By CAROLYN GRANT
IT WAS late when old Dan left the
laundry where he worked, and
snow fell in great flakes from the
dark sky. He stopped for a moment
along the sireet, unmindful of the
eager passersby and their thought-
less jostling against him in their
haste on t last night before
tie lifted his face so
t tlakes fell against his
in cold little
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gie loved best.
Christmas had come again. But
for him there'd be no Christmas—

He stopped In front of Carter’s
store, but minutes passed before
he realized that he'd stopped
there.

not any more. There'd be only
memories of other Christmases ed-
dying about him as the swirling
snow, and the plans he and Mag-
gie'd made for this Christmas even
before they'd carried out the last
would pass without realization, now
thap Maggie wasn't here to help him
carry them through.

He stopped in front of Carter’s
store, but minutes passed before he
realized that he'd stopped there
and was staring without actually
seeing the array of Christmas toys
behind the big plate glass window.
His mind was going back. He was
seeing again the glow in Maggie's
face as each Christmas they'd shop
together for others.

Last year it had been the widow
Benson and her six little Bensons,
who would have been forgotten by
Santa it they hadn't bought them
gifts. Long ago they'd begun the
ritual. They had no children of
their own. But Maggie'd said, ‘‘We'll
.pretend that the children about us
are ours.’” And her whole life had
been one of giving at Christmas.

This year they'd planned for the
0O'Shays. They lived in a little house
down back of the old depot. “Little
Billy's just four and he's never had
a wagon, Dan,” Maggie'd sald,
planning even as they trudged
through the snow with thelr gayly
wrapped gifts for the Bensons. *‘And
ilittle Jeep has never had a doll that
can talk and go to sleep."

Christmas he’d thought, when he

give -her something really nice.
Sofmething she can wear and enjoy.
Something expensive.
practical to fit our Christmas budg-
et, because by then I'll be making
more.
by next Christmas.

could have been less callous in the
direction to which it had turned the
tide. It was even worse this Christ-

he, a big hulk of a man, staying
home.

come the heart condition with pro-
longed rest.

He'd been standing near the living

T WAS enough to put a fellow in
a morbid state of mind. Last

|

gave Sally the inexpensive little
china dinner set, next Christmas I'll

It'll not be
The tide was bound to turn

Well, it had turned all right. Fate

mas than it was last. At least Sally

Bill looked up from his over-

coat collar. “Hey, be careful!”

he shouted.

wasn’t out making the llving and
The doctor had said he’d over-

People were talking. Bill knew.
room door the other day when he'd
heard Kate Tyler, their neighbor,
talking to Sally in the kitchen,
“Well, it just looks a shame that
you, such a frail little thing, must
work. Bill looks the picture of
health, He weighs something near
one hundred eighty pounds, doesn’t
he, Sally?”” Kate said, and Bill had
visloned with burning resentment
her sharp, In-everybody’s-business
nose twitch with inquisitiveness.
Bill visioned too, Sally's pretty
proud head lift when her voice had
come in quick sensitive rebellion, “I
belleve it’s my affalr about work-
ing. I really don't need to work.
We have plenty saved yp to take us
through until Bill is able to go back
on his job. ‘I'm working because I
want to.”

He'd felt like & Jad. There wasn't
another guy in the whole universe
had a wife like Sally, who through
her loyalty would even tell a false-
hood. Sally didn’t deserve the hard-
ship he was giving her. And now
with Christmas upon them and no
money of his own, unless he sold his
best suit to the re-sale shop down
the street, he felt it would be even
better for his old heart to quit tick-
ing than to face it and have Sally
say, '‘Oh, you didn't need to give
anything, Bill. All I want is you!
We'll have a real Christmas when
you get well.”

Bill put on his overcoat, hat and
galoshes. It was about time to meet
Sally coming home from work.
Cold rain interspersed the snow
and already the highway in front
of their place was getting coated
with ice. Cars moved along ecau-
tiously.

