
14 St. Dunstan’s 

GODS CHRISTMAS GIFT 

Doctor McLeod wearily pushing the papers from him 
leaned back in his office chair and gave himself up to thought. 
He was an attractive, well proportioned manof medium 
height, whose dark hair was slightly tinged with grey. The 
joyous shouts of happy children playing outside his window 
brought back to him memories-unpleasant memories. 
There was a time when he had a child, a little boy, with soft 
brown curls, on whom he lavished all the care and attention 
that an affectionate father could bestow. But Frank had 
grown up, and-well, he meant nothing to his father now. 

Long ago, when Frank had come back from Italy, 
where he had been studying art, his father promised him 
a home with him: 

Marry some good, industrious girl,” he had said “and 
stay here and live with your old father.” 

A few years later, at  the house of a friend, Frank met 
Edna Wills, a beautiful young lady,-at least she was so to 
him for he found himself deeply attracted by her. Ac- 

* quaintance strengthened his affection, until one day he 
asked her to be his wife. 

Do you-can you really love me?” he asked. 
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“I should be untruthful if I said that I did not love 
you,” said the girl simply. 

“Then will you be my wife? We can have a home in 
comfort and ease with my father, and I shall try to make 
you happy.” 

She was poor 
herself, and found it  hard sometimes to get along; besides, 
she really did love Frank. Her unsteady gaze suddenly 
fell upon the village church spire, pointing its long finger 
towards Heaven, and she stood erect, her lips set firm. 
Frank thought that he had never seen her so beautiful 
before. 

This was a trying moment for Edna. 
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~ “No,” she said. “You are not a Catholic.’ 
“I am not really anything,” he said, half in fun. “My 

father is a firm protestant, and I try to please him.” 
“I cannot marry you,” she said with a sigh, and turned 

“Is there no hope, Edna”? 
“Frank,” she answered, “if at  some time you become 

atholic,-not for my sake, remember, but because you 
in it the way of truth and right, I will gladly become 
r wife, whether you are rich or poor. Until then I shall 
r marry anyone else.” 
The time came, however, when Frank and Edna were 

Frank 
discovered peace in religion, but he had incurred the 

th of his father in so doing, and he was now left with but 
a small annuity bequeathed him by his mother, in addition 
to’ his own doubtful wages. . . . . . . . 

eave him; but he followed pleading. 
he said. 

married by the white-haired priest of the village. 

The Doctor woke from his reverie with a start. Why 
should he think of his reprobate son, when he meant nothing 
to him? Even his death three years ago did not seem to 
make any impression on his offended parent. Now no- 
body even mentioned Frank before his father. 

The calendar on the wall showed that it was the month 
of December. 

“This is the twenty-second,’’ the Doctor muttered, 
a t  his watch. “I think I’ll go down to the town, 
e a look at that silver carving that MacDonald 
was at the pawn shop. He says it is a beauty, and 
not like the Judge to get there before I do, as he 

Judge was a great friend of the Doctor’s and they 
exchanged gifts every Christmas. So McLeod, 

of this carving, desired to secure it as a gift for the 
ho was fond of antiques. 



and coat, and made his way tr, the 
id the cold, Crisp air, and soon ar- 

rived at the shop. ’ 

The dealer brought forward at  his request an exquisite- 
ly carved crucifix, and passed it to him for inspeetion. 

“That’s a piece of genuine fifteenth century work;” 
he said. “One of the fiilest pieces I ’ve ever seen. Nothing 
of the sort msde now-a-days. The poor woman who brbught 
it here was tlearly broken-hearted at  parting with it-nice 
isn’t it”? 

The Doctor bought it, jubilant at his good fortune, and 
whefi he left the shop a few niinutes later he held the prec- 
ious gift ili his hand. 

He walked hurriedly from the door, and stepped from 
the sidewalk to the pavement. As he did so an automobile 
suddenly turned the corner. The Doetor endeavored to 
escape, but in vain. He was borne down beneath the car. 
He opened his eyes a few days later, and, for the first time 
since the accident, felt well enough to look about him. He 
was in a small, but poorly furnished room; although many 
things were old and threadbare, yet all was scrupulously 
clean and neat, showing the work of busy hands. One of 
the first objects that met his eye wits the carved crucifix, 
which stood on a shelf near the foot of his bed. 

