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My thanks to everyone who has made this book
possible.

Thanks to my wife Stella for without her love
and devotion, this Christmas Story could not have been
written......Thank you my darling for a life I never dreamed I'd
live.
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Most of all, this book is dedicated to you,
the reader, you who have chosen to make the reading of this
Christmas Story a part of your Holiday traditions.

From our family to yours, we wish you a Merry
Christmas.
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For it is only through The fulfillment of
your dreams That true and everlasting happiness Can and will be
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A Holiday Tale, The
Magical Christmas Tree Room

 


It’s Christmas time in the city and nothing
could hold us back, not the holiday bargains on Newbury Street, nor
“A Christmas Carol” at the Wang. We were off, just my dog, Tripper,
and me in the old Jeep Wagoner. Off to a winter wonderland, a
magical land not far from here, where, in the hands of a child, a
simple box of black buttons and the contents of a dusty old trunk
can bring to life a “magical playmate” in the snow. I have, since
the days of my childhood, always enjoyed this annual holiday drive
to my grandfather’s country home.

It’s amazing, we’re only a handful of hours
into our journey and there is nothing in sight that even remotely
resembles the world we’ve left behind.

The tall buildings of the city have been
replaced by mountains so grand in stature that only the most gifted
architect of them all can lay claim to their design.

The concrete and pavement of the city that is
home to only sparsely planted trees, have given way to rolling
hills and evergreen for as far as can be seen.

This winter’s frequent snowfalls have
transformed the countryside into a wondrous winter playground.
Excited young children, along with their families, have now filled
the mountain slopes, the ice covered ponds, and the storybook,
small country towns. All of the area’s vacation homes, lodges,
restaurants and taverns are now brimming with the laughter and
gaiety of this holiday season’s joyful young guests.

One of the favorite past times of the young
vacationers has always been the holiday rides aboard the
magnificent horse-drawn sleighs. The grandly decorated holiday
sleighs that are now all filled with the pitter-patter of pounding
hearts, as through the mounds of drifted snow and over the frozen
countryside the mighty stallions dash.

The countryside’s weathered, white
farmhouses, along with their raised red barns and groves of
gracious evergreens, are covered in a measure of winter white. It
looks as if the landscape, for as far as can be seen, has been
decorated by the gentle hand of Mother Nature in celebration of the
upcoming holidays.

The area is teeming with life, as the lords
of the land tend to their daily chores. Farm animals huddle near
the troughs of their feed. And the rolling hills are filled with
the sounds of laughter, and the sites of fun filled play. For
there, all clad in scarves and mittens, their booted feet all warm
and toasty, excited young children spend their winter days upon
toboggans, sleds and grand old sleighs. During our travels this
day, Tripper and I have driven through some of the small,
snow-covered country towns that are nestled among the rolling
hills. These small towns’ ageless homes, most of which are bordered
by white picket fences, have all been decorated for the season with
charming holiday lights, Christmas wreaths upon their doors and
candles glistening on their windowsills.

Over the years, multitudes of artists have
traveled from throughout the world, to visit these quaint little
towns. They have all come with a passion to sketch and to paint in
order that they might preserve for the ages the visions of this
area’s delight-filled landscapes, historic buildings, bridges and
old country homes. Few of those artists have left this region
before applying to canvas the images of the charmingly curious
white steeple churches, the age old country churches that can be
found in nearly every town and hamlet throughout this beautiful
land.

A family vacation to this breathtaking
country, where “magical frosted playmates” are often seen dancing
about the snow-covered fields, will surely fill the hearts and
minds of all who come with fabulous lifelong memories.

While driving along the back country roads,
we’ve seen some of the weathered gray shacks that are used in the
spring of each year to process the sap of the maples into the syrup
that makes its way to our breakfast tables.

Along the way, there are the rushing waters
of roadside streams, white birch growing in the snow along their
banks and occasional glimpses of wild turkeys and white tailed deer
foraging among the windswept pines.

As youngsters, I, along with my brothers and
sisters, had spent our summer vacations running with some of the
local rascals here amongst these Green Mountains. What great
summers they were, for the fifties were the best of times to be a
kid. We built our share of forts within the branches of the trees,
sailed the local waters upon rafts guided by the summer breeze, and
Mrs. Foley’s strawberry patch was no stranger to the imprints of
our knees.

One June day, after arriving from the city,
we awoke before sunrise, packed lunches, and set out to explore the
banks of a nearby river, an area that was rumored to have been,
during the days of the Revolutionary War, the sight of a sprawling
Indian village.

We had, for several weeks, repeated the
routine of the early morning wake up and the hike to the river,
with nothing at all to show for our efforts until one fateful day,
when, while on the trail of a rabbit, we stumbled upon the tiny,
brush-covered entrance of an old cave. An ancient Indian cave, that
was to consume our time for the remainder of that summer and most
of the next.
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