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Tha *laree” waa all on hiand, for nono
Wagld lease until the wholo of this
The big ditiots wwell wna done,
Poe seriethtine wlpht hinve gone amiss
il presa ae rollors, type or powor
Within thls Lat ploventh hour,
Batwhen ot longoh tho pross wiss wtill
" And Wbairs donig and all wore free
U apike the chifef: * How anany m
Remnalel awhile ntd ult with e
Bt the stove wind storios tell
Olhephordd dnyst  What, allt

Fartiwefth froor out his desk ho ooy
Alot et apudes, eraekiers, ehiess,
' e ) ol ober, oo,
Anil munehing happily ar these
The fimemman, PIosEman, evers one,
£ad down 10 Joln the fonst Lo,
A el was toady 0 relito
Of other Christmas times, whon thoy
Wem yoenger tnr wod anystle fnto
Todd petieled whit thuy wero raday,
And etmekled Jow the stave at nll
And et W glows mpgadnst the wall,

n:humn flrst thoy choss to hoar.
fann was he nnd spare,
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!H.]E:;rt.-r..--r Poor ol Jim | Thwe tvo |

+dust Tike him.,

ST wall panember how at st

Cpe nlght 1 8lyly elipged nposg

Tho guand, and ou o lereylont

1 fotind sy mygred self alloat,

1t tauehed the othier shoure, gl glad
Was' L. No pluce conid be wo had

As big Nuw Yark, Uajeeht. 1,
Or sturicd to, ot stra- L o ol

Andd foll hesdforemost, stunned, and he
Bent down my weaatod form to sw
And kindly spoke.  Then up 1 stood
Anil saw hils Tuoo sod knew "vwis good,

ST thonjeht that he wis mther paor
Thnsolf, but thon T wasn't anr,

For thongh hiaolothes wore old and (eived
He toak s a0 gl s feadel Z
Fur bk aod donghuuts right awar,

And whon 1'd Jook ot Lilm ho'd sy

‘o om, yonu litle wt, and ear

I pruess you've Hvad along the st
Bamo thmo” Abd then, when all wagd o
Anil out wa went, he sabd, *Cone on,
And mnybe I you'll siloaoo koep

Werll fnd o plade far you to 8

nig 't
"

SAT Tkt wo found s door that he

All softly oponod, 1 conld ace

A hoap of papirs oo don

To which be took mee  Qulekls then
He whilspered: " You enn eotne In bero
Onoany olght,  Uhe const 18 clias
Most nlways aftor dark; hut, mbod,
No sbnglo spark of e T

Yon fotehing in, Doodiiwe thoy throw
Tho wasted paper bere.. You know
Out front's the printing shop Goesl night,
My ladl T hope you'll slovp oll elght.*

YADI g0 o left e, Thmugh aobole,
To whiehi nll sllontly 1 stole,

A lightwas stronaning,  From the shop
It pnmo, wid sitting there on top

Of stools 1w tho nwn that st

Tho typo nnd saw the presa thint yet
Had not Logun to wnr’i. anil thero

A man wos seated inow ehale

And writing very fast.  The door

In front waos opencd then, and more
Of comfort did I fiol, for he

Came I to work who'd sheltered me

e papuen there was wari and soft
Ta rost In as L thought, and oft

1 sighed In plensury, 5o 1 fell
Aslovp and devsatial T eouldn't toll
How long T'lay, Lut Onally

The nolso of printing wikensd ne
The pross was roaring, and I knew
The engine’s pulllog, They wear through,
Anid nll deporting after tling,

Full woon, nnd dytog still and fing

I saw upion thiee walls the glow

Cost Ly tho conls still hurning low,

WO, thos: wore nlghts sa ol nond swoet
Campared with those apon the street!
"Pis those 1 am rendndid of

Iy nl thio shadows up above

178 on tho wall tonight.  1'din

What things T conld by day apd slid
Within my Uttle hoome ar dark,

AL st T ugod ta nlghtly nirk

The thne whon all were gine, then glip
Out front and often found o nip

T oat that, ey and thrown nway,
Was lelt of e one's Tuneh thut diy,

e somiotimes [ woull gt the broom
Al mweep nnd clonn the Hetered room
To poy my lodgiog bl When al)

Worn gone ote uight, opon tho wall

I gaw o round and beilllant Dghy

Thnt dldn’s seom exacily eight,

I watehied from ont my snug motrpat
And s the doag that renchind the street
All'softly opened.  Then there came
Two harglars in, wheso desp’rate gnmo
Wine plidn 10 see—It wan to foroe

