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Midnight Mass
It was a typical Christmas Eve at the
Dubay home. All the family was at home,

bustling around getting ready to go to mid-
night Mass together for the first time.

~ The soft musical notes of Silent Night
were interrupted by the ringing of the
phone.
 “Are you gomg to get it, Mom?” cried
Renee.

“Yes, I'll get it, honey.” . . . “Renee, Mrs.
LaRue wants to know if you’ll baby-sit
for her tonight. She . ..

“But, Mom, that means I can t go to
church with you. Tll have to miss the
twelve o’clock Mass again. What does she
have to do anyway that’s so important?”

“She’s going to church, dear.”

“Mother,. she knows we were supposed
to go to church together tonight. What
makes her think I should stay home just
so she can go?”

“Do what you want, Renee. She asked
me to have you call and let her know if
you’ll baby-sit or not. But before you ecall,
let me tell you that she wants to go to
Mass tonight so she can be with Babs and
the twins on Christmas morning.”

“Oh well, I don’t know yet. I'll have to
talk with her.”

As Renee left the room to call Mrs. La-
Rue her mother held her breath. She did
so want to hear Renee give the right
answer ,

Mrs. Dubay smiled as she heard the
answer. She had hoped she would say
yes. ;

She still doesn’t look too happy about

it ‘all, thought her mother, but she’ll get

over it.

“Close the door tight when you leave,
will you, dear?”

“0.K., Mom.
Mass.”

As Rene closed the door behind her she
still thought it terribly unfair that she
should give up her first midnight Mass.
Everybody would be there with their fam-
ilies tonight and where would she be?
Baby-sitting. 7

Oh, well, she thought, I might just as well
enjoy the night. A white blanket lay across
the town and the stars resembled the flick-
ering flames of the candles that were prob-
ably burning already on the altar at Im-
maculate Conception Church. The stars
were in the blue-black sky which seemed
as if you could look for miles and miles
into it. - -

Tll see you right after

Mrs. LaRue was at the door when Renee.

got there.

“It was sweet of you to come on so short
notice. I can’t thank you enough.”

. “Think nothing of it. Are the babies
asleep yet?”

“Oh heavens, yes. We're going to leave
now so we’ll get a seat. Turn on the tree
if you like and there are Christmas records

on the phonograph. Goodbye, Renee.”
" “Goodbye, Mrs. LaRue.”

Renee did turn on the tree and when
the tree lit up so did the stable arranged
inside the fireplace. Her eyes rested on the
stable for a moment. It seemed to remind
her of something. :

She busied herself with the records, plac-

ing her favorite carols right side up on the
record player,, and then turned down the
volume so it wouldn’t wake the kids.
. The house was dark except for the tree
and stable lights and the beautiful rays of
color seemed somehow to add to the still-
ness of the night. Her eyes rested again on
the stable. How still and lonesome it must
have been. As it is here.

Renee couldn’t resist the impulse to look
in on the twins. She didn’t see little Bobby
and Billy with their light curly hair and

Shopping!-P*!

day spirit in the air but I was unwilling
partaker of the same simply because again
I had waited ’til the last day to go to Christ-
mas shopping.

After getting downtown, my first im-
pression was that the whole human race
had gone berserk and now like a huge

bunch of stampeding steers was surging ! Mute is the playground where deep lies the

through the streets. I was about to enter
a small shop when an unusually large wo-
man changed my plans and almost carried
me across the street.

With renewed effort I raced for the door
only to be stopped by a human barricade

|

Playground Crib

Hiple . ’ ‘ ' .
It was snowing in Detroit and the wind . It’s winter—the sky’s an eternal, deep blue

was sharp and cold. There was a gay holi--

And branches are lace-like, the moon
shining through.

. All over the ice pond bright jewels flash

And the sled-run extends like a grey

ribbon sash.

" There’s holy hush in the great white place.

e

sSnow.

i And around the log stable, the soft silken

fleece

: Has quieted the God-Man who sleeps

of window shoppers. Seeing it was useless |
to continue my futile attempts, I began
walking and was soon in the midst of a

crowd of shoppers that carried me just
about all over. After much pushing and

jostling I finally got on a homeward bound -
: full of twinkling stars and snow was gently
. falling to the earth. It was a perfect night
_for Christmas Eve.

bus and wearily recalled those famous last
words, “Next year TI'll do my shopping
early.”

—Eugene Mizak

Christmas Prayer

The moon in heaven spreads its light -
Over a world covered with snow;

And the ice that hangs upon the trees
Is reflecting its silvery glow.

God looked down with tired eyes

And what He saw made Him smile

For in the church, with head bowed low,
A little boy was walking down the aisle.
At the Communion rail he knelt to pray,
“Oh God, thanks for my bike and train
And that big shiny brand-new sleigh.
But how come I got all the toys

When today is your birthday?”

—Geraldine Antonelli

Christmas at Home

I love everything about Christmas—the
snow, the presents, and of course, mid-
night Mass. But there is one thing I love
above all and that is just sitting around
with my family on Christmas Eve. Noth-
ing outstanding takes place. It’s just an
ordinary family gathering with eggnog or
coffee and my moms delicious fruit cake
and cookies.

