
MY FIRST CHRISTMAS

I was about five years old the

year the Communists held their 25,

000 miie march. We moved to a

small town to avoid the Marchers
passing through.

My mother was a born edu-

cator. Wherever she stayed, she

would start a reading class and

Bible study group. It was not an ex-

ception in that small town and my

sister and I even became Teacher's

Aide helping those who held a

writing implement for the lirsl time.
You can imagine how rnuch

excitement we felt that Christmasl
We made colorful paper chains to
hang from one wall to another. We

tore cotton balls into pieces and put

on the Christmas tree as

snowflakes. We used rice paste for
gift wrapping. We braided colorful
threads for bows and other decora-

tions.
In the evening after supper,

we sat around our round dining
table with flickering oil lamp to re-

cite Bible verses. The special pas-

sage in Luke 2, "There were shep-

herds in the field keeping watch

over their folck at night""' was for
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the Christmas program we were
going to present.

My wise mother didn't stop

there though. She would always

remind us that Jesus came to die

for us in order to take away our

sins. At one of the night gatherings,

I cried out suddenly. Mother

thought I was sick, but I told her,

sobbing; "I can't take it that Jesus

had so much pain and died."

Mother was very happy upon hear-

ing this. She said that it was the

work of the Holy Spirit that I had

this feeling and she asked me to
open my heart ask Jesus come in.

I wonder whether that was my

born again experience and I re-

member that I was so close to Jesus

that evening. It seemed that I was

accompanying Him from the

manger to the cross. That was truly
my first Christmas !

Friends! If you don't have a

life connection with Jesus, what is
Christmas to you? A party? Some

tradition? I wish that this year's

Christmas will become your real
first Christmasl
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