Their neighbor’s boy, Pike, eleven,
sliid by him on a sled. ‘‘Whee-e-e.
watch me, Mister Billl"”.

Bill looked up from his overcoat
collar. “‘Hey, be carefull” he shout-
ed and went into action with a leap
when he saw the sled carrying the
boy from the sidewalk into the di-
rection of an approaching car up the
highway.
It all happened in a flash. If Bill
hadn’t been gigantlc in size, muscu-
lar and agile with youth, he couldn't

Dan shifted his feet, standing
there in front of Carter’'s, and snow
gathered along the stoop of his
shoulders. Somewhere among Mag-
gie's belongings was a list of the
things she'd planned to buy the
O'Shays. He remembered it. Each
item came clear to him suddenly
as the ringing of a bell, and it was
as it Maggie stood by him then,
warm and She touched his
arm and together they went into
the store with its crowd of excited
late shoppers

A clerk came up to Dan. “‘Some-
thing, sir?’’ Dan's eyes were fllmed,
but they were watery from age and
being out in the cold wind, the clerk
thought.

"yes,'” Dan sald. “I have a long
1ist of things to buy.”

Maggle smiled, he knew he saw
her smile, and she got to talking
like she used to talk when they went
out together to buy gifts on Christ-
mas Eve.

“We're like a house, Dan,” she
sald. “We can close the doors and
windows and others can't tell what
we have locked inside, We live to
bring happiness to others and for
the good that we can do."”

Dan looked up above packages
piled high in his arms and smiled.
He said to the clerk, “Merry Christ-
mas, and now we'll be on our way."

The clerk looked strange, Old
people, he thought, were queer, and
he called after Dan, ‘‘Merry Christ-
mas to you, too, sirl Merry Christ-

alive.

have saved the boy. ‘‘Man, Pike,”
he panted, standing over him on the
sidewalk, ‘“don't. play along the
street!”

“Aw, T could’'ve made it, Mister
Bill,”” Pike said, and dashed back
up the street with his sled.

A large man emerged hurriedly
from the big car on the slde of the
pavement and came up to Bill.

“Thanks, fellow! Say,’’ he saild,
mopping his forehead, ‘‘that was a

close calll You certainly used your
head.”

T snatched him in time,” Bill
sald.

The man pulled out his wallet.
«Here,” he said, holding a crisp bill
toward Bill. “‘Take this, fellow."

«But I don't want money for what
1 did,” Bill protested, starting to
back away.

The man' pushed the money into
Bill's hand. “I'd pay a thousand or
more to escape what might have
happened just now. Think what
Christmas would have been for me
it it had happened, to say nothi
of the kid's parents. Thanks again,
tellow—and Merry Christmas!"

He was gone before Bill could do
anything.

Bill looked down at the money in
his hand. Well, it he felt that way
about it. But one hundred dol-
lars. . . .

He looked up then and saw Sally
trudging toward him through the
snow and a happy, secretive smile
curved his lips suddenly. He slipped
the money into his billfold and went
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By JESSIE WEST
MY looked out at the bright day
and was about to decide it was
the lovejiest New Year's Eve she’d
seen in years when she saw Clara-
belle Carter crossing the street;
and then she thought the day wasn't
lovely at all.
She could hear Clarabelle talking
to Mille as she had that day in the
store when she'd been standing be-
hind shelves lined with groceries
deliberately eavesdropping.
“I do declare, it does look like
Amy Wells could get someone,"’
Clarabelle had said. ‘I suppose
she’ll die an old maid."”
Clarabelle hadn’'t said anything
degrading of course. But from that
moment forward, Amy had won-
dered it people generally didn’t as-
sume that old maids just couldn’t
find any takers.
She took her eyes trom the win-
dow and Clarabelle going down the
street to look at her reflection in
the dresser mirror. At almost forty-
five, she didn’t think she was being
egotistical in' appraising herself as
fctually looking thirty-five. She had
very little gray in her dark hair,
and the faint lines on her face were
unnoticeable against the startling
blue of her eyes and general pret-
tiness of her features.
There’d been a time when she
reigned as the most popular girl
at Obane; she'd been pictured in
the college year-book as ‘‘the girl
all men want but only one can
have.”
Of course Clarabelle and the
populace of Donovan, a little town
of three thousand, didn't know these
things.
Amy looked out the window again,
and not seeing Clarabelle on the
street now, the day resumeq'somc