Andd robs the ofliee safe, of course

SN0 soaner diil 1 kpow thelr plan
Than, slpping out, 1 guielly mn

To hunt for help, T almost bowled

A Mg pallcoman doawn, hut told

Hine all about it Low he blow

His whistle than and summoned two
Thon annthor palr
Camis stddenly, ns 3f the nir

Wore full of thinn, W liust'ning wong
And gainod the epot, aml two wore pent
To enter at tho rear with me

And then In ran the other thive,

“Tho thleves were takon hy surpriss,
Far harmlly conld they wink thelr eyes
Bofore thelr hands wore cufed, and 1
Was taken, too, which mnde nie ery,
Bevause 1 didn't nnderstand

That anly kindnesses wero planned.
Wall, that s about the story's all.

It ook a mintte to install

My bonrilng self na oftice Ly

And fill me more than full of joy
When all the facts were out.  That day
My friemd was misesd Lo exten ay.

“ "Pwns Chrlstmas wook these things bo-
foll,

And so I love tho ssason well

No need to tell you how they let

Mo work nhond amd learn to set

The type, tor how 1 roke until

Fate's chnnces hrought me hor to il

A place nmotig you, T lisve hinad

My times of being gny and sl

The same ns all most have; but, oh,

Thix senson hrings n wondrous fow

Of momorios!  That, there—"twill da.

Lat's haear the pressman's story through. "

: A moment all were sllont when

T'ho tale was done, and 15 the beart
OF all was tenderness, anil then
This prosstiinn gave o saddon start,
A §F he thought his yarn would sound
Much better 1 'tweern swiftly ground
Out by tho blg minchine, A round,
Contesitad Tooking mnn was he,
Who always seormed to like to poand
His flet upon bis Beshy knos
And Taugh aloud If bot o joke
Ite head from out (e shell would powe

O My tale,"" mdd b, *is tamme, 170 sE
Before begloning—just tlie way

1 tiade oy mothee smlle whion sbe
Had nibarly lost ber falth In me

Pour mothier] She—hal ha! ho! bl
Onice thotight 1 really ought 1o go

T congress satne fine duy. O, dear
1t's funny, really—mie—bus, hess

I'ee slipped o pulley.  Well, i8's troe
That we wate joor, aud wlil o do
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I couldn’t quito decldo apot,
But folt tnelineid towand—having fun

“One day 1 rond an wl’ that wold

Of nll the allver and the pold

A boy eould mnke If he 11l ot

Thele printing
Pot’—

Self Inking, standand, Imon, steel,

Complote!  Saperh! Tt made o foel

Liko Jumpling ton feot high, 1 mad

Tha o to pleces, and {o bl

I took the pleturod tlilog nt nighe,

And then I strove with all my might

To got the necded cash to YWy

The thing—throe dollars—rathor hight

YOM bottles, sacke or anything
Thiat I could rastle up Lo Lring
I'ho necossary sum Lsoll,

And mother soon began to sl
About my 'silly schigmiod”
When all her patienoe long lind

I tind the thres snd gent 1o haste

To gob the ‘Pet.’ 1 foarod the waste
Of thme might fatal bo aod thonght
That all tho presses nidght ls tanght
Baforw tuy onler came; Lut, say,
That advertisement rund todag.

“1¢ cames, of conre, all rleht, and 1
Wiis 1lving sotmewhboro 1 the sky.

1 studied well 1ts ovory part,

And soon I Bad 16 all by beart.

But, oh, the tmpatient ool the pained,
Tho pitying, glances mother mined
Whet I it merits glih desennited,

And ‘platten,” ‘lever,” ‘raller,” chanted,
Bt all the same I bounded I,
Determined that 'd mase it win

H0Oh, what n trall of Ink and gronse
1 left nbout the place; but pesce
Was In tiy hesrt——thut b, unedl

1 tried my Tewel best to 1111

An ordor.  For almut aweek,

I think, I hardly dared (o sk

Of printing. But thore como n dny
At Jast whon 1 had learnsad thoe way
To grapplo with the thinge aud lad
A Tot of type, old, good nd Lad
Andl started o, to my dalight,

To print a papor.  Twnan sght!

