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CHRISTMAS 1963
by: J a n e l ie  Cochran

The g a i ly  l i g h t e d  hem es, ‘the  pungent 
s m e l ls  t h a t  come from the k i t c h e n , th e  
busy shoppers loaded  down w ith  t h e i r  
b u n d les  b u s t l i n g  through th e  crowded 
s t o r e s ,  the  Santa  Claus on th e  s t r e e t  
corn er  w ith  h i s  j o l l y  "Ho’.HoIHol" ,and  
the  sound o f  Christmas c a r d s  . r*iding
h igh  on the c o ld ,  c r is p  a i r  t h i s  i s
th e  Christmas s p i r i t .  Peop le  are g r e e t 
in g  p eo p le  w ith  brJLght sm ile s ; . ,  and here  
and 'there i s  heard th e  c h e e r f u l  sound o f  
’•Merry C hristm as". This y e a r ,  as in  
y e a r s  p a s t ,  i t  i s  the  same. Or i s  i t ?
- '  This y e a r  th o se  b r ig h t  s m ile s  and th e  
f a m i l ia r  "Merry Christmas" mask broken 
h e a r ts  and unshed t e a r s .  Why? Because  
th ere  l i v e d  a man who once lau g h ed , who 
was the l e a d e r  o f  a n a t io n ,  and who 
knew th e  meaning o f  the w o r d * le a d e r sh ip ' . 
There was a man who forgave  and looked  
fo r  the good in  th e  fo r g iv e n .

There was a husband who lo v ed  with  a 
q u i e t ,  d eep , and e t e r n a l  lo v e .

There was a f a t h e r  who gazed w id e -  
eyed  with  jo y  in  h i s  h e a r t  as he watched  
h i s  young son g l e e f u l l y  d i s c o v e r  l i f e .  
Meanwhile, the p eo p le  o f  the  w orld  lo c k 
ed on and sm ile d  q u i e t l y  t o  t h e m s e l v e s ;  

tiioy were a p a r t  o f  som eth ing  and they  
knew i t .  They wero pai’t  o f  th e  m ajesty

o f  John F itzgeraL d  Kennedy.
But t h i s  l e a d e r ,  t h i s  f a t h e r ,  t h i s  

husbandj, t h i s  man was s tr u c k  dora by 
b ig o tr y  and h a tr ed , <'iid th e  shocked  
p eo p le  o f  -he w orld  ai^ikod, "why?".

Hours l a t e r  the  m?:n who was th e  weap
on o f  t h i s  b ig o tr y  and h a tr ed  was him
s e l f  l a i d  in  th e  gravea And th e  shocked  
p eo p le  o f  th e  w orld  a sk e d , "why?", "Why 
did  i t  happen?" "How cou ld  i t  happen in  
America only  a s h o r t  t i n e  b e fo r e  Thanks
g iv in g  and the  b eg in n in g  o f  the Chrdst-  
mas season?"

We have on ly  t o  search  o u r -h e a r ts  
f o r  th e  answ ers. Every tim e we have 
p e r m itte d  anger t o  r u le  us , every  tim e  
we have c r i t i z e d  u n j u s t l y ,  we have boen  
g u ix ty  o f  adding t o  the b ig o t r y  21: d 
h a tr ed .Sharcn Mcore

Diane Thompson Christmas i s  th e  season  o f  m ir a c le s .  
Marie Thompson Perhaps from t h a t  one lon e  grave in  

A rlin g to n  N a t io n a l  Cemetry w i l l  come a 
m irac le  i^or the  Christmas o f  1963,

B efore th a t  grave th e re  f l i c k e r s  an 
e t e r n a l  flame th a t  can be seen  f o r  m i le s .  
Through t a a t  l i g h t , t h e  s p i r i t  o f  the man 
s l e e p in g  in  t h a t  grave seems t o  send  
fo r th  t h a t  Christmas aiessage o f  long  
a g o , "Peace on e a r t h ,  good w i l l  t o  men."

I f  the  p eop le  o f  t h i s  e a r th  w i l l  but  
h ear  anew* t h i s  n e s s a g e ,  perhaps "the  
glow from t h a t  f i r e  can t r u l y  l i g h t  the  
world". But i f  t h i s  i . ,  t o  be s o ,  we must 
n e v e r  f o r g e t .  We must n e v e r  f o r g e t  t h a t  
man and the cause f o r  which he gave- h i s  
l i f e .

"Ask e v e r  person  i f  h e ’ s heard  the  
s t o r y ,
And t e l l  i t  s tr o n g  and c l e a r  i f  he 
has n o t . . . "

!5Don't l e t  i t  be f o r g o t ,  t h a t  once 
th e re  was a s p o t ,
For one b r i e f  s h in in g  moment th a t  was 
known as Camelot,"