She was startled when someone
stood at her shoulder suddenly.

of the brightness that Clarabelle's
presence had blighted, and she got
to thinking about a trip that 20
years ago had been scheduled for
tomorrow. Memory of the tryst had
come to her with the approach of
another New Year, but she had not
planned to enact a promise that
years of separation had cast into
youth's frivolous dreaming, disap-
pointments  and temperamental
pride. Yet, seeing Clarabelle and
remembering what she’'d said about
her somehow filled her with unex-
pected sentiment.
She had nowhere to go on New
Year’'s day, and thought ot the trip
suddenly became entrancing. It
would be emotionally uplifting to
go back to the old haunts, and no
one would know of her foolish liv-
ing just for a day among memories
of a past that through her own
foolhardy pride, had led her into
her present state of lonely maiden-
hood.
“]f anything ever separates us,"”
Lance had said that night long ago,
“it’d be fun just to meet again, sort
of a tryst affair, 20 years hence.
Maybe in Park Rendezvous where
we #rst met. . . .”
They'd talked like that often, then
Jaughed—because they knew they'd
never separate. Someday they'd
marry. But they didn’t marry. Too
soon a trivial misunderstanding had
risen between thern, and she'd had
too much pride to admit that she'd
been a little wrong, too.

1t was almost noon when Amy
reached the Park Rendezvous at
Obane on New Year's day. She'd
have lunch, she decided, then visit
about town. But already she was
sensing regret for having made the
trip. You couldn't live in the past
even for a day without returning %o
the present with greater pain. How
well she knew it now!

She was startled when someone
stood at her shoulder suddenly.

“Hello,” he said.

Amy's heart fluttered in reeeg-
nizing his voice. She looked up.

“Why, Lance—!" It was all she
could manage.

He sat by her at the table and
covered her hand with his.

“But, you married, Lance, I
heard.”” She couldn't help saying
it.

«“That was false news, dear,’” he
said. “Do you think—but you sure-
ly know now! I tried to find you,
Amy, but T lost all trace of you."

Amy laughed and her cheeks col-
ored. *I wouldn’t have come to-
day,” she said wistfully, ‘“but for
a person named Clarabelle. . . ."”

“Clarabelle?””

Amy nodded. “It's a queer little
story, Lance,’” she said, and then
she wondered with a little gloating,

van for that matler, would think
when they heardl

masl”

Hippolytus, In hls eomment-
ary on the Book of Daniel, says
Christ was born in Bethlehem
oh Wednesday, December 25,
in the 42nd year of the reign
of the Roman Emperor, Augus-
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churches observed the festival
December, others in January, April

to meet her.

At first, the time of Christmas
aried in different places, and some
in

nd, May.

In Shakespeare’s time, the Christ-
mas festivitles often lasted for 12

ays. During this period there was

no work done of any kind,
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The first Christmas Day festival
held in Britain was according to
legend celebrated by King Arthur
in the City of York, AD. 521. It

lasted several days.
. " 0

In the Middle Ages the lighting
of the Ywle log was the signal for
of the festivities

commencement
observing Christmas,

“Looks like we both remem- |
bered,” he said, chuckling happily. |
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Have Tree Base
Stand In Water

Christmas trees, like flowers, will
respond to being kept with the base
in the water. Here are two simplel
things to do if you want your tree |
to stay green and fresh.

Buy a tree which has been cut as
recently as possible.

Cut off the end of the trunk diag-
onally, at least one inch above the
original cut. This will expose a
moist surface which will absorb wa-
ter. Stand the trunk of the tree in
water at once, and, it it is not to be
taken into the house for several
days, keep it in a cool place.

