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The long day was over, and as the sun sank
1ower and lower behind the feathered clouds, I thought of
children in this and other lands--just what they would do
¢his Chrisimas.

1 was aroused from my musings by a picture of

J:L.rfi.r.t',_]_a Betti Malek with a small doll in her arms. Shy
and bewildered, ghe was walting for asuignment t0 a4 new

nome after Antwerp fell when the Haziz invaded Belgium.

she seemed SO tired end lonely that I was glmost afraid

%o ongage ®er in conversation, even im imagination, this

tiny buman flotssn made so by war that bellies across the

1end and lieaves his victims, if he leaves them at all,

nomeless, tired and spent.




