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EOPLE on thke siow - pached
downtown streets were scurrying
lome. Wretcheaiy Private Kane
hunched his sooulders deeper into
als Army coat. It was Clristmas
Eve—and his last fu What
should he do with himself” And he
didn’t even have a bed

A sign on n deor read “Hundles
for America,” and he went ., At
A desk a woman was warmung. “liss
Rigsby, don't shove the candy iato’'|
these stockings too hard. The net
tears."
“I'm sorry." Miss Rizsbv'e hunds
Auttered. *“I-1 gue I dop't do
much good." Private Kane figured |
ghe must be seventy,
The young womun urged, “You'd
better go home now It's derk.
You've helped a lot. really ™ She
Informed Private Kane, "!IL-I-'.PS|
Registry—244 Market Strect—will
get a room for youw"” Then add-
ed, "Merry Christmas,”
At the door he stood louking out
Merry Christmas! That was a
laugh, Christmas mean home and
he'd never had cne. Not (hut he
hadn't appreciited the orphanage.
But he was o be shipped soon and
perhaps—perhaps he might never
know what a home was like
His Army buddies wore millens
knitled by mothers, sweutérs by
aunts. ‘They whished out family
pictures, pictures of swecthearts
And he—he had nolhing! His chest
hurt him, and his couph was harsh
“Liniment's good for that, sol-
dier."
It was the little lady., Her Llack
hat sat high on her head He
thought, her ears will e cold,
“Rub yowr chest and put tlanuel
gver it." Her hande< made a darling
gesture 1o push his collar close about
his neck. She was the kind who
mothered everybody. “You—you
could gleep at my house" she said
timidly. “You—maybe have an on-
gagement first—"
What eould he lose? Bul as he

said.

his impulse 1o accepl

The driver stopped in tront of a
toy of a house. Snow peaked the
fence posts and was like crushed
diamonds on the walk. She opened
a door into the kitchen, and Privale

silver canlster cin the worn red and

everyone?" he askod.

o1 live alope."” Her Llue cyes were
apologetic. I told you you'd bet-
ter go on and have a jolly Christ-
mas Eve—"

He lifted a stove lid on the range.

tn coal and opened the drafts with
an authoritative thip.

coal.”

ble,” she profested. _

wTroublel” A wry grin twisted his
lipe, “Say, don't take off your coat.
We're going to shop."”

lected carefully, He stopped belore

gmiled as he set his purchases down
at the door. “You wait here & min-
ute.” Of course, he reminded him-
celf, this was only make-bellcve

He had bought her a ficecy blue
scarf when he asked her 1o wait.
Back at the house he scl the table,
The silverware was carved with
cherubs. ‘'Gosh, thal's swell hard-
ware,"

After supper they trimmed

she said.

tened it on the very top.”
His eyes lingered on the lamp, llhe
tree, the silverware. Guosh, the ql{u:t
of it! Crumbs to remember, Y °,‘,1
—could have a rocm of your own—
she stopped. Then, “H{—if you

wanted to come back here. After
the war, I mean."” She pushed 1R
nd. "It

round fat object into his h

fiod of service in
_'-'-_rh' and c¢hildren
r home Here with

i Cantata
“ed At Baptist
.Lh 1 Hazelwood

95 cantata, entitled
..-1J|.I h}' Fl‘ances Sh‘p-
Presented at 7:30 at

& h;, el

Nighy,» "{;.lhe song, ‘“The
i Mts. Sam Knight

M lyviged

¥ Uelents, Mr. and Mrs.

"od Baptjst church. The

Cantata, The public

-as Pa's. 1 want you 10 have it
“Privaw Kane sat up. “Me?'" he
| breathed. *Me."” The '.-.':1_t-:-h was
heavy and solid. He turned it over,
observing the grand 1}1:\nncr in
which it was carved. *Thonks. Aw,
”

efﬁcrry Christmas,” she beamed.

wMerry Christmas (o you."”
Once more his €yes gwept {I:'e
room. Home! Why—this wasn't
crumbs.

_-"'_________________

Hot Breads )

With hot breads, use 8 propartion-

ally smaller pan or the bread }\':}1

become too crusfy; with mufiing,

put a little water into the unfilled
of the pan 25 @ proleciion.
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“You could sicep al my house,” she |

helped her info a taxi he regretted |

The

Kane locked around at the fancy |
lamp with glass prisms, the elegant |

white checked tablecloth. “Where's |

A red glow flickered, Ie dumped |

“IVll be cozy |
in no time. Deller gelcha EOIHB;

syou shouldn't have sll this irous |

Private Kone and Miss Rigsby se- |

a fir. “Let's buy it." FPuvate Kane |

baving # home, Just the crumbs, |

tha |

tree. "Tinsel's a little tarnished,"” |
«Oht The angell” She |

held it tenderly. "Fa always fas- |

Use the Handy
. Mail | e

This was breadl . -

persons (o whom you give The
Mountaineer will thank you all
over again. You'll be giving a
gift of absorbing reading matter
. . . news, editorials, features . . .
all up-to-the-minute . . . an es-
sential to the well-informed!

Address

Today! | -
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