December Dates

There aren't verym‘any famous
birthdays during December—too
near Christmas! However, a few
of history’s prominent people
were born in December and here
they are:

Dec. 8, Ell Whitney, inventor
of the cotton gin.

Dec. 16, Ludwig von Beethoven,

Dec. 17, John Greenleaf Whit-
tier.

Dec.
son.

Dec.

Dec.

Dec.

24, Christopher (Kit) Car-

21, Louis Pasteur.
28, Woodrow Wilson.
31, Rudyard Kipling.

i WHITE HOUSE DOOR . .. If you
| were having Christmas dinner at
the White House this is what you'd
see as you approached it.

England has two towns with
Christmas names. Christmas Pie is
a small village near Guildford, Sur-
rey, while Christmas Common is
near Oxford and Henley,

i —————
In the Sixth Century the church
set aside the four Sundays preced-
ing Christmas as a time of devotion-
al preparation for the festival,
These are now known as the Sun-
days in Advent.

999

In 1048 rotary bits drilled a to-

Cannon Fire Hails
Christmas in Rome

1 Castle of San Angelo at sunset on
Christmas Eve proclaims the be-’
ginning of the Holy Season in Rome.
By nine o'clock everyone is in
church to witness the colorful and
solemn processions of ecclesiastic
dignitaries which precede the elab-
orate midnight Mass. {

twenty-four hours, festive banquets’

A cannon fired from the historle.

Since everyone has fasted for;

AV

proaching her.
Barbaral Oh-h, it's snowing
tifully outside!” She looked down
at the snow on the toes of her small
white boots. “I hate to track it in,””

she said.

happy you came.
and helped Avis remove her snow-

covered garments.

and meant it, now that she was act-
ually there. Her dark eyes swept

the attractive,
and the inviting fire that roared

fireplace in the room beyond.

Avis,” Barbara said. “My guests
have not all arrived. Would you
like to go up to your room first

Yes, thanks so much.” Avis re-
sponded eagerly, knowing that she

thought, how right Barbara had
been when she'd told her the other
day, after inviting her to her home

party,
apartment alone on Christmas. You

can't become a recluse just be-
cause some fellow preferred an-
other girl to you. You should start
all over again.”

Avis couldn't help envying Bar-
bara’s carefree, unstable attitude
toward men. Barbara would never
know the sting of loneliness, the
bitter yearning for someone who
had become the purpose of life it-
self.

anyone,
qauintance with Steve Ross. She
hadn't even told Barbara his name.
There was no point in going into
detail and revealing:
three states just to get away from
the sight of him constantly with the
new blonde who came to town.”

By PATRICIA SINCLAIR
1S stood inside the spacious

T

hall of the Carron home with

most immediately she noticed | gedar trees.
het) gmal o‘;::nlgx L .‘l’;: ;t:l l:et Larry Bryant. She sensed the usual |  *Christmas trees cheapl™ he
feat a2l 1ot . P~ | disturbance at sight of him, and | shouted, ‘‘Christmas tr-e-es—two

“Merry Christmas,
beau-

“Don't worry about that. I'm so

» Barbara smiled unfa

“Oh, I wouldn't have missed com=
g for all the world,’”” Avis said,

decorated home, be s

pair

mor

his
The

last

she

on

and her eyes
glowed as they lifted to meet
Steve's.

Avis laughed,

bout huge logs in an immense

“] hope you'll enjoy yourself,

nd—" '
“Take the shine from my nosel |

eceded a few repairing touches
tter the long trip out to the Carron
ome by bus.
As she ascended the stairs she

or the week-end and a Christmas
“You can't stay in your

00!
one
.