Now that Joey, my six-year-old brother,
is a little older, we don’t have to pretend
that Santa puts up the tree. But he still
thinks Santa will be around to leave our
presents. '

We get a big kick out of the kids who
sing carols from house to house. That
usually starts Mom playing the piano. And
we end up singing and tiring ourselves out.
By the time it’s eleven o’clock and time
to go to church we’re awfully sleepy but
wouldn’t miss it for anything.

—Barbara Andrezik

chubby faces. She saw each of them as a
little Christ Child. It’s not as though I'm
just taking care of the twins, she thought.
I'm taking care of Mary’s Son. Even He
said, “What you do to the least of My
brethen you do unto Me.”

Renee went back to the living room filled

with the kind of special happiness you get
when you feel close too God. She left the
babies’ room knowing that midnight Mass
could never have brought her the joy that
she wag getting by spending this night with
Christ. ‘ ‘

—Carole Damrais

below.

—Mary Agnes Kronner

Gift for A Giver

It was a beautiful night. The sky was

The streets were deserted and it was un-

~usually quiet and peaceful. This was go-

ing to be the first midnight Mass I ever
went to.

As I walked silently on my way to church
I began to wonder what Christmas really
meant. It was Christ’s birthday all right
and I was on my way to celebrate it, but
when you celebrate a birthday you usually
bring a gift of some sort. What had I to
give to Christ? I hadn’t done anything
special for him in my entire life. Of course,
I did the minimum which is required of
any Catholic, you know, like going to Mass
every Sunday and holy day and receiving
Holy Communion during the Easter time.
That was all.

I never really realized how I was wasting
my life until the automobile accident. Sit-
ting in that hospital really makes a guy
think.

The church bells began to ring and then
it came to me. I turned my thoughts to-
ward heaven and said, “Dear God, I offer
You all the trials I'll have to go through
because I lost that leg. I know it isn’t very

~much, but it’s the best I can do.. So Happy

Birthday, Lord.”

And there on the way to church a cer-
tain feeling of joy enveloped me, because
for once in my life I was doing something
special for Christ. Yes, this was really
going to be a very Merry Christmas.

—Francis Dropsho

Christ Came to Russia

It wasn’t long ago or once upon a time.
It was Christmas, 1954, in Russia. Peasants
gazed out of frosted windows at a world of
dazzling cold—Lookmg, hoping for somethmg
But what?

Suddenly a star appeared, a bright star
with golden light, They wondered. Could this

.mean— ? Surely nobody would defy the secret

police. But perhaps ... Faith was still with

~the poor people.

“We will go and see,” they said. And they
went, from many houses, to the place over
which the star shone. There in an old barn
was a priest. They were to have Mass. Tired

-old faces lifted. A silent joy shone on them.

Christ came to Russia.

And I will be with you all days, even to the
conswmmmadion of the world.

—Sally Przybylski

looking living room.

the toys he’s

Santa Obliges

This takes place in a large, comfortable-
Down center is a fire-
place and down left is a brightly decorated
Christmas tree surrounded at the bottom with
snow upon which is a crib. Mr. and Mrs.
Hansen are seated on the couch, lazily watch-
ing the fire. Il is Christmas Eve and caroling
can be heard softly in the distance.

Mr. Hansen: Do you think the ehildren are
asleep, dear?

Mrs. Hansen: (Yawning) They should be.
They’ve been upstairs nearly a half . . . What’s
that noise?

Mr. Hansen: (Laughing) Probably Santa
coming: down the chimney.

Mrs. Hansen: Don’t be silly. T really heard
something.

(Two small children enter the room. One
is a boy of six; the other a girl of four. Both
are clad in pajomas.)

Billy: We couldn’t sleep, Mommy.

Susie: Did Santa come- down the chimney
yet?

Billy: You’d better put the fire out, Dad.

Mrs. Hansen: You children should be in
bed. Santa will bring your gifts, but you
mustn’t see him.

Susie: All right, Mommy.

(The two children look at each other, g@gqle
and leave the room.) ®

Mr, Hansen: They sure are anxious to get
their gifts. Should we put them under the
tree now ? S

Mrs. Hansen: Not just yet. 1 heard an-
other noigse. 1 think the children are still
awake.

(Just then Mr. and Mrs. Hansen are start-
led by a noise from the chimney. A splash
of water comes down and exlinguishes the
fire. This is rapidly followed by Santa, ap-
pearing from the chimney. With his arrival
the two children re-enter the room.)

And look at all
got! Are you surprised, Mommy ?

Billy: T knew he’d come.

Mrs. Hansen: (Recovering from the shock)
Of course, darling. (Looking at Santa) T'm
afraid T don’t understand.

Santa: Your children told me that you “a’hd
your husband would be waiting up for me.
They didn’t want you to be disappointed.

—Jan Kaufman
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Stars

Silver buttons

On a great blue coat

Sparkle and glisten as

They praise the Lord on high,

Sequins glowing

Against Mary’s gown
Shining and twinkling in
The heavens, lauding God.

Black was the sky

That first Christmas night,
But millions of eyes
Watched the world turn.

~ Small dancing lights—
But one was greater;
It led the Wise Men to
Where Christ lay.

—Joyce Tercheck -
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