
The other man shook Kis head. '."■.'.'"
'Sorry for you,' he said. 'If my people were home,

I'dbe only too gladto invite you up to dinner. We man-
age to have a pretty icily time at Christmas. But, there,
Iwant to get a letter off. See you this evening.'" The man at the window stared after him as lie moved
away. Then he turned and lookedat the darkened street,and, as he looked, the scene seemed,to slowly change. Thetall buildings faded away, and in their places arose hillyslopes withclumps of trees and zigzag fences, and a village
of white houses, with the steeple of a church, and- with n
playground along the bank of a brawling creek. Arid ashe.listened he could hear the laugh of the children at play,
and a little later, the bell in the distant steeple rang out
in a most familiar way!

Suddenly he straightened up and. rubbed his eyes.'Asleep and.dreaming,', he muttered,- as he rose. 'Must
go and order niy dinner. Asleep and dreaming. '.

That night George Minturn sat on the edge of hisbed for some time. The little village nestling among the
hills was before him again. This time his thoughts wentback t° a certain old-fashioned house, the. house he hadcalled home so. long ago.

'/"'How familiar it looked! There was the very windowabove the porch— the window of his room— through whichhe had climbed when be ran away that Juiie night solong'ago.
■""'.He wondered now why he had never wanted to gohack. His father had been hard and unsympathetic. Hewas-a-narrow man, with strong prejudices. But there

was -:his.mother. He drew his breath sharply.
,;/ There were few passengers on the.single coach of themorning " train that stopped at Ellsworth. One of thesepassengers was George Minturn. He looked about him'curiously as he. stenoed from the car. A neat little sta-tion had taken the place of the ramshackle building he

remembered so well. How changed everything seemed ashe slowly strolled up the main street.
Presently he reached the venerable Green Tree Inn."A stout man greeted him.
'You're pretty well acquainted here,Ifancy?' George

inquired. y^'y.-'}^:."'-'"" V'>Bbut' as well as; .anybody,Ireckon,' the stout manreplied. .'Igrew up here.', x >

;,....'"'"Then you may know a family by the name of Min-
tu-rii?'" "''- "

"Tain't. much of a family,' the stout man replied." Just Uncle Simeon and Aunt Emily. That's what theneighbors call 'em. They've got a son knockin' 'roundsomewhere, but he ain't likely to turn un.' Pie gave alittle start. ■..*-'.
■ Mebby yon come from him?'

''..; 'MaybeIdo,' replied the stranger.
. ,'<Not dead, is he?'* 'He wasn't whenIsaw him last.''Well, you tell him when you see him again that hisfolks ain't prosperin' as well as he'd like to have 'em

mebby.'
'

. 'Why, what's wrong?'
'Pinched for money— that's the main thing. The

old man's gettin' pretty blind, too.'
"But why should they be pinched for money?''
Old man had a younger In-other who wasn't muchgood, an' he had a son that got into trouble,, and theold man helped him out of it an' helped his family— andit took quite a chunk of money. There's somethin' owin'

on the old home, too., an' Iheard they was nressin' theold man for it.'
'Who knows about this indebtedness?''
JimLuck, up at the FirstNational. He's the cashier

and he knows 'bout pretty much everything.'
George Minturn was detained in the bank for nearly

an hour. There was a telegram to send to his own bankin the city, and there were other details to arrange.'By the way, Mr. Luck,' he said, as he turned toleave, 'can you tell me where Ican get an old suit ofclothes? I'vd an idea thrt I'd like to do a little masquer-
ading.'

Lie cashier stared at him a moment. Then he smiled.- '
Nothing quite so tattered as the prodigal's outfit?' heasked.

The stranger shook his head.'
Not as bad as that,' he answered. '

Something sug-gestive of a wanderer whose appearance might arouse alittle sympathy.'
'.1 have an old hunting suit hanging un in my privateroom here,' said the cashier. 'Perhaps that will do.'
A half-hour,later a shabby man of middle age tapped

l'fditly on the door of. a modest home. A gentle facedold lady looked at,the stranger with a kindly smile."IVWIfI~V spH the phahhv man as he-n-uii'kly pulled,offhis soft hat. 'I'm a little down on my luck and a littleblue, and to-morrow'sChristmas, andIthought maybe you
could let me stay here all night. I've got enough left to

payiypu for it,;butIdon't want to go to;a' hotel— -Ir want
to be somewhere that's more like home.''

