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| (n.y \vaﬁ’mg this morning. came- Areamy and slow,
As [ looked outthe window ot syarﬁling white snow

A peacefulvess seemed to surround my small bed,
AS awamm goose&mvn piuow mftk& my llea&‘

A quﬂf Was my cover, so cloway and Soflf,

1 skp‘t in a small, cozy, warm, bittle bft.

| lokzed toward the lodder which led down below
| Aud then at the window sill laden with snow.

1 sighed very sofdy, m ey ,change&ﬂwit aze-;
Co fit'e)ai:c& cgzusfc}:irs lmgbﬂy lmrniug gﬂaze

' Che warm, SpiCy scetit of bavberrv and pine;
Reminded me somchow ﬂta}f’ gl;?sus was mine-

1 remember last Christmas;a prayer that | }meal .
 On my knees with my,Dad, the commitmert | made.
| felt the Jeep bve He so greaﬂ,y outpoured,

- (Ohen 1took Jesus Christ as my Saviour and ford



]

this morning brougkt ‘membrance of all that 1 had,
‘my mother and brother, my sister and dad.

A warm bed, a safs- home, some- day even heaven,
l really ﬁl" blessed as a young, lad of Seven.

02}) brother awoke with o grin on his )c ace—,
e felt warm and bap)mp in his little ploce—.
e said wilh a wlt‘tspat, his voice small and low, ]

“Ws Christines Day, deremy./ ” his face— all aglow.

We crawled ot of ‘Lé‘aﬁfmont making a notse.,
(@cre})t to ﬂw e&ge-cycﬂlﬁluznl oakeu bfk,
Che silence was broken when Gim geuﬂy couglwd.

Oly mother was llumming a lxymu b}v the fire~, |
Cwas sung very of ten by folk in the choir.

ESlw was sewing on someﬂling, 'it L’okml lll!ﬁ Q ‘l“ial
:AS she roched inthe rodker my gran3~3ml had buslt

|




1 smeuecl the ﬁnnﬂiar od Chrisbnas tmte scent
Cim smelled it too and then toward me he berit.
Do vou smell it deremy ?” his eyes openecl wide,
“It’s g’mgerbrcacl men! ”Poung ti}wthy cried.

wiﬂl ﬂlat our clear moﬁ1¢r gbnw«l up wlﬂl a smili
She wilt‘mgl}v knew we'd been s ):yirg a while-.
‘Gét Al‘essea an;l come AOwn,”ller scﬁ \wrls 5wma1toﬁ910,
(‘Cl)l\y Aunie’s been up the last bhour or so.”

Aroun& ftom the corner then Pee}ml our small sisles
Ohe ran up fo mother, then smilea and Rissed her:
‘WDith crumbs on her checks Amnie gi@ecl with glee,
“Jook at what momm}t has giwmto me-."

And with that, she liftea her small )auclg? hand,
;{olaing within it a gings man.

Her bende hair, her blue eyes, her ﬁ'ame verp small,
Made utyy swedl sister loock }’ust like a dolL.



[Boﬂ1 Cim and 1c1wssecl n tnuc\l less than a ﬁasll, |
%Ana ’towarlﬂm'oakwer we mcu]e a Qui;:k&ush. ‘
1 hooked my suspe‘m]ers,cliuﬂ)ea down from the ldder,
Et‘. Chﬁsﬁfas inour llousef was no 1iﬂq?’ m’tter%

l
| stopped inmy tracks, and then silest | stood,
1 heard the fain‘t noise—of my dad clto,:»ying wood. 4
CD ' eralet' tan over, kiSSecl mom on ’H1e~ clleek, é‘
l jol nced ou‘l}‘htﬁrinaow and took a small Peek. -

'(ﬁu ha&n’{: no”tical and ran on ahead .
Wanting to taste the brown spice- giugerbteaa.

L leoke q{ my moﬂler, she sai«l with a Smilee, .
“%w‘ dad will be ﬁnis]w(l in jus’t a short whilef

i l \valkec[ {To her slowly, my ﬁ;e% on bare Pinev, ~
So Polishe& and smosth over long pears of time-.

Che ﬁoor soﬁ:]y wiirrored the fire’s orange glc)w,
Mowm swiled , locked down and continued to sew.
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| With hugs and a kiss | then greded my mother,
‘023; sister had run oul o be with my brother.
Chen | eﬂﬂy my mom puEecl me inlo her lap.
'Ana oM ﬂl@ t‘oucg% Plank }aorch my ear heara L Lo

| Ozy dad quicuy openecl the door with a flair;
M face felt a nip of the cold winter’s air.
And there updod stood,such a strong andsome mas
 (Vith an armﬁl of wood am? an ax in his hand.

Che blanket ‘f snow on his shoulders was thin:
It started tomelt on his coat of buckskin.

: {‘Lz- yuf Hle c]top}:ea 1000(1 in a])ox I)p Hw- ;loor;
Gw Snow from f\is 51\01113&3 arippea onto the flgor

He hu liis la ax on the wall two

Chen g:%i}\ed ﬂigjmal ’ lu‘ckmp chips from bis egé.;s’
He took oﬁ: his coat aud his hal wilh much care-,
Chen brushed his big ﬁngers across his bleck hair
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 Daddy walked over and squeexed my small hand,
Chen he O}Jem’a the ﬁw till the fire- was s Fanzed.
}';om the kitchen ran Annie and G wiﬂl loud sqgal
@}7 5‘5’)))3@3 and then rocked on their toes and their heels.

