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Dec. 8, 1943

CHRISTHUAS

By williem Sarcyan

First I wo:ld like to ey to you, "Merry Christmas," It is like this =
when I say it, I want it to mesn what it moans. Nd just words under a picture
on a card, dropped in the mailbox on the corner, or handing you something
wrapped up in red paper which I have boughts I want it to say what it saye,
the way a child says it,

Christmas is looked forward to by a child with even preater excitement than
the excitement with which he looks forward to his own birthday, because Christe
mas is everybody's birthday, with the party going on all over the world, Christe
mes 1s to every child, in his own wey, the wonder of the world and the light
of life,

Christmas is odors, brought in from the cold to the {ire, & great
layghing blend of perfume made of the scent of snow mingling with the seent
of sanctity; of holly and fir mingling with the glits of new clothes and new
shoes; of Christmae candy and the bright, pseinted toys minglirng with the un~
mistakable scent of happiness that comes out of people st Christmas, no matter
how deeply it is buried,

Christiss is sounds -« the ;alking and the laughing, the shouting and
the singing of childhood's hymns - the tinkling of the music box, which says
“Hosanna" in the child's lunguage of gladness, no metter 1f it is only saying,
"This is the way we wash our clothes, wash our clothes, wash our clothes)®
in ¥nplish,

Christoas is tastes -« the round, jolden taste of the orange - the
taste of the perfect sphere, which has hung among the green leaves in the
warm sun, It is the red-and-white striped taste of peppermint. It is the
sharp, sweet julce of the apple {rom the Loe of the stocking., Mny tastes



g
mist blend to make the taste of Christmes,

Christmas is sights; bubt who can tell of the sights of Christimas
reflected in the eves of & child? ‘

Christmas is béeing together - gathering together. It 1s the time of the
heart's inventory, It is the time of going home in many ways, You do not
have to tell a child what this means, and at Christmas, if at no other tive,
all men are children,

Because it 1s the child's day, the coming of Christmas up the white
steps of December transforms mothers and fathers, throixgh old and wintry v
legerdemain, into the children Lhey onCe were - and still are, for that matier,
and must slways be - until at last, on Christmes Eve, their caroling beside
the tree is with the earnest voice of chiidhoods Anc the tears in Lheir eyes are
once again the tears caused by great expectations of wondrous things to come =
expectations stirred in the infant heart of humanity, and somedsy, as sure ag the
sun, to be fulfilled,

If children could spesk -« or if anybody could - what mﬁuld be said on .
Christmae Day would be the book that all books would be. Bubt who can say, with
words, what children feel, what Christmss means to them and to us? There are no
words for it.

And yet children say it 2ll o with meaning straizht and clear < when they
say only, “Merry Christmas.,”

And 8o, as one of them, and one of you, and ones of us, helpless with the
clumsy words, I say to them and to yous "Hervy Christmas,"

I say it as & child says it,



