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y perseverance the tramp forced >his way 
drifts of snow that separzted him from 
late at night. The smw that had been 

ay had ceased, and the air was biting cold. 
was, and how the cold pierced his body. At 

Zhed his destination, almost exhausted, for he 
d many miles that day in one of the worst 

to the opposite side of the street and paus- 
se of Williaq Bohling, one of the leading 
lage. For a while he stood there in the 
ouse, his house, his home, which he had 

h o w  and in disgrace ten years befoi-e. As he 
glow of the light within, he silently 

ng, M. D., the rising young doctor of the 
fore, had been tried and found guilty 
he had not committed. He had been 

e State Penitentiary, where he began to work 
stence. After the passing of five years, the 
rer confessed to his crime, when on his death- 

Bohling became a free man once mare. But 
itentiary life, with all its hardships, did not 
retain those true characterk3t.h af.rmpright- 
had possessed before he had been 

ever swept over the country. 

it help him to li 
change came over 

h the loss of fiis+aith, wedk and 
Bohling bst alk trace6 of his former 

ower and lower until he had finaliy become 
a weakling. Now, on C~strnas-Eve, he 
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was returning to his home, wretched, and forlorn, unc 
tain of his reception. and hardly daring to hope that 
would be a welcoming one. For many minutes he sto 
there in the cold, ing. Finally, he summoned 
courage enough to timidly upon the door of t 
house that led to a peace and a happiness which he had 
known for years. 

* * * *  
Eiam Bohling and his wife, a 

ns which they had beenmaki 
e together before 

as always, they t 
ur, sadly asking them 

would return. They were h 
cond child, a girl who 
take the place of the 

ut their happiness was far 
it ever be complete, until 

son returned. 

ardently. She was always happy, always playing ab 
the house. To-night, it seemed, she had been happier th 
ever, rejoicing in the happiness that the next day was 
bring. Yes, she was a wonderful child, but she co 
never take the place of that other child, the boy whom th 
had lost, perhaps forever. 

Thus they sat there, thinking silently upon the 
Suddenly a low moan coming from the bed-chamb 
the library reached their ears. With a start, 
jumped from the easy chair in which he had been sitting. 

Mary was a wonderful child, and they both loved he 

“ What was that?” he exclaimed. 
“ It sounds as though it came from Mary’s room,” hi 

“ She can’t be sick, ” said Bohling, “ she was all righ 
wife replied. 
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asked. “Perhaps I may be able to something for her. 
It will take the do&or a longwhile to get here, through this 
snow. ’, 

“ Why, ” asked Bakhg, in .astonishment, “ Who are 
you? ” 

“ My name-well, . !t mention that, but I was 
once a surgeon, sir, and +&%a mre that I haven’t for- 
gotten all that I learwd Wa yaur only chance, sir, and I 

that moment his wife 
of the tramp, and 

ary, for I am sure that he 
m to us in our trouble, 

. He accepted the tramp’$ 
ed; “I’ll show you the girl. ” 

m. The tramp glanced 
ized at once that only 

an operation could . Turning to the 

her life. Have you 
rforming the oper- 

ation? ” 
Bohling did not doubt $he truth of the tramp’s declar- 

ation, but he .s aeed for a moment by its 
suddenness. 

“Quick, time is preciuus, the tramp pleaded, “we 
haven’t a minute to lose! ” 

Bohling came Yo himself. 
“Yes” he said. I h My son wasa surgeon. 

y are all right, I guess, You can use his in& 
th&y haven’t been touched for a long time. ” 
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ank God, ” 
ng soft 
lying. 
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at he spokc 
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’elt Strong 
r a few mil 
Fiving at tl 
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that time I lost my faith, I swore vengeance and I blas. 
phemed God. At last my releasecame and I was free 
once more, but the one on whom I swore vengeance had 
been taken away. I could not bear to come home then: 

home did not promise 

n a cheap saloon in 

ich led me into a 
I was arrested for 

Chicago and from 
where I took up 

but I thought that you at I 

ung man wept bitterly, while 

e tears of gladness which 

They were silent for a few\minutes. 
“ What’s that?” he 
“ The chimes of St. 

beside their son’s b 
him in a fervent p 
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