 But Dave Sands 
ironies to school every day. He’ll 
be here after the mail in a minute," 
replied Postmaster Kull

lie called his wife and put the girl 
ta her care, white he hurried to die- 

I tribute the mail, which the settlers 
were impatiently awaiting

The girl seemed perplexed, and dis
tressed “Grandma wrote to Uncle 
Hornee that 1 was coming," she 
said. “He must have got the letter 
last week."

“No, he didn’t. No mail came last 
week on account of the freshets "
.“I don't know what to do."
“Best thing you can do is to come 

in and eat supper. It’s waiting 
Dave can tell you all about your 
uncle’s folks, and yoe’ll stay here all 
aight and your uncle can come for 
you to-morrow."

“No; I must go to uncle’s to-night 
The freshets have kept me trnvelTing 
two whole days longer than grandma 
calculated, and it's cost all my mon
ey. I was to have three dollars left 
when I got here, but it’s all gone.
I had to pay the last cent for stage 
fare this morning. So I went with
out dinner and I can't take «upper 
or stay here to-night."

Mrs. Kull put a motherly arm 
about the girl. “Sho, " now, you 
must be "half-famished. Sit right 
down and eat. Your uncle can set
tle it when he comes."

“No," said Janet Fingar, “I won’t 
make any expense for uncle, not a 
cent. I’ve come to help Aunt Har
riet all I,can, and make as little ex
pense as I can."

“Well, then, you’ll take supper 
with me. There won’t be any bill, 
but you’re not going hungry, dear, at 
Kull s. Oh, well, if you really must, 
you can pat- me some day with a pail/ 
of wild berries, or something."

Thus persuaded and urged by a 
healthy appetite, the girl ate heart
ily and expressed grateful thanks.

But she refused to stay aH night 
as soon as she found that David was 
going to walk home, and saw that 
he whs only a boy, little older than 
herself. “Can’t I walk it with you?” 
she asked him.

“Why, of course you can; it’monly 
l three miles. £ut it’s going to be 
dark in the woods, and the wolves 
will howl like eve/vthing ’/

“Will there be any danger, Mrsf 
Kull?”

all the raen-folks brag that 
t any danger to speak of in 

and wildcats, but none of
ever catch me out in the

woods o’ nights. Maybe the ugly 
creatures won't bite, but they make 
noises fit to scare a nervous body 
nigh into spasms. You’d much bet
ter stay here with me."

But Janet was determined, and Da
vid, liking her spirit and glad to 
have company, encouraged her. He 
even borrowed the sled of a school
mate on which to drag her small 
.trunk.

As soon as David and Janet were 
i in the woods they began to hear dis
tant bowlings. But they were walk
ing Xnd talking briskly, and paid fit- 
tie heed. They had gone more than 
a mile when a startling clamor burst 
out directly ahead of them. The 1 

Igirl stopped the sled.
“Oh-h! Was that wolves?’’
“Yes. But don’t be scared. Noise 

doesn’t hurt. There was quite a 
; bunch gathered close to the road for 
! something, and when our lantern-light 
; shone past ’em, they just howjed and 
scooted."

“Well, I hope that’s the last of 
; 'em."
I “ ’Tisn’t, though. When I pass the 
! swamp, a mile ahead, they always 
I get out the band and give me a con
cert.”

! As thev advanced the howling began 
again, at first a solitary voice here 

! an*,there, then others, frequent and 
■ far™ spread. Suddenly a wild cry, 
like the scream of a strong child in 
mortal anguish, rose from the near
est border of the swamp, 

i “What was that?" said Janet, 
rclptching David.
i "Wildcat up a tree. Lots of them 

the swamp They’re the most
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Holy day of obligation.
ithful Departed.

all Saints, Hoiv 
Commemoration of All the Fat 
Of the Octave of All 
8. Charles Borromeo 
Of the Octave of All Saints

Twenty-fourth Sunday After Pentecost.
Vesper Hymn, " Luck Creator Optima."
Of the Octave of All Saints.
Octave of All Saints. ,
Dedication of St John Lateran.
S. Andrew Avelhno.
S. Martin of Tours 
S. Martin I., Pope.

Twenty-fifth Sunday after Pentecost
Patronage of tMc Blessed Virgin Mary. Vesper Hymn, 

*• Ave Mans Stella."
8. Densdedit.Tope.
S. Gertrude.
S. Jusaphat. y
8. Gregory the Wonderworker.
Dedication of the Basilicas of 38. Peter and Paul 
fl. Pontiaaus, Pops

Twenty-sixth Sunday after Pentecost
8. Felix of Valok. Vesper Hymn, “ Are Marie Stella." 
Presentation of the Blessed Virgin Mary.
S. Cecilia.
8. Clement, Pone.
& John of the Cross 
a Catharine.
S. Sylvester.

First Sunday of Advent
Vesper Hymn, " late Confessor." 
a Gregory III., Pope.
8. Gelaeiue !.. Pope.
Fast a Andrew, Apostle.

fell. Instantly the nearest and bold
est leader of the pack dashed at 
her. David whirled half round, 
swung his club with both hands and 

^brought it down across the beast’s 
wins. Then he jerked the girl quick
ly upon her feet. She was unhurt, 
although one sleeve of her strong 
woollen dress was torn nearly off.

