effoxt ;ust 2% love sustamed the' major and hlS er’e
i - beside the tracks.-
':ané the ge{tmg ) ﬁve tlmes O They were t{mchmg so de]lcately now, speakmg S0
-for a glass:of water —— Ben: had . softly. The world and the war did not exist; only this
gh the lettets and V-niail He! d moment, this blessing, this instant of clasity. & :
e up for thase 26 menths The questlon echoed zrzSide Ben's hea{i Whit do yoa :
say in ﬁve minutes? :
. Whatdoyousay in
. five deconds; ma .
' hfeilme? Just one
thing— Ilove you g
And Ben'could tell "~ .
that’'every tian on =%
the'tram. felt the
pgwer of that sim.
© plefruthy You cotld:
say it it a hundred
ways, you couild say -
it Without: Wwords,
and it Woild cut
tiu’oucfh all thesac- -

death.
K “For God 6.
. ioved theworld ..
. muttered jennmgs
He looked at Ben,
* with a blank. expresv
smn, ‘thén’ slowly
“the edges of his mouth curled mto a'sinite: Beénhad”
thought Jennings didn't have d smile in him, bt now
- the warmth of his ‘expressionwas like a glowmg hearth
- “It’s Chiristmas Day, don't forget.” "
" Ben had forgotten. They had opened presents and
sung hymns and eatén pie two days ago because HIE
would be gone.
- He looked back at the tracks and felz a twmge The
* things you do for love — love of family, tove of freedom, -
. love of country, love of love.
The train whistled +— a gentle prod from the’ engz~
- neer. Still, the suddenness of the sound made sevéral
. men duck. Whithy hiugged his danghter, thenput her
. down and kissed his wife passionately..As he started to
i turn, she thrust the pundle into his arms. Tears were
~ streaming down her face, but shie didn't ¢ry. 7
. The menwho had been standmg in the aisle bolted
for their sedts: An tineasy quiet settled over the car as
- Whithy came through the door. He stooped to lock
" through the window at his wife, who wis waving, Just as
“he started to wave back, the train jolted into motion and
Whitby reached to steady himself, Ther she wag'gone.
He made for his seat and gracefully eased down. Hisv
‘weathered face was red from the chill, but there was no.
. hint of emotion — 1o moist eves, no'GUIvering hands, né
heavy sighs. He was calm -— more than that, af peace: *
" Witha quick smile around, he opened the package.
“Let’s see what we have-here,” he said. “Itwon't do |
“ not to share these on Christmas Day Here's some .

- “swell coffee for you, Jennings, some grape preserves for
- you, young man,” he said to Jerry, He reached back into
' the bundle, pulled out a little brown parcel and shiffed it.
“Hmmmm. This is for you,” he said, tossing it'to
Ben. “She must've forgotten. I dor’t caré for frmtcake
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