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A Patient's Viin 'Christmas

By Pie. E Houldcroft'

lue the wardniaster's room the Sister was just. finishing lier

papers when a patient limped in.ý "' Well, Shinwobble," she said

gently, "<you are jLIst the boy I was wanting. Stay a while and

iýind thé office for me, and be sure and not Jet the fire ,out.",,,The
bright red glow looked so inviting that Shinw;obble sank into the

wicker arm-chair without a word, and by, the, time he was corn-

fortaible the Sister had glided away.
So this wais Christmas ,Eve-in Buxton-and miles from. home

and cCanada. Whata time he rould have back there with the. eld,

folks and friends, getting ready surprises for the kiddies, and,
putting Up the holly. But no, his hopes had been vain,jor this,
vear it was to be far from ail tbat, and. the " other," too. Many a'
time he had cursed the German shelis, but. now he was really
grateful for the one that sent him back to spenid 'Christmas, out of,,
the mud. His tboughts wandered to bygone dans and iùade bis,
head slide back against the chair. He shifted and sank a littie
Inwer. So did the fire.

There was an air of expectancy aboutthe group of patienjts,,
,and Shinwobble feit an inward.,pang which tol4 ',f diunner-tiýme.'
Presentlv, the R.S.M. led the way into the' lare dininig hall.
Here was a sight, indeed. -,Long %vfïfe tables, laden with flowers
and fruit, bon-bons and cigars stadked nuili tàty fashion,' disheîý of
chocolates and nuts, with plum cake'aiid shortbread ga1ore.' The*
sight of the steaming food made the patients stand motioilcss-with
eniger eves and their tongues hanginrg- out. Ah 1 the R.S.M. was
cleariiig ,his throat to speak* "Me1I,'ýhe sai&-irt.penetr.,ting toies,
1this ,isni't whe re you çat, no w,-this is.whelre-yotî \0l' eatater.,,

The O.C., knowing your kinctheartedxiess, hias arranged for the
poor, Ionely German prisoners, in theq"irry,~ to, bave, your dinner
.instead." You could have heard a flY sneeze. 1Ëvery, tongue was
now dry and speechless, and ti'wdcould only linger around,
waiting for the Fritzes to arrive. Afïd thcn-'-

Bang!1 Shinwobble woke, with, a start toe s e the psja
dropping pàrcels and letters on the taËie.: Yes, ,there was a parcèV
for bim, from Canada. Shinwobble's spirits soared, for, her1 e wàs
luck indeed, somethung urgently neeëdèd to take the edge off that
dream. Hasty fingers cut open thie package revealing >a pretty
card with greetings, and-hold my hand-cgars, chocolatés.
plunicake. and shortbread. W'hat a feast 1 Alibis. own, too:-
And no R.S.M.


