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Dear Joe,

,

\, .. _.

..
r e s con=L bili ty to cho o s e what he ·:~i.12.nourish

rand ch er-tsh from t.his kaleiio sc opLc ::;:8 st .

1his is the only excuse for the little vignette
which I'oL'Lows • The Enzl i sh is far from perfect -,
in fact it t s horrible: But the idea has been.t.- --.

..~ .. ~
I' t.
',. t

a.Lr-eady two years a=bo rrn.ng 811ii I In: a f r-ai.d .•.p

it had baken.much loaser ".j-lv would have diad ba-

1 .co it-·· .L. • tih t"pi.l.r8 Y l.or vB SplrlL., In n e nope ria t

hel; to ke8r alive some of the mora precious

moments in 'jour farJ1il:r .r..eritage.

'f!i th love ani hor:-e

jJ/" A Jcr"uC
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ONCE UPON A CHRISTMAS

A long time ogo - before ladies cut their skirts short and men their
mustaches - a little road wound its quiet way through fields end hills, by
streams and woods, till it came to a little town. It was a cozy little
town, strung loosely along the road and thu river. In the center was the
cemetery, the church, the school, side by side, and across the road, the
parsonage and the undertaker's furniture store. The rest of the build-
ings were clustered at the Upper End and the Lower End, near the two
bridges.

In the Upper End there was Q white house with grean shutters and two
porches and a woodshed and a big red barn. And that was where the doctor
lived. This story is about Christmas in his family.

"-From the time 5ist~r came running in the back door crying "Winter's
coming - I cun smell it in the 2ir!", till the l~st stocking hung crooked
and bumpy over the stairs, tho house was filled with excitement and intrigu~.
50 many secret planningsj so ma~y gifts to make: for papa a pen-wiper with,
a black leather cover made from mama's old b~lt. (She wore it when she was
in collage and the young ladies wore high-necked shirt-waists, long skirts
and leather enl ts. ) For grandmnr.u handkerchief, painstakingly hemmed; for
R.M., a scrap book of pictures cut from magazines and caxefully pasted on
pagos of cloth. R.M. was the littlest, a charming blonde with blue eyes
and enchanting smile, who set our hearts dancing 'most every day. Then

..-..-----_._--_._-----.came-Jur-tiol:'-,---:-and--5is-ter-,-.-and-A-rthur.who was the oldest. And of course,
Daisy, the dog. Thoro'd be d~ys of whispering. of stnhding guard for one
or onother; of whisking everything under cover at the sound of Q familiar
footstep, and than the Dewey's would open their Christmas ~tore!

Mr. Dewey had a print shop and published the weekly paper. In front
I'

f h h d ~..(~--.

:Ob:c:oSa~: :::d:,l:::l:pS:::: ::::: ~:~ :~~~: ~:: :::o;o:~ H:::~il;ta::s ~~
something of an adventure just -to go up the outside stairs, so strange it r.""--- \.

/'h/ ,----,()
was, and somehow IIgrown_upll. In that hall at Christmas time were long ~'>- /r/\
rows of tables covered with paper and laid out in orderly fashion would be Li '\~I_)
all manner of gifts to buy: Dolls 1 stiff and crisp and 01 together lovely ~)-··C~

(Of C\
''-''''~ "'--in their newness; games - checkers, dominoes, parchosi. So mDny things

for so many people. But Sister, who is writing this story, remembers



best the dishes. China dishes and glas5 ones, for candy, or cream or cel-
ery. You had to spend all the time one trip. just looking and looking.
But finally all the gifts were chGsen and then - where could you hide them?

In the midst of all this secrecy at home, there was also the Christmas
program to get ready for. The play had tabs practiced, poems and songs
memorized, costumes made. Through all the hustle and bustle mama was
the eock and the Light. Little, and sweet and gnetle, she was a partner
to almost every secret project and a never-ending source of information.
What would you use for this? Where could you look for that? Ask Mama.
What could you make for Junior, or Uncle Gus? Mama could always think
of something. And when you couldn't quite make things come out right,
it was mama who would comfort you and make you feel you could do it after
all. And some~bw before the Program, mama got the~outgrown clothes mended
and washed and ironed so the folks from the Windfall would be able to come,
and Sister's hair put up in rags to make long curls; and the boys would
have clean shirts and polished shoes.

At church the pulpit and chairs would be mo~ed to clear the stage.
A huge tree would be set up in frunt of the old reed pump organ, and the
program would begin. Afterward Santa Claus would come out in a big red
suit with a white beard and find on the tree 0 gift for every child - even
the ones who come from the Windfall! There weru little boxes hanging on
the tree filled with Christmas candy ~nd it WDS always shivery to watch
Santa take one down and wonder if this time he would colI your name. And

·_·······--·t·hefl···--he··cl-idl--·····y8u···r:;8uld--scarcelywait to see the broken piecos of pink
or white or green und white that once had been long loops of ribbon, and
9~elled like clove Qr mint.

School is out at last and it is time to get the tree. Papa leads this
expedition. There is no one in the world quite like p~pa. It seems to us
that he can do anything! If theru is snow enough everyone goes, taking
the littlest ones on tho sled. We go out past the barn and up the hill;
climb the fence and en up till we come to the woods, papa carrying the
oxe and 011 chetting and singing, - or sometimes being still os still and
just feeling the quiet of the world maffled in snow. Something of the
wonder and steadfastness of the erector creeps into our feeling, then, and
we know a communion of silence that we had not felt before in all our busy-/c

./

ness. It seems es though we would nevor want to speak again, so lovely is~·" ..
the silence:.
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aut now wa corns upon the tree. It must be chos~n so carefully - How tall?
How full of branches? Is it straight? Is there a side to fit against the
wall? How swift and sure the axe!

