





ine or Mandarin orange in our stocking to eat when
we open our presents. Along with this, usually comes
our new toothbrush and perhaps a small tube of tooth-
paste. In the past, after we learned to drive, our stock-
ings were filled with window and lock defroster. Even-
tually Santa had given us so much defroster our shelves

*were full. Finally Santa got the message we couldn’t
use all the defroster during our mild winters, so for
several years we haven’t received any. I often won-
der, “What is he shelf life of defroster?”

Christmas Day morning is spent quietly at home with
my immediate family. Later on in the day my aunts,
uncles and cousins come over and we open even more
presents from them if they haven’t been with us the
night before. Sometimes friends drop by, too, for a
casual Christmas buffet with a standing rib roast, an
assortment of vegetables, potatoes, an abundant sup-
ply of potato lefse, and leftovers from the night before
with new additions, including more holiday cookies
and such. Perhaps a little bit of koldtbord has come
down through the generations.

The fabulous popcorn balls my dad’s mother made
were memorable, and nowadays we put the popcorn
balls in the microwave to make them soft and gooey
in grandma’s style and we eat those throughout the
day. My mom and dad work together before Christ-
mas to make potato lefse and holiday cookies. They
don’t make sandbakkelser, rosettes and fattigman so
much anymore. We only have those on Christmas Day
if someone else makes them.

I have collected ornaments for my tree from friends
and family, and I love to have lots of lights on the tree.
I also have a Scandinavian scene with a tomte and other
Swedish and Norwegian figures. Some of my friends
believe I collect horned animals, especially different
types of reindeer and sheep, so they are all out at Christ-
mas. My aunt from North Dakota worked in a florist
shop, and she always sent us
ornaments at Christmas, like
bells one year and a group of
angels which I still have to
this day. Lately I’ve been
collecting angels, made out
of porcelain shells and crys-
tal ornaments. My brother
gave me a tiny little Santa
which I always put near the
top of the tree. I am very fond
of hearts also. [ usually have a friend over to help deco-

rate the tree and and have a little dinner and a glass
of wine. It is so much fun every year to open the
Christmas ornament boxes. I think about and remem-
ber the friends or family associated with each orna-
ment,

The Christmas that stands out most in my mind was
when I was in the fourth grade and found out about
Santa Claus. That year my mother had given me a
doll she had when she was
the same age. Itisareally
large doll, about three feet
high. Mom had it refur-
bished as it was made of
some type of clay. It
needed a new leg and it
also needed new hair. She
made two new dresses for
it. She even gave me some
of the clothes her mother had made for the doll.

Another vivid Christmas memory I have from that
same year was I loved to pay the same SORRY, but
my grades weren’t very good in math. My grandfa-
ther said for every gave of SORRY we played, I
needed to recite my multiplication tables. The sev-
ens, eights and nines were@iways the worst for me
so we practised them the most. By the end of that
Christmas I knew my tables! My grandfather never
grew tired play SORRY with me, but he always made
sure I did my tables for another game. In my mind, I
can still see us playing in the corning of the living
room by the window in the house on Winnifred Street.

I'like Christmas because I get to visit with relatives I
don’t see except at these family holiday gatherings. I
associate Christmas with lots of family and lots of
fun. It’s really important to me that the family stays
connected through these holiday gatherings, and I
hope the next generation will continue the traditions.
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