“0h, youthful papers it gpot
The hopes that Tutileata the el
Counld all of yon tog I
Within n potter & feld, 'I . et
o
I ']
Wonld pilno be rsting
1t miakow me laugh todar, alt
It cost e 1hets @ jang to ol
1 lind 10 editortal mind

But aut of that 1 wan s friond
Full glad to Kintd asslstano

Ha saw my—i
Ho got e (o whis 1
The chings for wi

Conoerning prossa.  The
Was Just foo o Oy il )
That alv ¥ i fietd

T'think of & iy path A
Wia muile o Iy

Was takin (r
As thin] nas
And washad thor
“Hol ol you to't mlk y rmille
'm thinkls
1 gatveed Delare
I'd &' pddvan

But

]
| I old to m
| Hor st}

| Put w hr..;| 1
She nearly

1'd trnsuped the B
A heap of thlug tha

1

“ME

prsss — ‘twnz ealled the

Hacas

And handed her bosldes o pdis
OFf will carned mnney,  Thott ths salle
Arul Kles shio gave o and the wny

Hha nkkisd forgiveonces for the doy

Hho'd senffod at pressos—well] 'twas good
As if for congress 1 hu stoond
Andwon, Thank God, shae's with u
And still we traesure up the ' Pol, '
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Bramd grring woro on the fuecs 1o
Alwut the stove.  Not anme but Kow
The presatan’s mally modest alre
Concernbog all that T could di,
And what snoeess Lo'd rasde, npd Bow
He'ddl phinre hig overy ot Jlut now
They turped sroum) to bear the tals
The old reporter had to tell,
Fer well thoy Kuew 18 sould not fall
OFf Intergst.  Awhils ho fell
Toomusing vro ho spoko and thon
Atldressed the all expectant moen

“The fiest that I rememnbvr 1 |
Wits sent uiprann the st
Ty ekl pisspast, ™ Lie |
S Unli%o our forman frl
Away trom Dlg New Yor
1 o Besnnoe T (ol afmid
To Jeave the plaoe or didn't know
f Wharo else on carth that 1 econld ga
I T ad n brother then,  Poor 1ad)

s wenzoned form won plechod and sod,
. Al rare it wos for Lt to s
Deyond our street of poverty

“rhe thome' fromn which T dally wnt—
A Dbseremt 1n o bethenic

Wni not 5o hapyr,
As some that slnee thut ol
Ard she—my futher's sooom] wif—
When he svas gone, made ety ille

Not wonderfully dinr aml bright

1 know when §'d eetieen at nilght

With pockets 511 but ompty she

Wouldl say some forenful things to me
With elther hand; but, hless your soal,
I mistn 't weavo a talo of dile

Yt then At's handly ks thon fulr

T say my brother died.  ‘Fho atre

And food wore nane ton g, Fou know,
And poay be b v glad g |
You'd think 18 smight lave wsant ane loss
To ford, bk groatir was tho piress

Of lnbor put on me, for ten

The wortan sald she'd Jost him whih

Ho'd soon haye leen of use, anid |

Would have to earn his hare. A dgh |
Traed oft ceenpe me then, but day

thahw nanon g

Wasl dawning In another way.

" You soe, the gerambile mmds s alpong
And notive. AL ko sumier Tong,
And port of winter, ton, thy foot

And logs wern Dore na on the
I mn mtid seampersd o o
The 'extry evenin papers” W
My oalves gob vory plismp weld
And tost dellghitfully worn
While on my suey fnoe the ghe
Of henlth mnde quilte soplmsing alow
You pe, 1 don't eoneral today

That ones 1 hald a comely way.

AR vt at
Upon pw, seying
And plituresgte
Me aliyiy

bt ...5-;'-r aitbied
woas Lirosehed

We ot nlogg e site, and he

Was oftem very Kiml b me,

Al tiay e Hadd T 4lien bonn cloan

Ho retlly inbgehit waim Ur nVE Aetn
48 last o thoonght

Thio artist mons
Ax fall amo oncanid passod and low
Hung wi
Camie h
Mg cold nmd
Wiks Hvely, th
Whnt erowds we

Of long years sloco hns dihae

Of danger's way,
|

[

My NEkoness woll onough was oanghs
Ayl mo wo'd Pest g
It conddn's always bist, bt do
Wiento'or Ewould 1 rodt the loss
{ When T no mom coulid step across
| The threshold of his studio
And wateh hils fine eroatlons grow.

1 knew

T papers back T went, nor saw
Tho doys grow raw

elouds,  Docemibet's show
Too st thist year nd mole
blue,  Hur Christmas towde
1, Al VoL ean guioss
tho strowte.  F blodd
That thime for dolng more for ma
Than bullday festivity

Tery
sk

The day
Fore Chirlstanes ‘twas, aud this the way:

‘Upon a cornor whore tho crowd

Was stirging thick T ealled aloud
!