Luckily, they wer^at a point where 
began a few sandy acres of pines— 
the only pines in that township. 
All the early roofs were made with 

1 oaken “shakes," or “splits," a yard 
lor more long But Fingar would 
1 have real shingles for his house; so 
• he «felled these pines and split and 
I shaved them into shingles. Then he 
, end Sands, finding a cash demand for 
I pine shingles at Kull's, shaved and 
sold several wagon-loads. This had 
cleared a place, which the lantern 

I light filled like a room. v
I Perhaps other wolve# would hive 
followed in the dash at the girl—some 

1 usually follow if one leads—but the 
open, flooded with light, David’s bold 
front and their hereditary dread of 
man, made them hesitate. And Da
vid did not dare to move for a 
moment, since the slightest mistake 
might precipitate a rush.

For ti>e first time he was afraid. 
But he braced his courage, like a true 
pioneer. And the girl kept hers, de
pending upon him with sustaining

The stricken wj>lf, its back broken 
by David’s heavy- club< so that its 
hind legs dragged, sprawling, pulled 
itself away with its fore legs, a 
snarling fury of spite and fear. Be
fore it could hide in the thicket, 
however, another of the pack seized 
one of its dragging hind legs. Shrieks 
of rage and pain called the rest. 
In a moment It was covered with p 

.furry pile of treacherous comrades, 
j This fearful episode gave David a 
brief respite. He knew that /the 

1 Pack would be frenzied by testing 
1 blood. He must find safety- instkntly. 
i Where the shingles had been shaved 
, was a pile of pine splinters and 
shavings, lying light and loose, part
ly sheltered by a little bark roof

swamp »„t »... fort* «rsttim, if" <rf
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in
dreadful swearers wRh the least real 
fight, in all these woods."

Presently they were past the

I David 
trunk.

since they left the settlement, David 
seemed In a liurrv.

1 "Cone on," he said. “We’ve only 
got about a mile further to go. Van 
you stand it to trot a little wav?"

, “Yes. But why?"
I “I don’t like some of these howls 
behind us. Don't you notice that 
they’re different in sound? Most of 

j 'em arc just each wolf's general ehal- 
i lenge. But some are howling the 
call for a pack to chase game 
Don’t be scared, though They don’t 

( dare actually attack folks, but the 
sooner we get home the sooner we'll 
be out of worry.”

1 They trotted till Janet’s breath 
was spent. Then David halted a mo- 

. ment where his father had once cut 
some handspikes. One, rented as 
too small, was still there, and 
hastiiv tied it'on top of the 
It was at least a formidable club.

Then the hurried on, but at a walk 
for wolves were all about them, just 
out of sight in the dark. The pat
ter of their feet could be distinctly 
heard, occasionally their breathing, 
now and then a threatening snarl. 
Howls further back proved that more 
were comm"

David had been carrying the lan
tern in one hand. Without stop
ping the sled he now tied the lan
tern firmly on top of the trunk 
and carried the coub in his hand.

“ Twouldn’t do to upset the lan
tern and let the light go out," he 
explained. “They might pitch into 
us in the dark. And you be careful 
not to stumble. They might tackle 
any one who is down. But as long 
as we keep on our feet and the light 
burning we’ll be safe. I’d carry a 
gun if 'tweren’t such a nuisance to 
ing it around, and hardly ever any 
use for it. Wish I had it now, 
though. I’d get a wolfskin worth 
a dollar, besides the bounty of two 
dollars and a half."

Janet was dreadfully frightened, 
but she braced her courage by con
templating David’s business-like man
ner and carefully obeyed his direc
tions.

starved gaunt by

the thaw
had cleared them of snow 

I David hurried Janet to this, gath
ered a handful of dry shaving tips and 
started a blaze a yard high. He and 
Janet were brandishing flaming bun
ches of pine splipters before the ra- 

l veiling pack was1 ready to attack.
Of course this settled itJ The pack 

did not attack, but slunk )into the 
dark brush afraid to veiyture out 
into the flame-lighted clearing.

Sitting upon the trunk, safe but 
beleaguered, the pair presently heard 
Sands and Fingar shouting, and 

, hurrying to their rescue with lights 
tod arms. Thereat the pack stole 
instantly away to the swamp.

But Sands shot one belated gray 
rascal, and David tanned the skin 
neatly and gave it to Janet for a 
souvenir And Janet, taking an in- 

I finite deal of counsel from Mrs.
1 Fingar and Mrs. Sands, but jealously 
doing every stitch of the real work 
herself, made a fine wolfskin cap and 
gave it to David. David wore the 
cap a long time, till he and Janet 
were old and married folk. Janet, 
now past eighty years old, still 
keeps it sacred, and shows lit to 
their great-grand-children as her 
choicest relic of pioneer times.—Z. J. 
Bates in The Youth’s Companion.
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1 he present crisis in France relative 
to the relations between Church and 
State synchronises with the centen
ary of the Imperial Coronation of 
Napoleon I. by 'Pope Pius Vtl. It 
was on October 28th, 184)4, that his 
Holiness Pope Pius VII. set out 
from Rome for Paris to perform the 
ceremony of crowning Napoleon, af
ter the ratification of the Concordat. 
In this connection it is of interest 
to mention that, by a decree of Na
poleon, the English and Scotch col
leges in Paris were united to the 
Irish College In that city, and Dr. 
Walsh was appointed Administrator- 
General and Superior. Hence, from

ever nearer 2,804 *° 18u* the Irish, English and L1HFWFN. Scotch students lived together at the
which was visited by 

November. 1M4 
—
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BIOMABDI

Do your own thinking, it is w< 
to listen to the expressed though 
of others, and it is an agreeable pa 
time to give expression to yoi 
thoughts; but when alone, wei) 
what you have said.

v.*n Their Action.—Parntelee 
Vegetable Pills are very mild In the 
j ‘°n They do not cause gripli 
•n the stomach or cause disturban
ce™ as so many pills do 
fore, the ■ -


