imases, we somehow al-

af »-  times. Her happiest
imas as a girl was the

No, it wasn't a doll. It
football. She was a bit
boy and she remem-
ppily kicking the ball
air with snow all
Like me, when she re-
rs Christmas past, she
think about bone chil-
old or frost-bitten fin-

,loc house in which I
bom and where I spent
; 11 years of my life
; to be snug and warm.
be,gubuilt by my grand-
er, Peter Beaver, or per-

nails, sticking out of
s, covered with white

Id, so I guess I wasn't.
‘my best Christmases

ar I helped put up
as trees at church.

ristmas trees, one in
;., corner of the old
Baptist Church.
e not little trees.
re towering monsters

which sat at
rners on the Six

e, was an old
with what we

, you had to climb
-nvay This stair-
ted noisily even

ed W children, Sb‘it

rees in church

andlmember our past .
M to remember the

t I don't remember -

got exactly what she  §

Beaver

as supper. After putting the
harness on the horses and
hitching them to the big
sleigh, we swung out of the
barnyard and headed back
toward the woods at a trot. T
thought at first we were just
going to get some firewood.
Then we stopped at this beau-

- tiful evergreen tree. My father

chopped it down and we
dragged it up into the sleigh.’
Then we went back past the

and out to the road. It

covered with snow and
we headed up the road to the
church. |

It was still in the middle of
the afternoon when we got
there. The Christmas program
was to be that night. Several
men were already there and
they opened up the double
doors and wrestled the big
tree inside. Using a saw they
cut the tree off straight. They
had to use ropes to set it
upright.

Then another tree arrived
and that was set up in the
south corner. I had often
wondered as a small boy how
those tall trees got into the
church. Now I had helped put
them there. Or maybe I just

got in the way.
It was starting to get dark
as we headed back home. To

~ this day I don't remember the

cold. I could hardly wait to go
back after supper. .



