WHAT CHRISTMAS MEANS TO ME.

The Brightest Day of All the Year!
How widely diverse is its meaning! To some Christmas implies a round of ceaseless gaiety; to
some a season of family reunion; to some a time of eating and drinking; to some many gifts both
given and received. But to me Christmas means more — so much more — than any of these.
First, because I was a Christmas gift myself. On the 25th of December, the snowflakes and I came
into the world together, and however much I loved the flowers and sun of other seasons, the
snowflakes and I have always been on specially good terms ever since one's birthday is one of
the few things that no wish or will can change; but if I had my choice out of all the three hundred
and sixty-five, I would have picked no other. For it has always seemed to me that Christmas
should be the world's brightest day, and I am glad that I have so real a share in it.
Then Christmas brought to me God's best and dearest gift. It was only Seven years after the
Christmas day about which I have been told so much, but remember nothing, that there came a
night when the lights were low and the presents all given. I, long since tucked in my white, warm
bed, felt a big longing tugging at the happiness of the day which was keeping me wide awake.
At last, I could bear it no longer, and with bare feet pattered down to my mother's door, and
into her tender embrace, sobbing out all my wish to give a Christmas present of myself to Jesus
on his birthday and my own. And the wonderful new joy that came to me, kneeling there with
my dear mother's arm around me, has made it quite impossible for me ever to doubt the absolute
reality of a child's conversion.
Last, but not least, Christmas always stands to me for happiness, that rich and lasting kind,
springing from the creation of happiness. Christmas is my busiest day in all the year. And the joy
which grows as I hand out the packed baskets into thin hands , and see the faces of little children
light up at the sight of our giant Christmas tree, and stroke the baby's cheek as some poor
mother thanks me with tears for its new coat, rests all my weariness.
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