My ‘lnat edltbon’ Sk
Around the varper, rir

Of reins or driver, came o palr
Of tearing horses, atild the alr

Was full of serenms, and from the steool,
In wildost panie of rotreat,

The thiclug pasple rodll, nor eared

A singlo ono how otlives farsd

If only thoy wers safely ont

A Towrfal shout

“Rang lond above the servams, for thite

Aty eblldd, as soft and falr

As down, Lol fullon, and shio bay,

Al helpleas, falrly in tho way

The felghit bliod horsos el to go,
Aty w o cviey straigeling throy
tirew wilder sought tn vatn, alack,

T make the feightets] erowd Keop Inek
That he 1uleht save the Nede chilih
But whilo he rageod in occents wild

L stintohed hos (ot nmd fls the brush
OF horse bt e (ol rosl.

HiThis but an Instant handly took,

| And thon, with flushed and frightened

Tk,
The eoggar erowil aroumd e olosed
Wit pienlais, w miny Do sigipossd.

Pt soon there camo qulek rushing through

The throng & man, and just 68 trig
As i ullve Lt proved (o ba

My nrtist feierd. T8 ebild was sho
T hield, and, ab, bow pale bk faoo
Unth) be Ditggend b mafe]  ‘Thie place
Wo lofe e onee, for T hud won

Tis beart, with just so lttle dona

ST me'er forgor Lo seone nor plaos,
The Jook npadi the Inthor's face,

While tears wolled from bis oyes  *Tloss
Yomr, bow,® bosall L ne'er ropay
You half for whnt you'se dotio todisy,
13ut nw o pirood of gratitade

11 glee yon elothes nod moom and food
That Fou may love n
sk usetul w Phus luck
» yimpctod Hko the Hght
“Uhiat follows dally tho dark night

Wall,

ST v to olos Ty story.
Thoww's Httlo lett of it to tell
1wttt sedinol and studbad, too,

Anil T took oo meaning now,

Uine day the ehianoe came that 1 sought
Whott | v fiveesd, ne 1 thoughe,

Whie mrblst got ve o The Novew,

And thero L hal o chaneo Lo s

Ay bogheod] tedlidng, nnd st last

My Jot welth sorihbling men wns cust,
Anid Chrlstoons koop 1l the e

Thie old peporter wihitfully
Lonked ont upon tho night.
As I s molline exes pould see
The post agenin, ns lF he drenmied
Of boyhood daye  The men sround
Tho wtoee wer atill.  Not any sotind
They mads, nor for s moment spoke,
Tut not far long this silont momd

Coutiaond, fora Taerry Joke

Tl prrossmint ersteked st Inst anid wooed

e, with pluck,

It yoomnod

Tl I in admirstion stood
Ausesd ot M) ber hardiuiod,

For with mo dhae hud rleon, bos,

And sald, “1I'll goaloag with you,
Heoaniae the routo 1 ought to know

In cake of noecldont,’ and so

She folloseal wie; but, bless yon, she
Camo howe o Hitle woarlly,

It cano nlong to Christinos weak,
But none of us would scaroly spenk
A wond of 16, for wo waro poor,

Ad poar cottld ba, and rarely sure
Of baro nocossiolon. 1 guoes

I caught o cold—as if dlsuress

| Wero ot encugh—but o 1 went

With working, silently intant
| Ou keoplug wp.  Thut Clhirfstmns ove
| 1 tely determination lonve,
For woak and stek T fell In bod,
A littdo *of* within my hoad.

“0h, such astorm nroso Lhat night!
With wind and smow, n sorey plight
The streets woro (n. The deifte wors Ligh
And piting higher, and the =ky

Was florce with specks s flna ns wheat
And sharp as loo and nearly flect

A bullots as thuy drove before

T wind. Benoath our mttling doore
The ssarching bits came drifting tn,
And all our elothies wers far too thiln
To koeps ths cold without or keep

Us warnt etough to let us slovp.

STt sy plucky slator Kate
Nuoxt niorn rosolvid ot any rato

To take my paper route slono

In atr that ehilled one to tho bone,
But this sho beavoly minded nanght,
And aut tuto the morning, fruaght
With bllzzard toreors, biavely sotb,
Nor minded what waas to ba mek

Lot him who will tey to dorlde

Tha pluck, the cournge, bona flile,
Of wornen, Dut in onso of need
Where mon would fall thisy oft sucosel

L She strogglad on untdl ab length

Heor glellah form Tost all 108 sbrongth—
Although ‘vwould conguer storper mofd—
And, paliled by the bitter oold,

Into the snow she prostrate sank,

With senree o monn, her mind o hlank,
Whitls feam her frook went saurrying
The papers  [fut this was the thing
Thnt suved lier 1ifo, for ot tho foek

Of omo then batiling up the stroet

A rended whoot wis spraad, nnd he
Ot then apon hor suddenly.

