	The Christmas Tree

 

            Christmas time had come again for us and our children.  The time was in the 1930’s when our country was still in the grip of the deep depression.  Jobs were nonexistent or hard to find and the pay depressingly low.  

            But it was a time when people were drawn together by their common need and there was a spirit of caring among neighbors.  

            Because pocketbooks were so flat, many parents began with Yankee ingenuity to hand-fashion most of the gifts their children would receive on Christmas day.  

            In one particular home blessed with a number of lively, healthy children, Mom and Dad worked far into the nights, while the children were asleep, improvising gifts for the family.  

            Small piles of wood became games, toys, puzzles, etc.  Tops of wool socks raveled, strands of yarn twisted together and reknit into warm caps, scarves, and mittens.  Old colorful felt hats were cut, spiraled into 1/4-inch strips, then crocheted into bedroom slippers by Mom.

            Dad cut used car inner tubes into shapes and stitched them onto the crocheted slippers to form soles.  The faithful old Franklin sewing machine was a partner in helping to fashion the unique stuffed animals the children looked for each year.  

            Soft flannel pajamas were gaily wrapped and hidden.  Homemade candy and cookies were secretly stored on a high shelf.

            Despite all these efforts, the scant store of money was nearly depleted in the purchase of needed galoshes for each child.

            This particular year Christmas day was to be spent visiting Grandparents in the country.  Grandma would have a Christmas tree so Mom & Dad decided it was unnecessary to buy a tree for their own home.  

            Not have a Christmas tree!  The children were upset—shocked!  They had always had a tree—small one to be sure—placed on a table to insure the safety of the little ones and to protect the ornaments on the tree.

            Seeing the disappointment on their little faces, Dad visited the tree lots in the neighborhood on December 23rd and found the trees were too expensive for the very slim pocketbook remaining. 

            By late afternoon December 24th, Mom could not longer stand their unhappiness and gave each of the three older children a shiny quarter each, knowing that by this time the trees would be marked down.  

            The children left joyfully, each warmly grasping his or her quarter as they set out with a child-like faith in miracles to visit the tree lots they had passed going to and from school.

            They were a long time returning home and it was nearly dark when they slowly came up the street towards home, tears staining their sad little faces, each child despairingly clutching a warm quarter they had been unable to exchange for any kind of tree.

            They had trudged miles that afternoon from lot to lot only to find the small, inexpensive trees sold and only large costly ones remaining.  Their cup of joy had been shattered.  

            Their steps grew shorter as they came closer home through the darkening day.  They turned from the street to the walk leading to the front door, only to come upon a dark object lying on the walk.  In the growing dark they stopped to examine it.

            A tree? A tree! A TREE!

            It lay too far from the street to have fallen from a car—there was no wind to have blown it from elsewhere.  No one in the neighborhood knew whence it came!  The children claimed it as their own.

            As a Christmas tree, it had imperfections.  The limbs were sparse and twisted on one side.  Unevenly distributed elsewhere—but it was a Christmas tree—a hemlock with shiny green needles, fragrant with resin.  To the children it was the most beautiful tree God ever created—their first floor to ceiling tree.

            Our Lord, whose birthday we celebrate, once said that a cup of cold water given in His name would be remembered and rewarded.  This being so, we know that someone who once looked at the tear-stained faces of three small children with compassion, caring, kindness, and above all action, will also receive the reward the Savior promised.

            The memory of that day has become a golden one to this family throughout the years.  Even now in the year 1985 in homes scattered throughout our country there will be those in our family who pause in their Christmas festivities and say to their families, “Let me tell you again the story of the most beautiful Christmas tree.”

 

 

(The account of the Christmas tree mentioned in the story above is true and was written by Mother (Miriam Herring Hill) at the request of the religion editor of the Press-Enterprise after he heard Mother tell the story at a Christmas party of the Fellowship Sunday School Class in December of 1985.  This story appeared in the Press-Enterprise on December 14, 1985.) 

 


