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The Storyteller

FATHER M‘CARTHY'S CHRISTMAS DINNER

No need to tell you, when you have seen the name,
that Father Daniel MacCarthy belonged to ihe nation
that more than any other, perhaps, -has helped to evan-
gelize the earth,

A spare hittle man with a weather-bealon face and o
pair of cicar, weli-opened eyes, the thirty years of his
priesthood had been Spent in going here, there, and
everywhere (which means wherever there was work to do}
at the bidding of Lhe superiors who, humble as his es
timate was of himsell, knew his worth.

At the time this story begins, Father MacCarthy had
been sent to seek out ‘ the lost sheep of the House of
Isracl,” in a long neglected district, and possessing * nor
gpld nor silver, nor money in his pockets, nor scrip for
his journeyings, nor two coats, nor, certainly, a change
of shoes, he had packed up his few possessions in  a
little carpet bag and started off, and settled down in
the village that seemed most central for his purpose.

Father MacCarthy's courtesy had the trick of dis-
arming rudeness. The people, indeed, stared at him as
they whispered to each other he was ‘a priest,’ but
they soon accustomed themselves to his going out and
in amoung them. and learncd to return with semething
like cordiality his gentle ‘ good-day.’

‘There was no hatin in him,” was the verdict of the
Protestant widew with whom he first lodged, and she
made no hones of declaring her regret when he went into
a cottage a hittle higher up the village and made one
end into a chapel and the other into a lLiving-room, and
engaged one of the faithful to come in and * do for hun’
by the day.

Hali-a-doven grown-up Catholies, all of the laboring
class, with the lest will in the world, cannot do much
to support a pastor, and how the priest lived was a
problem that even the village gossips could not solve—
ofter as the question came to be discusgsed. To be
sure, a sack had arrived somehow from somewhere, and
somebody had seen 1l carried into the house, and a
rumor got ahroad that he lived onh—oatmeal porndge
and skim milk.

Ellen Simpson, who ‘ did’ for the Father (and swho
had bheen chosen for her diserction), refused to divulgo
the mystery, und the most that could be got out of her
was this, that there was no doubt ahout 1t, his Rever-
ence ‘enjoved o potato ' ; but however it mwighl be,
Father MacCarthy lived and flourished, and after a
year or two at Lesser DBarton looked no sparer than he
had done on his first arrival.

It was httle Mrs, Druton, the doctor's bride. who
fook it into her head as she unpackhed one  Christmas
hamper after another, <ent to her from her old home, to
wonder whether “ Mr. MacCorthy.” her opposite neighbor
in the long and strapgly street, had a Christmas dimner

“You see, Teddy.,” che said as she brought her hus-
hand from the surgerv to leok ai the good things spread
out on the Mitchen table. * we could never eat all theso,
and people den’t pickle fowls, do they ?°

*Put them into salt, you mean? Well, Thve read
they do something like that with geese m Westphalia,
;])ut chicken or turkey in brine !’ The doctor shook s

ead.

‘ Mother’s turkev and tongue and plum-pudding, and
Aunt Bate's pawr of fowls and ham, and Uncle Jack’s
chickens, and Aunt Ttobina’s fat duckling. Teddy, wo
could set up a poulterer’s shop '’ Maryv Bruton laughed

‘ See what comes of being the first bride in  the
family, madam,” her hushand responded as  he looked
proudly at hie pretty yvoung wife,

"Are brides supposed to have stuch hig appetites 7’
Mary lUfted her eyehrows ¢ Teddy—'

" VWell, madam, what are yvou going ta say now ?’7

* You know Mr MacCarthy ?°*

*No, 1 den't know him I have seen him, if that
will satisfy you’

* Don™, lease
chickens.’

* Me. MacCarthy '

‘T don’t believe he has anvone to send him & Christ-
mas dinner, and e looks good, Teddy,” lowering her
voice, " he makes me think of St Steophen

C8Bt. Stephen ! what neat ?°

Marv Bruton nodded ' ' Full of faith and the HHoly
Ghost '’ that’s sshat he looks hke *

< Curh yvour magrnation,  joung womah
having vou tinn Tapist noxt

*No. T shall never dao that, but that does not pro-
vent me seeing the gond 1n o man hike Mr BdacCarthy
¥You have Lold me what a good man you think he 1s
yourself *

‘Yes, from all
put it. T supros<e.’ the doctor acquiesced
is it as a reward of wvirtue jou are gommg lo
him with a par of fowis ? '

“Toddy, what g tease vou are  DBut please let me
' do them up o paper and Thyvibis <hall run across
with them at dark and pop them n at the door Ie’ld
never guess who sent them '

' most ingenious plan, bhul why  shouldn't  vou
MacCarthy his Christinns

I shonuld lile to send him Uncle Jack's

We'll  be

T hear of him he is good, as yon
“And  prav
prosent

have the credit of giving Mr.
dinmner 7'

Mary shook her head “No, T don't wanli hun  to
know : it would take away hailf the pleasure.’