Barbara was like that. At times

aw;

Avis hadn’t told Barbara, nor
everything about her ac-
wa

“I crossed

Avis could hear Barbara's re-
sponse to such a revelation, ‘No
battle was ever won by an army of
cowards!"’
But Avis wasn't built that way.
She had pride, and from observa-
tion she'd learned that one-sided
marriages never panned out,
As she ran a comb through her
short dark hair she thought of
Steve. It had been two months
since she left the little town of
Allen Glen. He and Ann were mar-
ried now of course. They'd spend
their first Christmas together.
Her eyes fllmed, but she quickly
brushed aside the threat of tears
and hurried from the room to join
Barbara and her guests below. She
was glad she’d come. She wouldn't
have a chance to think of Steve.
Avis started down the stairs but
stopped midway when she saw
Steve Ross smiling up at her from
the hall below.
He sald, “I'm not a ghost, Avis!
Merry Christmas, and—well, aren’t
you glad to see me?"” He looked
uncertain.
Avis moved down the stairs. “But
1 didn’t know you knew Barbara—"'
Steve reached for her hands.
“Our dads were acquaintances
away back,” he said. “Was it quite
tair for you to skip town, Avis, and
not say a word about where you
were going?”
©1—1 didn't think you'd miss me,"”
Avis d

to
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are in order after the religious|
solemnities. It is a gala after-mid-|
night in Rome: hotels and res-l
taurants remain open, families and|
friends gather around sumptuous!
tables in gaily decorated homes;!|
and in anticipation of the festivities,
many people attend church dressed
in formal attire. l

Between Christmas and Epiphany,
the Calabrian shepherds—Pifferant
—revisit the homes where they weref
most cordially welcomed dutipg.
Advent when they came down from
the hills to play their Italian bag-‘
pipes before the shrines of the Vir-
gin. The Pifferani play for their
Advent hosts during the post-Christ-|
mas holidays and receive gifts of|
wine, dried figs, and small sums)|
of money from their hosts. !
Nut-Bowl Filled
From Many Lands

Nuts from all over the world go'
into your nut-bowl at Christmas.,
Like Christmas traditions, the nqu‘
so popular at this time of year are|
a mixture of many varietids and,
different histories.

The English walnut, for instance,
is not English at all. It originated:
in Asia centuries ago and was|
called “the food of the gods.” |

The round little filbert and the,
almond came from the Old World,,
Other nuts, so familiar at Christ-
mas, the hickory nut, the black wal-
nut and the chestnut, to say nothing}
of the pecan, are strictly Amerlcan.'
' THe pecan is native to America and|
is found nowhere else, Two other
American nuts worthy of mention
are the chestnut and the butternut.

Although many nuts originated ln,
other parts of the world, almost ev-
ery variety known is now grown on
American soil and experts are con-
stantly searching for more kinds of
nuts to transplant to this country.

“Miss you?” He pressed her
hands. “Avis, what's that old say-
ing about absence makes the heart
grow fonder? Anyway, I've had a
terrible time tracking you down,
until I thought of Barbara."

“Barbara never sald a word,"
Avis sald, still amazed.

Steve chuckled. “She’s a regular
cupid. She told me to come tonight
and explain more fully about the
run-away girl I was trying to find,

The keeping of Christmas or
saint's days, and the making of
mince pies were illegal in the early
Massachusetts and New Haven col-
onies, The strict religion of the Pur-
itans banned observance ot hcly,
days.

i ———

By the early Middle Ages Christ-
mas had b
popular festivals.
decorated and

ed from house to house.

ecome the greatest of

Churches were
plays concerning
the nativity were enacted. Images
of the Virgin and Christ were carri-

Then after I got here she told me
to wait in the hall, there'd be a
Christmas gift appear on the
stairs, T suspected then, of course.”

Avis ‘laughed, and her eyes
glowed ‘*as they lifted to meet
Steve’'s. “Christmas gift indeed!”
she sald,

i
The {irst Christmas tree came
into being, it is believed, when
Boniface, an English missionary to

Germany, in the Eighth Century
did away with the sacred oak of
Odin and replaced it with a fir tree,

oll flelds, compared with 882,358

adorned in honor of the Christ

tal of 1663687 feet into Alberta

feet in 1947,

HE little gift shop was crowded
when Nancy entered it, but al-

recalling the trend of
for the past several minutes brought.
a flush of warmth to her cheeks.
She'd been thinking, somewhat re-
sentfully, as she went along the
busy streets

come before she could get acquaint-
ed with someone in Davenshire—
Larry Bryant,
partmental hea
plant where she worked. Chi
wasn't Christmas unless it could

And now Larry was standing at
the dish counter deciding about a

pepper shakers.
particularly that he'd bu
shakers—aside from the

cance
had her own heart set on them

been in the shop every afternoon
that she'd been there, but this was

gone.

