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CHRISTMAS  IN MY HOME TOWN

By Bayne Grubb

As I think of Christmases past, while growing up in Fries,

I remember how I adored the brightly lit Christmas trees.

I remember the decorations in the yards and on the doors.
I remember hours of window shopping at the “Company Store”.
Daddy would cut our Christmas tree from the cedars on Aunt Myrt’s land.

We’d cover it with decorations and I thought it looked so grand.

Sometimes I’d just sit there and stare at it all night long.

Often I’d turn on the radio and try to find Christmas songs.

Mama would order most of our gifts from Montgomery Ward.
Others she would get in Galax or down at the Company Store.

I remember always wondering what I would get each year.
One year it was a pedal car, another year a huge teddy bear.

I remember always hoping it would snow on Christmas Eve.

I loved the beauty of the snow on the houses and the trees.

I’d anxiously watch the weather on the Roanoke T.V. station,
hoping we’d get an extra long Christmas school vacation.

But what I cherished most of all about those Christmases past,

was when my brothers and sisters would get to our house at last.

I felt those were the best of times; I still feel that way today.
Those memories of Christmases past are in my mind to stay.
Some in my family have left us, others live far away.

But I still think about them all, every Christmas Day.

I wish we could all be together at Christmas time each year,

but they’re always in my heart, whether far away or near.