‘ Your plensure or My MacCarthy’s pleasure 7”7

‘ Oh, Teddy, do be quiet: may I send him Uncls
Jack's chickens 7’

‘I have no voice in the matter.’ Doctor Bruton
shook s head. “If you don’t know your rights, Mrs.
Bruton, it is time I taught them to you. There is such
a thing as the Married Woman’s Property Act. Mark,
tearn, and digest that fact, if you please, madatm. The
chleFl]S—nO longer the property of Uncle Jack—are your
own,

* Teddy, how provoking you are! Dut if they are
mire, I shall give them to Mr. MacCarthy.’

“Which you meant to do from the beginning, madam,
and might have done without disturbing my peaceful
shunbers,”

" Oh. Teddy, were yom asleep ?

“Were you up bali last mighl, madan, may I ask?’

*Oh, Teddy, I shouldn’t have awakened you.' ‘The
little wife was penitent.

‘You are forgiven, and listen ; I think it was a
kind thought {o think of Mr. MacCarthy, and just like
my little woman. ‘They tell me he’s poor, poorer than
his flock, and that i3 saving evervthing.'

‘ Then I'll tell Phyllis to stuff them,’ Mary returned
with such conviction that her husband went off to the
surgery m oa roar of laughter,

*

It was the eve of Christmas Day, and Father Mac-
Carthy—he had been trudging through the slcet and
raim all day hunting out the scattered members of his
fold and exhorting them, even with tears, to celebrate
the birth of Hun Who was born {or them in a stable,
by comung at least to Mass—had at last got home from
his rounds,

Ellen Simpson had gone home to her own cottage,
leaving the key in ihe dool, and as the Father turned
it 1 the lock he stumbled over something lying on the
threshold. So when he had struck a match and lighted
his candle he went back to sco what it micht be, and
found a hrowa-paper parcel neatly tied up and ad-
dressed with eareful hand to

‘ The Reverend
D. ¥MacCarthy,
With best wishes for a happy Christmas.’

Now who could have sent him this ? ‘The
shook his head, as he puzzled over the strange
wiriting while he unknotted the string.

A pair of fowla ! Who could have sent these ? The
Father's memory ran over his flock. Mrs. Tomlinson,
in the Church ILane, had ' poultry,” three hens and a
cock . but they bhad been scraping in her scrap of a
garden when the Father passed it at dark, and these were
chichens, voung, plump, trussed, stuffed. The odor of
Phylhs” stufling rose to the Father’s nostrils.

Providence had, at anv rate, sent them to him and to
do with them what he liked, and—God reward the sender
—hers wag a dinner for Katty Cadman ! Yes, what a
treat, for Kitty ' The Father's eye beamed ; yes, Kitty,
who turned from all that was proffered to her, would
here, surcly, find  somcthing she could eat. And  the
other? Now who shouid have thoe other 2 The Iather
considered JFem Collier of course  Certainly, Jem Coll-
yer o The Tather rubbed his hands together as he thought
nhat the pleasure would be of the recipients, and then
he tonehed with delicate hand the golden plumage of
the heads that Uncle Jack's factotum had left on the
poor plucked chickens *just to show Miss Mary as was
that he badn’t forgotten she thoight a heap of them
Tudian {owls’

Father
hand-

#

Well, Christmas Day came, cold, windy, and wef,
hut, a doctor mnust work, even on Christmas Day, and
I Bruton, affer taking Mary hotne from the parish
church, went off in hus mackintosh to sce one or two of
s patients

An unusual and savory odor greeted him as, after
an unansunered knock, ho opened Kitty Cadman’s door.
Kitly was at least going to have a Christmas dinner,
he noted that with satisfaction. Kitty, her hest fiiiled
mizhicap on her head in bonovr of the day, was =itting
up o bed (a0 feat  she  had not performed for weeks),
while Sara Dacknill, the  friend who shared her room,
~poon i hand and flushed in face, was bending over a
Ituteh oven hoolied te the bars of the Little grate.

Yor the first time in the doctor's acquaintanceship
with Witty, she had no new symptom to proclaim, but
she had—a tale 1o tel! TFather MacCarthy, the priest
himeseli. had brought her a * hen,” a hen, according to
her, ahout as hig as a turkey, and Mrs. Bell, next door,
had lent her her Duteh oven, and Mrs. Potts, at the
Freshound, had given Sara (who had gone up to buy
a pennyvworih) the sizve of an egg of dripping, and Mrs.
Martim, the haker's wife, had sent down a couple of
inee-pies, and Swra and she were going to feed like
Cguerns ' 1Tere’s vour Christmas dinner,” Father Mac-
Carthy had said, ‘and pray for those that sent it to

vou’

But 1t was  himself, no doubt ahout that, Kitty
opmed, and msi ke him ; shy. il he'd a penay to spare
Te'd lease 1t under a book mavhe, or on a corher of the
dicssor 1t was gueer, but ihe taste of a chicken was
msi nhat she had been louging for, and-—here it was!
Anit then Kittv ealled out io her friend to take care
thr “ bud wasn't dryving,’ and Sara, redder than  ever,
had to unhook the oven and give tho “bird’ a good
“tasting ’

Here was news for Maryv, Dr DBruton chuckled to
himsrlf as he walked down the street after bidding the
old woman good-dav,

A« he passed Jem Collver's door the doctor hesita-
Led . he was past help, long past human help, poor suf-

! fering old fellow, but ;. shitling might gladden even his

Hancock’s
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