' Cheir hands l)elﬁml ﬂ\em,ﬂ\ep ashed wilh grml' vigor,
‘Guess what we- have.”and their eves gol much bigger.
(hey giggle& as Ja‘l&y 5uggesfe3 a hen,
“l know!” he said “Youve g&t gr‘ugetbreaa menl”

e 11fﬁz& all three of us close to Zn‘f chest,
Chenl closed my blue epes and 1 £t a sweel rest.
;‘He» let us down slawyt;fave» mom a warm kiss,

Che S}Jirifof (%oa h brougllf fee]ings f bliss.

 Ce only fcﬁnt noise in the room we could hear,
Was the noise of ﬁwfz“re, to us it was dear.
e sizz]é and pop gf the llick’rp and oak, |

F (Dould grow even louder with each little })okevf




/@Ie Cht‘istmas tree- éi'oocl in the corner so gmml,
Oue which had grown on wmy ﬁ;ﬂter’s own land.
Su&l a goocl l’ree— witll a ﬁm evenfa}aer,

€e star on the toP was of sltiny while paper-

l’t was l%e(l wiﬂl popeorn cm& CI‘CltJ)ﬁl't‘P striugs,
Ay}ales and candles and other bri ghf tlﬁngs. |

Szveml gloss bulbs ulliCIl had come from the east
Aud gmuﬁakes of paper, so carefn'x@y creased.

l sawﬂwpofcl\ecl stockings which hung- in their

&me— old %itwip)aé ]Jictu:egs cf lmmabnl% faces.jlam
Au aunf anl an unclé*, acousin mune(l @‘ranceb,
And ﬂlere-_ in the middle- my loving gran;l}nmiﬁ

(D¢ had sat as a famil? an hour or so,
While talking and lauging and singing s0 low.
&en # inthe (ﬁtwcev we- heard a borse neigll,
And the jingle- of bells dltached to o sleigh.
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éBefére us was all of the foods we adorved,

And in iy small wind lagain pmisea. the ford.
Q’ast 00Se an(l warm biscuils made oul cj'. cotu meal,
Swedbread with walnuls and bils (yc orange ))eel

| Grect;l)eatls and dressing and Jélen glazal ‘ ms,
Canberries, ap))leﬁaucg. }‘eﬂige; a_n’cl j ams ‘)"1 |
wé fauwcl anclwea{'e cmclwzlea we wereﬂ\rm ’ |
(ke walked tothe tree where the preserts were fu

1 looked in my stocking, the rim which was belled,
A cane made of candy, my blue eyes beheld.

(Qy nose reauy loveJ that greai’ }aey}m‘min% $meu, |
An orarge-an& some muls which were still in the shell.

Small @t\my and Aunie had goﬂen the same-,
@n cach ﬁmn& the pa which bore his own name
 Avound the done hearth wit agifc in our laps, o
 (ramps, with Bis‘f'gave-ﬂte floor two quick raps.
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K¢ shared this siovy on each (Bristmas (lalg,,

ISaid Gramps witha gesfure- “Hear cach word 1 say.
bis 5%01‘}7 is more thana ngencl pou lmow,

Ut started in Beﬂl]ellem long Vears ago >

He told us the sfory ‘bout a small l)a])? Loy,
And how ﬂlmu@ his birth he was stll I?ringiug jo?, |
e PlCl&Cl up his Bible and read us the part ;
here (Jesas was born , and il warmeclever? headd.

7. gmnd:m said “(al wmas GOJ’S giﬁf fo manliina, |
And no mﬂ:{-ﬁﬁ could our Father God find. |
So thal is reason w]lp once every vear,

e give» cf ourselv,,.es to the ones we hold clear.”

;L “Exchanging these presen%s is more Than jus{ fun,
Ri:2 remin%xx‘nng us all that God gave us His son.
@ntinue to think of the gift from above—,
Remeaber it alwa};s , tell those that you love-”



| (De ope ne& our pt‘esent‘, each one in ﬂneir %urn,
Ut seemed everyp Christinas ,a truth | wonld learn.
A new birth was wrou@'i inmy heart last Yaldtide,

l understand now, wh? for me Uesus died. |

Ge evening llacl come and the Ja}; slippal away,

ln chaﬁing and singing and muéll family ﬂay‘ -
| Gat granclya ancl gramzma slmrecl par}cﬂc their li e,
| 5@ time pears ago ﬂuz? became man ana nn‘fé. |

 Our grandpa told stories of when he was young,
And %ow l was ha:nging the sock be had bnngg.

He had done quife» a lol in Jll of his szg)
(’)}) granaj)a is s Peci’al in manyﬁn@ ways.

‘:Ancl grandma was there I)}v his side all the time
;Boﬂl now in his old age-, as well as his prime-.
Cwas God that had joinecl thern and not )tts% Hllulﬁ?
| for cach was a warm-hearled, kind, loving male-.




Ge time far us cllildfen to slgep had come ‘round,

| ow SIHgt l)elow 1S Hu& cal)ms lone- souncz
02? mind has been czwezlz on kugb?s ofﬂw Jap
Be ﬂllngs wlucl\ had llappened each s%e)) afﬂw um}z

worn tmml re{urns to Hw— lwm and ﬂw not,
l ﬂum]& vou Geator ﬁr wamg me how,

ur love-, ﬂu‘ouglt your son, was PoureJ out upon us
is syzcial, my seventh, log cabin Christmas.




Christwas 19