Come in,' said the old lady.
An old man was sitting by the window with a book

oii his kness. He looked aroundas the newcomer entered..'Father,' caid the old lady, 'here's a stranger whocays he's homesick and wants to know if we'll let him stayhereto-night and Christmas.' ■-

-
'It's just as you say, Emily,' responded the old man.lie took the seat she pointed out, and did his .bestto interact them. He told of the placeshe had visited, ofhis ocean voyage, of"lire in the mines and on the plains.

The eld lady looked at him beamingly. '
It's like open-ing the door to i.ie great outside world/ she said. 'Weare quite dull here, and dur Christmas would have' beena lonely one. And it's really a double holiday with us.It's our golden wedding anniversary. We were marriedvery young. He was twenty andIwas seventeen.''Madam,' said the stranger, suddenly, 'would it cloudmy welcomeif Itold you I-was a showman— a juggler?'

She looked at him earnestly. Then she turned to theold man,
'He has an honest face,' she said. 'It will make no.difference what his calling is, will it, father?'
'Not at Christmas time,' repeated the eld man in a

tromulous voice.'
Thank you,' said the stranger. 'And now you mustletme stand my share of the Christmas feast. Itold youthat Ihad a little roiret iim_r. left. 1 was, wise eiioufi.i'to save a trifle, so that when the company broke uo Iwasn't stranded with the others.'

'We would rather consider you as our guest,' said theold lady with a gentle dignity. 'We are plain people,
and our means are quite limited, but you are welcomethe best we have.''

You will let me have my way,' said the stranger.'OtherwiseIshould feel like an intruder. Ithink Iknoivwhat will be wanted. Leave that to me. Imust not for-get that Christmas is not only Christmas, hut your goidenwedding day as well.'
The old lady's face brightened. .'Yes,' she said, 'Simeon brought me here fifty yearsago. Here our son was born.'
The stranger arose.
'If Iam to do any Christmas buying I'd- better doit now,' he said in his cheeriest way. 'The afternoon isalmost gone.'

*
I■ -

When he returned he brought with him a heavily^
laden basket, and in one pocket of his overcoat a chamoisskin bag held something that tinkled musically.'

Iknew you'd come back,' said the old lady.
'
Fatherhad his doubts.' ..'"-.■"''

Why, of course,Iintended to come hack,' said the
stranger; 'Iwouldn'tmiss this treat for— for a good deal.'That night George Minturn slept in the room that
was his when he was a boy. Next morning he awokeearly and surprised himself anew by the zeal with whichhe entered into preparations for the feast. He split wood,
he weni for v.e milk, he chopped cabbage, he groundcoffee. And just before the dinner was ready to serve -he
retreated to his room and changed his clothes and came
down looking so trim and neat that the old lady's eyesopened very wide.

'And now,' he cried, 'I want to nrove to you thatmy claim to being a juggler has some foundation. Willyou both kindly leave the room for a moment and let meadd the finishing touches to the table.'
Wonderingly, they left him alone,but it was only a few

moments.'
Quite ready,' he cried. '

Come in.''Now,' he added, 'Ipass my invisible wand above thetable thus to ask tne spirit of this blessed day to descendupon it.'
They bowed their heads as if this were a grace, andthen the old man suddenly started.
'Why, what is this?' he cried in his tremulous voice'It was beneath my plate. Why, they are gold coins!Look, mother!'
'Why not?' cried the stranger. 'I told you Iwasa juggler. It's your golden wedding, remember.'There were gold coins everywhere. Beneath thesaucers, under the cream jug, they glistened and clinkedandrolled.
And the fading eyes of the old man as he stoopedabove this pinning treasure caundit sight of a folded paperbeneath the biggest platter. He drew it forth and heldit close to his eyes.
'Why, mother,' he cried again, 'this is the dischargeof our indebtedness

—
the oldhome is ours again.'The eyes of the gentle old lady turned toward thesmiling stranger, and her.gaze was a troubled one.'

Once more,' he cried, but.now his voice shook a Ititle,'Imove the invisible wand above my head, and, behold!the juggler disappears, and this is your son George comehome again!'-
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