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It's Christmastide,

ET'S

Tet's clean the slate of

every old year- grudge or hate....let's pin & spr'}ghtly
twig o1 holly upon dull care and meluneholy..tLeE‘a
reach out friendly hands and grip each other in warm

comradeship,
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AT CLOSING time in 2 shopping
uncscorted youngsters tearfully s
cer asked them where they lived, but they

Just then a familiar red
corner. Tears vanished as
sleeve. “Here’s Santa!’

" they shouted,

center, a policeman discovered two

carching for their mommy. The offi-

didn’t know.

-Coated, white-whiskered figure rounded the

the tots rfan up to him and grasped a red
He knows where we ive!”
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