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The Christmas Spirit
By  Dorothy Gonick
Long ago and far away in a small village, the local priest Father Nicholas, sat
watching the last rays of sunlight fade and then saw the first star glitter in the
darkened sky.  This star reminded him of that glorious star that shone many
years before as it hovered over the stable where the Christ child was born.
How he wished he could have been there to welcome and worship Jesus, he
began wondering what gift he would have chosen for that honor?

The time for celebrating the Christ mass was approaching and a longing
formed in his heart to give a special gift to Jesus for His coming birthday.   As
he mulled over this question, he recalled the scripture verse stating that
'Whatsoever ye do to the least of these, ye do unto Me.'.  There were many
'least persons' in his flock who were struggling with life's problems; who
would he choose?  In the days following, a decision was made to toss gold
coins into the home of a certain poor family who couldn't afford the dowry
for the daughters who wished to marry. 

Venturing out into that silent Christmas Eve while the villagers slept
soundly, he gave a skillful toss to the coins and watched as they dropped into
the yawning chimney.  With a happy heart, Father Nicholas returned to his
hearth silently singing a thankful greeting to Jesus, asking for His blessing to
be on all his parishioners.

Unbeknownst to Father Nicholas, the gold coins fell into one of the maid-
en's stockings that had been hung by the hearth to dry.  Her surprise was great
as she showed the treasure to her family.  They made haste to attend the
Christmas mass and give thanks for this Christmas miracle that morning.  The
wonderful news spread throughout the village and was often spoken about
through the year.  Each Christmas Eve, Father Nicholas chose wisely the
Christ Child gift, and soon the parishioners began surmising that he was the
secretive giver.  The little children loved his cheery smile and friendly greet-
ing whenever they met him.  Some were audacious enough to call him Father
Christmas - a name that children in far parts of the world still call him.

As the years passed, his long beard and hair became snowy white and he
became plumper in shape.  When Father Nicholas left the little village to
become the Bishop of Myra, the children became dismayed once again,
believing there would be no more Christ-Child gifts on Christmas Eve.  The
parents were unhappy to see how downcast the children were and told them
not to give up faith, all the while quietly anticipating the miracle they knew
awaited.  That next Christmas morn there was much excitement and rejoicing
as the surprised children found gifts tucked in their shoe or stocking and they
joyfully thanked the spirit of Father Nicholas.  And so it went, year after year
with the custom spreading throughout the countryside.  When the time came
for the beloved Bishop's spirit to leave his body, there was much sorrow, as he
was loved throughout the country.  Again the children were downcast, without
hope of Christmas surprises.  Yet, miracle of miracles, they awoke to find
treasures awaiting on Christmas morn: The Spirit of Christmas lived!  Ever
since that day, children over the world look forward eagerly to the visit of
Saint Nicholas each Christmas Eve.
P.S.  Try saying 'Saint Nicholas' 3 times as fast as you can-whose name do
you hear?  And now you know his nickname-Santa Claus!  Merry Christmas!
Dorothy Gonick

DON'T FORGET SO SEND A FREE HOLIDAY GREETING!
Email your Photo/Message to andy@peoplespressnews.com  It's FREE to
share and send a smile someone's way in The People's Press.  The deadline
for Holiday Greetings is December 21st. 

A Christmas Tree Adventure 
by George A.
The day was blustery cold, but I didn't care…my dad and I were on our way to cut down that perfect Christmas tree.
Frosty snowflakes clung to my snowsuit as we trudged along. Hey, it was December, and we were facing Old Man
Winter's frigid welcome.

Dad had to help me out several times with my clumsy efforts to overcome the grueling escapade. He would take my
hand, and with a grin as big as a mountain, ease me up over some huge snow bank. The going was rough, but I was
determined to show dad that I was a big kid now…I was seven years old and tough. I wasn't going to let a little bit of
cold and snow get in my way.

The wintry wind was being nasty as could be. Dad had to hug me up close a couple of times to shelter me from the
wind gusts that would spring up, without warning, as we trampled through the snow. I was happy when he decided we
should take a break. We paused beneath a huge pine tree that must have been a thousand feet tall. Dad slowly took out
a thermos bottle that he had hidden inside his coat, and gently twisted off the lid. "Wow…hot chocolate" He handed me
the little cup that comes with the thing. I breathed in the steam that drifted up into the chilled air. Then, with a big
smile, I sipped the hot contents. After dad had finished his cup, we were back to our adventure.

Then suddenly, right in the middle of a clearing, there appeared a magnificent evergreen tree. It stood there proudly,
and oblivious to these two determined tree hunters.

"That's it, dad." Dad nodded his head, and then without hesitating, walked right up to that noble-looking pine tree.
With dad's first swing of the axe against the trunk of that awesome standing timber, a starling flitted out from its snowy
roost. Clumps of fluffy snow fell from the outstretched boughs as dad continued to chop away with the axe. In no time
dad had that tree down. With the rope I had been carrying, we tied up the branches snugly so as to make it easy to drag
back home.

We whistled and sang as we each tugged on the ends of the rope holding our bounty. In no time at all, we were back
home. Mom and my sisters came out onto the front porch to welcome dad and me home from our tree hunt. After unty-
ing the tree, dad stood it up for all to see how it would look. Everybody clapped and said what a great Christmas tree it
would be. I was really proud that I had been dad's little helper that day.

The Christmas Carol That Baffled Me
There is one Christmas Carol that has always baffled me.  What in the world do leaping lords, French hens, swimming
swans, and especially the partridge that won't come out of the pear tree have to do with Christmas?
This week, I found out: From 1558 until 1829, Roman Catholics in England were not permitted to practice their faith
openly. Someone during that era wrote this carol as a catechism song for young Catholics. It has two levels of meaning:
the surface meaning plus a hidden meaning known only to members of their church. Each element in the carol has a
code word for a religious reality which the children could remember.
-The partridge in a pear tree was Jesus Christ.
-Two turtle doves were the Old and New Testaments.
-Three French hens stood for faith, hope and love.-
-The four calling birds were the four gospels of Matthew, Mark, Luke &  John.
-The five golden rings recalled the Torah or Law, the first five books of  the Old Testament.
-The six geese a-laying stood for the six days of creation.
-Seven swans a-swimming represented the sevenfold gifts of the Holy Spirit--Prophesy,   Serving, Teaching,
Exhortation, Contribution, Leadership, and Mercy.
-The eight maid's a-milking were the eight beatitudes.
-Nine ladies dancing were the nine fruits of the Holy Spirit--Love, Joy, Peace, Patience, Kindness, Goodness,
Faithfulness, Gentleness, and Self Control.
-The ten lord's a-leaping were the Ten Commandments.
-The eleven pipers piping stood for the eleven faithful disciples.
-The twelve drummers drumming symbolized the twelve points of belief  in the Apostles' Creed.

New Years at the Meriden Turner Society
The Meriden Turner Society will celebrate New Year’s Eve on Saturday, December 31st at the Turner Halle, 800 Old
Colony Road, Rte. 71, Meriden.  The festivities will begin at 7 PM with a catered buffet dinner and the music of Tech
Haus five-minus 4 and Gemini 2.  Included also are party favors, sparkling wine, coffee and sandwiches after midnight
at $25 per person.  Reservations are made by calling Leo at 203-440-0028 by Wednesday, December 28th. 