R. M. wants to walk, so we balance the tree on the sled and start
back home. Where is Daisy? "Here, Daisy. Come Daisy". Everyone runs
a little way in different directions, calling and whistling. No Daisy.
Papa thinks maybe she chased a rabbit. Sister is sure she heard her
whimpering. But it is getting dark and pappa assures us she will probably
follow us home, and if she doesn't he will come back tomorrow and look for
her. Now a note of doubt and sadness has crept into our joy. What could
have happened to Daisy? Sister keeps recalling that faint whimper, and
Papa explains again that even if something had happened to her, they could
do nothing in the dark. He is so gentle, and so~firm, and so reassuring
in his hope for her return and his promise to come back tomorrow. - - And
there is the tree, stately still, though lying on her side and being

dragged through the snow.
There are the lights twinkling .frcm the kit<;hen w.i.ndow. Grandma has

supper started. How good it smells as we set the tree in the shed. Every-
one scatters to do the chores._ The cows must be fed, watered and milked;
the horses and chickens cared fori wood brought in. Finally we are all
around the table, warm and filled, and eager to tell of our adventures - all
but Daisy who has not come home. Papa goes to take care of his patients,
but no one wants to go to bed till we see if Daisy will come home. Mama

-------------------and--G-r-a-ndtrfa--rot:k-th-e-l"i~tl-e-ones-and we all stay up till our lids are heavy
and Papa -has come in at last to promise again that he and Arthur will take
the sled and go up the hill first thing in the morning to look for her.

Somehow sleep comes. and then the morning. How many times we go in
and out the door letting in a blast of cold air; how many times we press
our faces to the window leaving smudges where our hair and fingers were -
but no one scolds. Everyone is waiting to see what happened to Daisy. At
last they come - and oh joy - they are bringing Daisy! No ~ejoicing was
ever so .weet. Fix a warm blanket, a bowl of warm milk! Then Papa's deft
hands anoint her paws. Daisy had beer. caught in a trap. Yes, she had
chased a rabbit - they had seen the tracks - but SHE got caught in the trap;
the rabbit had jumped right over! And then we learned that when a dog is
in trouble it does not bark, but whimpers. And many years later we under-

:::

;\

stand that Papa had known all along that Daisy was caught somewhere -- but &
(J



that he had to get his family safely home before da~k, and go for Deisy
when he could see her tracks, and give his whole attention to her.

With Daisy snuggled up under the big birch tree table. joy begins
slowly to flood the family once again. Before night ~'Jeare busy making
paper chains and popcorn strings and plotting which stocking will be best
to hang - and can we borrow one of Grandma's for R.M •• hers is so small?
And Junior thinks he will try to find one of the hired man's big boot:
socks!

Everyone is so busy that no one notices that R.M. is outdoors overly
But here she comes - hugging A LITTLE CHRISTMAS TREE! Eyeslong.

shining, face glowing, she proudly shows her find.
"How in the world did you get it?1I
IIIaxed and I axed till it came down 11

~Jhat a tug at our heart strings as we picture the "Suppc si.nq, if's"- - -
but here she is safe and shining, and who is there among us who would put
out that lovely light? So the boys make a standard, and with sister's help
the little tree is decorated. Single kernels of pop corn, snips of tinsel,
scraps of ribbon make the balls and chains. We set it under the dining-
room.~indow for the dolls,

Now it is time to trim the big tree. It stands in a corner of the

..ll.- .'.'.-,,-

living room, so beautiful by itself that for a brief moment it seems a
pity to spoil it with our hur.an efforts •.,.But Pape is reaching down
the box from the high shelf in the closet and we run to see, Here

--_····-----aTe-t"he--tinse·l=tr±mmed-·corntlcop·ias··withpaper angels on -t he side; there
strings of pink balls like big beads that glow like satin; oh, and here the
long ropes of tinsel to drape, and balls, colored, glazed and sparkly.
First, however, the candle holders must go on. These are made of tin in
the shape of fish or birds and you snap them on just as you would a spring
clothespin. They would grip the branch in their teeth and you wou~d care-

·fully fit a cnadle into the little holder on the ack of each one. They
have to be placed with great care. Thebranch must be small enough for a
firm grip, but strong enough to bear the weight of the candle; They must
be balanced so the candle will stand straight - but there must be open
·space above each one so the flame will not start a fire, and they must,
be scattered over the tree so one side. won t be brighter than another.
Pap checks each one, :.nd then we deck the tree.

-----~=======================================
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roof of the dinin'1 roo.: cine! kitchen - and t hcr« in thL: snOLI as pLoi,n ClS .» "- . t·...--
: I ~!!,.;plnin as enfl 1)0. are footsteps from the: c:dCJt: of the roof to thE:! chimney! 1"/: ._ t=~~'

H.i';.'seyetO are \-Jidc\1ith \'lender and f6ith restored; fiiama'st\·Jinklo\'Jith\·l:·--~--pl;·
I ;1 ' , i)pleasure; Papa+s dance \;Jithdelight. Papa looks down at his biggest l}: iJ' .../ :
\::~..:::-=.::==~-::little girl - and winks! She too is restored, to faith in herself, but

she senses also that hexe~is something precious that someday she will have
to find ••.. Now she is a grown-up lady, and here is what she haa discovered
remembering Christmas long ago in a white house with green shutters, two
porches, a woodshed and a big red barn~

Christmas is a time of love. And love is more than giving
though it is that. And more than giving ourselves, though
it is that. Love is understanding and reassuring~ It holds
in precious trust your faith in things unseen. Love looks
beyond mere knowing and weaves a magic spel~ that puts stars
in your eyes and a song in your heartJ

A ~AGIC CHRISTMAS TO YOU ALL1
,


