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Christmas 
Memories...

My first Christmas 
tree- You may expect this 
to be a story about child-
hood and the memories 
and nostalgia Christmas 
brings, but alas as life goes 
this is not the expected. 
My very first Christmas 
tree was when I lived in 
my first home when I was 
20 years old. While this 
was not my first Christmas 
celebrated, it was the first 
time I had ever trampled 
through the woods of East-
ern Washington with the 
intent of finding a tree to 
bring into my home and 
decorate for Christmas. 
I can’t say I walked for 
hours searching because in 
reality, I picked a tree after 
about 5 minutes of walk-
ing. I was so excited that 
almost every tree I came 
by seemed perfect to me. 
So when I found this one, 
as Charlie Brown as it may 
have been, I knew it had 
to be the one! After chop-
ping and dragging it back 
home, I set it up and began 
to decorate.

 The tree looked so 
perfect to me, the light 
green needles and way-
ward branches sparkling 
with white lights and 
sparse ornaments, I had to 
snap a few pictures of my 
very first tree. That tree 
held up until Christmas, 
thankfully, and the day 
came where my family and 
I got to open our presents 
that were crowded under-
neath it. 

As it turns out I had 
something very special 
under that tree. In a paper 
bag there was a box, that 
had another box in it, that 
held another bag that held 
a jewelry box in it.  As I 
opened this present, the 
last present tucked under 

the tree, I knew something 
was up because the 3 sets 
of eyes staring at me, my 
boyfriend and my 2 beau-
tiful step-children who 
were wide eyed and full of 
excitement. I opened the 
last box knowing it was 
jewelry of some sort and 
realized it held a diamond 
ring, an engagement ring 
to be exact. I looked up at 
these beautiful faces star-
ing back at me with huge 
smiles and elation, and 
they asked “So...? What do 
you think?” 

And here we are a 
decade and another set of 
little wide excited eyes 

later getting ready to con-
tinue our Christmases 
sharing our lives together. 
So I’m sure, you can guess 
what my answer to their 
question was. That was 
the start to my continuous 
run of favorite Christmas 
memories.

Babs Gordon, 
Colville, WA

Some of my favorite 
memories from Christmas 
past.. those would be while 
making pies and having 

my son who was as tall 
as the kitchen counter run 
his hot wheel cars thru the 
flour making roads. Sitting 
around the kitchen table 
playing cards, talking and 
laughing with each other. 
Decorating the tree with all 
the ornaments made by the 
boys with the boys. Hav-
ing my youngest son come 
to me saying that his older 
brother had told him there 
was no Santa Clause, I had 
told him that as long as he 
believes in Santa there is a 
Santa. He said “I believe! I 
believe1” Those are a few 
of my memories...

Betty Peterson, 
Colville, WA 

Season’s Greetings

Paul Armen Odian
Massage Practitioner
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It’s only a gift when it is being shared.