The other day when she’d looked
at them, the sales girl had sald,
«Better buy them. These are the

at eight dollars. They came all the
way from Sweden.”
“I know—" Nancy had said, but

travagance and look out of place

The other
looked at them,
had said, “Better buy them.”

kitchenette at Lil Ransom's old

time you come,” the girl had said
when Nancy left the counter.

But they'd been there the ne
time Nancy went back to the little
gift shop. Every afternoon for a| s
week they'd been there,

mind to buy them.
Nancy held her breath as

now she knew that if he didn't
the shakers, she’d buy them her-
self,

But even as Nancy watched, she
saw him hand the shakers to a
clerk.
She tried to push her disappoint- | day, dear—oh,
ment aside and select an inexpen-
sive little gift for one of her co-| why
workers at the plant,
was Christmas Eve, and the em-
ployees and officials of the plant
had drawn names as part of a
gift-giving program they'd planned for a

gretted the day she’d left her home

shire. Why hadn’t she waited
after Christmas to make
change!

for the program, Nancy
gift that was handed to
slipped from the
wouldn't be missed, she

in a gentle burst from the dark
sky, and the ring of volces from the | Denny’s name.
plant followed her in a kind

down at the gayly wrapped package
in her hands through a blur of tears.

because someone had drawn her
name,

suddenly the blur cleared to revea
the little green rabbit salt and
pepper shakers with the long,
ears—one up and one limping down | now! On
provocatively.

throat. Larry had drawn her name.,
But the cost of the gifts they were | Denny sittl
to exchange was not to go over | Oliver!

twenty-five cents!

“You're wanted on the phone, and | climbed down into
‘tis a man.”

By CARLE FREEMAN Evmw day for a week old Oliver

had been passing thelr house in
his wagon loaded with pine and

dollars. On-l-y-y two dollars, . . .”

He was passing now, and Marge,
washing the few dishes she and
Denny had soiled at their noonday
meal, wished she couldn't hear the
sound of his shouting volce.

Joe always bought old Olivers
trees. ‘'Old Oliver needs the
money,” he'd say. “And our old
car just wouldn't take the bumps
of a hunt for a tree in the country
around here.”

Old Oliver hesitated in front of
the little house, repeating his chant

til Marge thought she must go to

e door and tell him to stop. She

her thoughts

3¢ the little town, how
s that Christmas had

ir it wa

"
for instance, de-
d at the electric
ristmas

hared with someone.

of little green rabbit salt and
It didn’t matter
y the
signifi-
of such an act—but she'd

e or less for a week. Larry had

first time at the dish counter.
little shakers were as good as

ones, and they are a bargain

“Denny, dear,” she sald thick-
1y, “we’re not going to have a tree
this Christmas. Daddy isn’t here
to help decorate it, and besides—
Santa will come without a Christ-
mas tree.” :

had thought they’'d be an ex-

the little table in her corner

and Joe had explained to him the
first time they’d bought a tree just
the kind they liked. It had to be so
tall and so big around. It had to be
cedar with clusters of blue berries
on it. Old Oliver always had the
kind of tree they wanted.

Little Denny ran into the kitchen
from the front room.

“Mommy, there's ol’ Oliver,”
he said. “Mommy, he has our
tree. .. ."