AR, 1ot the wlitor 1k was,

And not at homa abod Tecanse
Ho'd gone to try toonteh min at
The afles, just to tell 1o that

I'd béttar not attempt to go

Upon tho route until tho snow

Amd stormn abated,  Fiut he'd fonnd
Tho papers gone and tarned aroand
For home ngaln when aceliont
Threw resone in hils way,  To bont
Down over 1ttle Kate, and thon
Hao was the most sirprised of men

' Near by ho lived. Oh, fortunato

The alroumstance, for nearly fate

Hudl endidd nll with Kate.  Bul san

He had her hovsad, nnd from the swoon
Of eutting wind and chilling suow

Kind hands soon tranght tho ruddy glow
Of coursing blood In cheek nnd voln,
And soon nhe wos horsolf agning

Right gratofal for the timely ald

And for tho new found fricnds she'a made.
How oftan in fe's erooked cours

Halp comes from unoxpocted sonren!

“To them It was a Joy to ihink

They'd matehed her from the very brink
Of death, and, o, the things thaey did
For all of us antll, smld

Now forta wo woro placed.  The day

The langhter bask, then sal), P
T livar tho editorial share,

ool fricnds, " then sald the edipar,
“Wo cannot wtay much louger, for
The bour Is Inte  But, Inoking out
Upun the suow Lhat flos about
Tanight, I thonght of Jomg ago,
When such o storm of wind and gnow
Aw thits was un one nlght and hom
Within this eity. Wull, T fenr

The talo’s nob now of how I jrew

Up hore and workied iy progries through

The offles LI T enne to holl
My presont plooy, whon I'wos old

wo of gouy 1 think, Fas heard
Th ptor ong, for not & Word

Of it I'vo tald for yoare “Twas fall
Wa damie to town, miy father tall—
A enrpanter—and shstor Kate

And L But soin the hand of fue
Ulptiny via Loayily wis Latd,

Far nt Ll work my fathor made

A falm stop om o soaflold high

And had & fall.  We thonght he'd dia
It kopit him lang from work, aud wo
Wern plunged Lo suddon poverty,

f feel ngaln the fearful drond

Wao felt with winter cotno, for lrmd
Nor moat nor fire wi ad. At Laat,
Whion hops, 1t ssorned, wan tioarly past,
This oftlen took me {0 nodd mnde

Mg enrrivr, and then, semynd

Io marfa and mittens, ‘galnst the cold,
My life took an s sterner mold,

Nor did the wind or sboww appall,

| Fot prammpt [ seresd my papers all.

The pay. though very suiall bndosd,
Supplied var home with many s teed

b, bltter cold those mornihgs weral
Amd mighty Land It was o etle,

Long, oty bafore tho morning lght,
From besl, the frost alr wo Nght,
Hatding lenonth o strogsling lomd

L Of papeers dropipd aloog thin posd.

‘Tons thua [ servet my dally route,

Bproading the stresin of Knowimdge mtte

Mepurning ehovr and ' losd for thoughs

Oh, what s elisnge ol thie luw wrought!

The press of forty yonre nge,
Campare {8 with the jujers bow,
A boaikd g ok the poars now fad
Who can but burn $o lnok shesl?

VN, what posssssed 1y sister Knto
¥ knoow nody hut |k may be fate

That efip, hirdgehy, avtive, elusrful, sinnrs,
| Oops tiornulng gave pis guite s itarg

Was marvolously sweet nnd gay,
A Christmas worth the hinving, though
A fallow waa too 11 to know

uito all the ol 1t Yo

el thnt was not quite sll, for, hles
Their hourta, they novor lot us so
Agnin tho ghonts of paverty,

I Tyrna lang o, yet over will

The carrior a corner 111

Within my hoart.  Today, of ovurse,
Our Ind's provided with a hors,
Hut doubtioss he Is poor, and you
And 1 tanlght oan somothing do
To maks bis Christman hielght  Upon
Tho papers hure Jet ovory ohe

Leave what he ean.  The 1itdle lad
Dosereon 18, and “twlll make us

Todo it Than wi'll wrlta for him,
*A merry Ohristnua, Httle Tim | *

'n-z all arose, and willlngly
They smptied pockets till a pile

O manay, ying looss aud feon,

Was thera, amd guch o happy smils
Wae on tho face of vach, and then

Out fled the Mg, sult hoarted mon
And loft the place In darknms-no,
Not guite in darkness, for the aals
L , il the alisorful glow
Yot played, an If th whiolecme soole
Hal loft withier tho place » ray

Of Yorve to greet tho Cheletrune day.
PHILIF VERRILL MIGHELS




