By CARL SN)DOARII

Alvin charges down the hill and
launches himself into the [rozen air.

His body and sled come crashing
down onto the snow and he's on his
way. Rocketing along at 10,000 miles
an hour, Alvin is skimming over the
mow, carcening off the bumps and
“slicing thorugh the wind. . ‘.

He clenches the steering bars and
recklessly aims for another bump.
ROOM. Alvin hits it and shoots
through the alr.

But oll of & sudden he is at the bot-
tom of the hill and his sled just-lies
there. The sudden stiliness makes him
unbasy.aand he quickly. decides to
make another assault o the hill.

At the top of the hill, the winter sun
is waiting. And Alvin. exhaling clouds

ding under th

Al
:Friends of his, liberated from schoot

for the holiday season, are yoyoing up

and down the hill like Alvin. There:
are a number of adults and almost-

adults there, too.
Evei s bundled up. Sotne are
wearingwool caps and others have
v hair filled with snow.
ut they ate all on vacativn and all
ing advantage of the hill.

vin, the snow is perfect, the

hill is the steepest he has ever 3
led, the weather great. the sun warm
ble

"f the thrill uncomparable.

nd Alvin takes it all for granted.
Because he thinks everything is the
way'it Is supposed 1o be. And maybe
he's right. ’
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