" TIMES' CHRISTMAS TREE-
Mrs. Betty Ragland, Times
varityper and secretary, is

standing by the tree she
decorated for the office and

showing o totem pole carved
by Times Wrangell newsboy
(Korean) Horold Riach. Some

of the many well - wishing
cards from the Times readers

are around the little tree. On
December 8, Betty made o
sod four—doy joumey fto
Gainesboro, Tenn. when her
father, Winton H. Spi vey,
died suddenly from o heart
attock. Betty’s husband,
m '.'plh 4, Bill R“‘“,
is a lob technicion ot Basseft
Army Hospital ot Fi.'
Wainwright. |

—Photo by TIMES EDITOR
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He quickly gethored hree or four pieces of chopped eod-

““Is thot oll you got—-those four little pieces?’”” the moth
lﬁ_dﬁhﬂ'hdy. | thought you soid you'd bring in some

“That’s oll | covld find becouse the drifting smow has
covered them)’ the boy onswered. '

“You better go 1o bed now. Come on children, go 1o bed
now. Tomorrow is Christmas Day, you know,” the mother said
firmly. : -

The boy slid inte his sleeping bag. He had trouble getting
to sleep. Every so often, he glanced ot the stovepipe that
went up ond out through the roof. |

“He con’t come down that little stovepipe,” thought the
youngster, sadly. “If he did somehow, he would have trouble
finding the stove door the way father built it. | wish—we
hod...” "

The boy finally went fost asleep.

Then quite early the next moming he awoke with o start,
-uﬁ‘::‘.'_ﬂ'h'h it was Christmas Day. The igloo
was Apprehensively, he called out in a muffled woice,
"Mother, can | light the kerosene Lamp?”’

To his surprise, his mother answered softly, **Yes, son, you
moy light the lamp.” | -

The boy dressed quickly. He groped in the darkness toward
a little shelf where the matches were kept. He struck one so
he could see the jomp that hung on o hook. He lifted it and
set it on the cold oblong-shaped stove his father had made
from an oil drum.

He almost stumbled ogainst something on the floor by the
stove. He lit the lamp impatiently. When the flame caught, he
put up more wick and the yellow light of the kerosene lomp
glowed in the igloa.

The boy looked amund coutiously —and then!

There, on the floor beside the stove, were several packages,
in @ pile. He wondered. He thought he shouldn’t get excited
but there was o tingle of excitement within him. Could it be
that Santa Clous hed come ofter oll? He looked unbelie vingy
up and down the stovepipe. . |

*“*Son, perhaps one of those packages has your nome on jt,”
the boy's mother said casvally while his father, whe had
awokened also, smiled. “1 f one has, why don’t you open i1? ™

| ndeed there was one with his name beldly “The
pockage was wrapped in simple brown paper. The youngs ter
cpened it, and 1o his wondrous surprise, there was a little
"*h-ﬂtdﬁhw,lm“w,
a poir of coribou mittens and o pair of caribou mukivks. |

By this fime, the boy's brothers ond sisters were awoke.
They noisily and excitedly dressed and crowded oround the
pack ages. |

“Wait, you!” the boy inferrupted. *"You con’t read. | con.
This one hes your name on it. This one is for you, ond...”

The parents smiled ond wotched quietly as the children
happily opened their Christmas pockages.