He frowned, and said half aloud: 
“That is not the place fop that. 

“Oh yes,” replied a small voice beside him.” 
“That’s where mother always kept it, v\rheri this was oar 
parlor, but she had to sell it because I was sick, although 
she. hated to part with it, for it belonged to daddy, We 
didn’t b v e  enough modey. I am so glad you brought it 
back, Mother sa?d you just happened to have it. Didn’t 
you really mean it for a gift?” 

It will get all Qver 
dU3ta” 
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The child jumped up and pranced around the floor 

sick man glanced at the sweet, round face of the 
e large hazel eyes, and the mop of brown curls. 

such a face before? Memory came back 
This was the image of Lis own child, like a stab. 

doing here?” asked the Doctor. 
child, stopping suddenly. “Mother told 

I must go and tell her 

irivalid; then, after a pause, “What is 

here until you wake up. 

i. sighed. He was being shelte+ed ;R &e hbme 

r me,” he thought. “I must get 

and Doctor Lahrne entered, 

horn he had disowned. 

invalid bowed slightly to Mrs. Mcleod, and turning - 

Doetof consent&, and Mi%. McLeod withdrew. 
&w did I cbme to be in this houke?” thesick man ask&d. 
u w e e  W c k &  do* by aii But& just a ~ % %  E& 



18: St, Dunstan’s 

street, and Mrs. McLeod, who was passing at the time, in- 
sisted that you be brought to her house, as it seemed too 
dangerous to take you to the hospital.” 

“How soon can I get out of here?” asked McLeod im- 
patiently . 

“What?” said the Doctor. “Anxious to leave already? 
Well, I should say it will be a week or more before you can be 
moved with safety. You are now in the best of hands, as 
Mrs. McLeod is a most skilful nurse, and I have the utmost 
confidence in her even for the most critical cases.” 

Nonsense,” said the sick Doctor, “I can take care of 
myself if I leave.” 

“But it happens that you are under my orders, and you 
must stay.” 

So it was settled that he should stay a while longer. It 
was with a secret feeling of content that the Doctor resigned 
himself to the care of his son’s wife. As he watched her glid- 
ing about the room, skilfully arranging everything, his feel- 
ings of dislike soon gave way to admipation, and he longed 
to tell her who he was, and to ask her for forgiveness. 

The crucifix by his own special order still stood on the 
shelf. He soon became so accustomed to it that he began to 
look upon it rather as a dear friend than a piece of valuable 
art. The silent lesson that it teaches sank deep into his soul, 
and he marvelled at the great love of the God who sacrificed 
so much for sinners. 

Then there came a day when the air was filled with the 
merry ringing of bells, and the Doctor was told that it was 
New Year’s. He was to sit up for the first time that day. 
The feelings of new-born happiness took a strange hold on him. 
When the nurse had adjusted his pillows and placed his letters 
and papers near him so that he might read them with com- 
fort, his eyes followed her lovingly. As she was about to 
leave the room, he called her back to his bedside. 
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hen with eyes bright with tears he told her all the his- 
He told her that he had 

ted the deed long ago, but had been too proud 
of his anger towards his son. 

an you ever forgive me?” he asked, finally. 
rgive you? Why, if there is anything to forgive it 

tten long ago,” and she looked past the bed to the 
crucifix on the shelf. 
little Frank nestled in his grandfather’s arms some 

at I could not part with it; but I am going to take 
your mother with me, too, and we all will have-a 

h, goody? goody?” exclaim9d the child. “I must 
thank Our Lady. How glad I am.” 

soon as the Doctor was slsfficiently recovered, the 
ved to his own house which his daughter-h-law soon 

nd cheery. I t  was not long before the Doctor‘s 
ingled with the child’s brown curls, as they bow- 

er before the shrine of “Our Lady.” 
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