Marge dried her hands and knelt
to gather little Denny in her arms,

“I know he has, dear,’” she said,
making herself look at him. Since
last January when the horrible car
accident had taken Joe away from
her, she’d had difficulty in looking
at Denny. Denny* had Joe's rumpled
dark hair, his dark eyes, the deep
€ ) cleft in his chin. A sob caught in
ming house. Then there’d be no | Marge's throat. *Denny, dear,” she
to admire them—only herself. said thickly, “we're not going to
They might be gone the next | have a tree this Christmas, Daddy
isn’'t here to help decorate it, and
besides—Santa will come without
xt | a Christmas tree.”

“I'll help decorate it Denny
ald. “I did last year.”

Marge pressed Denny close. “1 g

day when she'd
the sales girl

as if
aiting for her to make up her | know, dear—" she sald, Polgnant
memories of last Christmas crowd-
ed her so that she couldn't talk for
could see Joe teeter-
tar in

she
For | a moment. She
take | ing on the ladder to put the s
the top of the tree.

“T can help, MommY. . , 2 Denny
insisted.

“You could, dear, but we don't
want a tree with Daddy gone. Some-
I hope it never
comes to you—you'll understand
Mommy didn't want a Christ-
Tomorrow | mas tree!”. She rose to her feet
hurriedly feeling a rush of tears.
“J'll get your wraps, Denny, and
you can play outside in the snow
while.”

tched Larry from a distance.

Shadows lengthened in the little
housé before it came to Marge with
frightening realization that it had
been all of three hours since Den-

wn to take a better job in Daven- ny'd left the house.
until | *“Denny—DENNY!"” She ran out
the | on the porch and down the steps,
her slim unprotected feet and legs
sinking into the deep snow that had
“DENNY—!" The
came back to her
white

have about the huge, gayly dec- *
ated tree in the arched entrance.
Nancy dreaded the occasion,
ore so now than before, She re-

When the time came the next day
took the | banked there.
her and | echo of her voice
d. She | in mocking horror across the
thought | stillness of the little yard.

A cold wind swept against her as
she stood at the gate looking up
and down the street and calling
It was a horrible
of | moment, one in which shé knew

ghe must have aged twenty years,
looked | and one in which she saw In heart
wrenching clarity her unfairness
to Denny in harboring a gelf-cen-
Christmas gift sie'd | tered grief over her loss of Joe to
the extent of his safety, his protec-
tion, his veritable happiness.

A tamillar wagon made the turn
and | ot the end of the street, and Marge
1| recognized old Oliver and his load
of Christmas trees. His chant rang
saucy | out again, ‘‘Buy your Christmas tree
.l-y two dollars, . . ."

Marge shrieked against the wind,
“0Oh, don't—please don't!"” Then
she saw Denny—little brown garbed
ng up in the seat by old

crow

itterly, as she hurried from the
uilding. Snow fell softly about her

%
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aunting, sad beauty.,
Inside her apartment she

t was the only
eceived, and it had been given only

=

She unwrapped the package,

Her heart thrummed in her

The wagon stopped by the gate,
and old Oliver grinned as Denny
Marge's reach
likka th' ride.

Lil Ransom called up the stairs.
ing arm “He
He. e

Marge didn't give him a chance
to talk. “Do you have our tree,
Oliver?” she asked.

Nancy placed the little shakers
carefully on the table and turned
to the door. The hum of “Silent
Night” came from Lil Ransom’s
radlo up the sweep of stailrs, and | Old Oliver chuckled an
Nancy found herself sifging the | down from the wagon. “‘All’
words softly as she dashed down | I've had your tree,” he said.
them, for she knew even before she “Just put it in the yard,” Marge
heard his voice who was waiting | told him. “Why, Denny and I
for her on the telephone, couldn’t do without our treel”

‘

In the Middle Ages secular
celebration of Christmas V83
not confined to one day but
sometimes extended to Epl-
phany and, occasionaly, fro™
St. Thomas' Day to Candlema®

S

The carrying into the dining
hall of the boar’s head by the chief
cook heralded the beginning of the
elaborate Christmas feast in the
homes of the wealthy and powe:-
ful in medieval times.

i

¥
g

was
which

In early England, Christ
Messe”,

means Christ's mass”,

Ly

called “Christes



