
Mew York, in common with a lot of America from the Atlantic 

to the^gockieyw^H.;, ni,n smith, hasn't any doubt that 

winter w come at laet.jXone of the fo r  

.-rany years, skyline look like a Chris 

was the sort of beauty the men whT'd only just got ove^ 

delivering Christmas cards could have done without. 

The city mobilised its winter machinery, which 

grim « «. ̂ ssi 
All very nice to look at, if it doesn't happen here. ' 
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L3T'S TALK ABOUT TE3 W3AT5I3R 

Snow — uncounted,  tons of the f leecy white s tuff;  for the northeastern 

part  of the country,  worst  storms in many years!  "Llore coming" is  the 

word from the weather bureaus.  They offer meteorological  proof — 

the real  proof is  everywhere to be seen.  
* • 

New York City becomes one vast  ureat  White Way — a picture postcard,  

l ike a belated holiday greeting — a mesns of compensation perhaps,  

for the white Christmas the kiddies misses.  

There 's  a familiar  slogan for this adherence to duty. . .  

but for this kind of"duty" there arehardly words of description.  

From New E:-gland to the Rockies,  and deep into the South — snow, and 

rain end s leet .  Southerners get  a taste of a rari ty — reminder of 
* > 

: 'ew and far  between snowfalls .  Authorit ies in the hard-hit  northeast  

'arn motorists  to leave their  cars at  home. Everybody wants to "talk 

about the weather" — i t 's  always front-page newsl But who's been 

saying the winters have been gett ing milder?! 


