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The next Christmas we cannot recall. We may have lain in^gi 
trundle-bed or cuddled in a mother’s arms. That was a hal- 
lowed Christmas! 

Then followed anniversaries teeming with visions of 

sleighs, Santa Claus, candy and toys, when the veri- 

est romance of Yuletide was so real! We never for- 
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get those days. _______ ^ 

But how mystically they merge into another 

ej)och. With the diminishing vision of Santa 
we become aware of a better Christmas in the conscious love 

and loyalty of ethers. And then— 

In years that fcUow, the Christmas season becomes rich- 
er and more beautiful. It has lost the confusiop of toys 

and confections. But in all these years there has been 

glowing a tree that is ever green — upon it 

a thousand glittering spangles—hallowed 
memories of those who played with us 

around our earliest Christmas trees, or 

shared the season s festivities in later years. 

Refreshing are the recollections that flood upon us as a newer generation takes 
our place in the pleasures and happy illusions of Christmas. | Iftpl II 


