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8L By Donald G. Marshall

It was suggested that T include a note to tell all about the
last year. EXcept for losing Connie 1ast January and Uncle Skip
Rood and Cousin Gary Wilkins this fall, not much else has happened
These are the things I choose to kKeep in my own heart. However,

in the spirit of Christmas, I include a Christmas Pageant rememberence
from long ago. |

As you get much older, you sec your memories through a magnifying

giass of perfection. Glimpses of the past seem perrectly eleéar,
perfectly wonderful or perfectly awful. My best Christmas Memory
Sseems most wonderful - most lasting, and most "Christmasy". The

year was 1926 or 1927. The place was Wilmington, New York. The
event was the town Christmas Pageant.

New snow covered - no, engulfed - everything. But it was not
a usual snow. Not a blizzard, but snow beaucoup. Fine flakes,
the smallest flakes imaginable. They were soft and 1light and,
with no wind, they almost hung in the air as they slowly drifted
down. By evening, there was about 18 inches and it was still snowing
It was still very light and fluffy and soft. The town lights -
Street and homes - were not blotted out by the falling snow, but
rather they were accentuated and enhanced by the sparkling. Millions
Oor billions of sparkling crystals reflected and bounced any light
available. From our picture window, we could look down to the
corner where the red-bricked Methodist Churéh stood. The Whiteface
Mountain House Hotel and Everest's and Cooper's Stores were also
visible to us, their lights adding to the "Currier and Ives?" scene,
with dark buildings outlined, in contrast to the crystalline cover.

L

The Pageant was to be held at the Methodist Church. The
Sanctuary of the Church was on the second floor, with a stage erected
to the left of the alter. It was raised three or four feet above
the floor level. Five steps led up to stage level on one side.

I do not remember details of the stage setting (I'm tempted to

say 1t was a Nativity scene). Overpowering all else was the most
beautiful LIGHTED Christmas Tree.

This was the first electrically lighted tree ever seen by
most Wilmingtonites. How did this mear miracle happen? Well,
my Dad was chief of the Volunteer Fire Department. The Fire Department
Was also the social service group for the town: Field Days, Christmas

Pageants, Turkey Shoots, Yyou name it and the Fire Department did
the hard work required.

On snowshoes, Dad and a couple of his firemen went up the
mountain, selected a tree, cut it down and "topped it" for a nearly

perfect tree (it probably came from state land). Dad was also
the town's electrical contractor. He had access to the latest
electrical gadgets and equilipment. The lights were his; the o1d
series type: one out, all out. Dad, being way ahead of his time,

had spliced in one additional socket and bulb i1in each string.

This extended the continuggys service from a few minutes to a few
hours.



some parts of the program, I specifically remember: my Mother

(Sis) was to sing "O Holy Night". Prior to the Pageant, she had
laryngitis, and could not practice. In fact, she was not completely
recovered when she sang at the Pageant, but in that time and setting,
it was beautifully done. I had a short "piece" to recite, about

six or eight lines; perhaps it was "Christmas 1is coming and the
goose 1s getting fat," or something like that. But I was scared
to death and eventually had to be pushed to the stage stairs.
Under my own power, at the top stair, I tripped. I sprawled full
length out onto the stage. The spontaneous laughter relieved me
from my awful stage fright. I recited my short "piece" and was

done before the laughter was over. I was then called back to do
the recently practiced "piece" again.

I also remember that Claude Hathaway, Uncle Guy and Uncle
Art Wilkins sang “"We Three Kings" in costume. Claude's baritone
carrlied 1t off very well. I do not remember much else. I was
more lmpressed with the Christmas atmosphere; the smells of damp
wool clothing and the fresh tree, the decorations, the tree lights
and especially, the REAL CHRISTMAS SNOW. Sis and I walked home
afterwards with only a few car and sleigh tracks on the road, a
short but wonderful walk through a floating crystal cloud.
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