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SNOWFLAKES SWIRLED and blew in the cold, winter wind and floated around the thick, green limbs of the large Christmas tree standing in the middle of the city park. They finally came to rest on the branches reaching out toward the sky. Hanging on this tree were brightly colored Christmas tree ornaments in the shapes of toy soldiers, horses, a few Santa Clauses, but the most beautiful of all were the ones shaped like angels. All of them were a pure white, and each carried on its shoulders large wings extending out in stiff formation in sharp contrast to the soft cloth of their bodies.  

It was only a few hours before Christmas Eve would end and Christmas Day begin. Shoppers were in a hurry all over the city. Everything needed to get done before that special day arrived. Busy getting ready for the night on which Santa would reach each home, only a few people took the time to stop at the foot of the tree to admire the glistening beauty of all its decorations. A small boy and girl walking quickly along the concrete walkway in front of the tree appeared at first to be ignoring its bright decorations until the girl looked up at her brother.

“Timmy, please let’s stop. Look at the lights, and there’s angels, lots and lots of pretty white angels. Remember what Mama said. That the angels would always be watching over us.” With a smile, she glanced up into her older brother’s face.

“I remember Chrissy.” Not wanting to disappoint his little sister, he did not tell her these were not real angels but did stop and lead her to the bottom of this, the tallest Christmas tree in all of the city.

She clapped her hands in delight. “Look how beautiful they are. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a tree as pretty at this one!” She let go of her brother’s hand and wandered around to the back of the tree. She reached out to touch the white angel hanging on its lowest limb.

The boy still standing at the front of the tree looked up toward the dark sky full of so many gleaming white stars this night. “Please, dear Lord, if you have time to listen tonight, please help my Mama. She’s just lost her job right before Christmas, and I know she’s really worried right now. She has me and Chrissy to take care of all by herself. Please help.” A few tears formed and slid in a slow track down one cheek.

A sudden breeze blew across his face and ruffled his hair lifting it off his forehead. He looked up in surprise to see the lights on the Christmas tree flash in a sudden strong, fiery blaze of light as the decorations started to swing back and forth in their own wild dance in the stronger rush of cold air now swirling and twisting its way through the large green branches of the tree.

Timmy stood caught up in the sounds of the ornaments moving in the night air. Was it possible the drummers were actually beating the tiny drums they held, and the trumpets were being blown by the soldiers sounding out an alarm for the unexpected movement of the tree? Surely, the angels could not actually be singing Christmas carols in the dark. Perhaps, all the sounds coming from the tree were only his imagination. Shaking his head, he went to the other side of the tree where Chrissy stood smiling.

She clapped her hands in joy. “Listen, they’re all playing and singing for us.”

“No, Chrissy, these are not real. Let’s get home before our fingers and toes freeze off.” Tommy took his sister’s hand and led her away from the tree and back toward the intended destination they had both been headed for.

Meanwhile back at the tree, one of the small drummer boys hanging in the middle of the tree spoke up. “Did anyone else hear what the boy said and happen to notice his tears?”

One of the Santa’s patted his round belly and answered, “Yes, I did, but what can we do about this poor child’s troubles? I can’t help his mother find a job even though I hate to see a child crying on Christmas Eve.”

“Well, I say forget it. My job is to hang on this green limb and look beautiful.” One of the white angels fluffed her halo which the strong wind had knocked sideways as she spoke up from her position close to the top of the tree. Most of the other Christmas ornaments agreed with her.

That is until one wee voice spoke up from one of the lowest limbs on the tree. “Isn’t the Christmas spirit about helping and loving someone besides just ourselves? Isn’t that the message of the baby in the Christmas manger?”

“Who are you to tell us what to do? Why, you don’t even look like a real angel. Your wings are four sizes too small!”

This was sad but true. The angel on one of the lowest limbs on the tree sniffed as one crystal tear slid down her white cheek. She knew her wings were smaller than they should be and did not fit the size of the rest of her body. However, there was nothing she could do about that and tried to be as wonderful a decoration on the tree as she could. She lifted her head and tried to spread out her tiny wings to their fullest.

“I may not have wings as large as the rest of you, but I know pain in a child’s face when I see it. Besides, it’s not the size of your wings that matter but the size of your heart.”
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One of the Santa decorations spoke up. “Child, we see a lot of people pass by this time of year with all sorts of problems. We are only Christmas tree ornaments and can do nothing for any of them.”
With a sigh, the little angel hung her head. She knew the Santa spoke the truth, but she was tired of only being allowed to hang on a tree to watch the unhappiness passing her by. 

Turning her face upward toward the dark night sky full of so many twinkling stars, she sighed. “I wish I could be allowed to actually help someone, someone like that boy and his little sister.”

Without warning and for no reason, the large golden star at the top of the tree started to shine brighter than usual. One warm beam of light shone from its center and fell to rest upon the face and wings of this smallest angel on the tree.

A soft voice spoke from out of the light. “Because of your loving care and concern for someone other than yourself this Christmas season, you will be given the gift of flight. You will be allowed to fly anywhere you wish, but remember, at the stroke of midnight on Christmas Eve, that gift will disappear and you will be as before.”

“Oh yes, thank you, thank you. I want to help that boy and his sister.” The angel clapped her hands in delight.

The light from the star burned brighter than ever, and a new, strong breeze started to make all the limbs on the tree sway in a Christmas dance. All the ornaments on the tree blew back and forth in time to its rhythm. The drummers held tighter to their drums, the toy soldiers gripped their swords with a firmer grip, and the wings on all the other angels flapped in the wind.

In fear one of the larger angels cried, “Make it stop. Make it stop!”

But the angel at the bottom with the smaller than normal wings laughed with delight and moved her wings back and forth as she was released at last from the limb where she hung and lifted herself into the overhead sky. Whoosh—she was free and spun dizzily around the tree in her excitement. 

“But remember, little angel, be back to the tree before midnight on Christmas Eve and you lose your power to fly,” the soft voice reminded her.

She smiled back at the tree then turned her face toward the bright lights of the city to try and find the home of the boy and girl she wanted to help.

“Oh dear,” she sighed. “How will I ever be able to locate their house. I have no idea where they live. This will be impossible!”

“Look for Born Street at the edge of the river.” The voice once again sounded to help guide her to her destination. 

She lifted her small wings to catch the night air and flew toward the river at the edge of the city park. The sound of the bells around her neck filled the air with a merry jingle. Each angel had been given a necklace of four small Christmas bells. It was a most pleasant sound to help fill the air of this Christmas Eve night. 

On and on she flew listening to the sounds of the people who lived within the large city’s limits. Voices of people on sidewalks singing Christmas carols, car horns honking as people rushed to finish last minute shopping, and the sounds of babies crying in strollers as mothers hurried back home to their families rose in the night as she flew overhead. Still, she traveled forward moving her wings up and down, up and down as she searched for that one home where she would find the two children.

“I’m never going to find their home. I’ve been up and down the riverbank for over an hour now and still don’t see the right street. I’m [image: image]

never going to get back to the tree before midnight.” With one wing she wiped at a small tear of frustration.

Again, without warning, a bright beam of light from a large star overhead in the darkened sky seemed to dance and shimmer before her eyes. She watched as it fell in front of her face and ended up touching a sign at the edge of a street left dark without any street lamps to show her the way. The words ‘Born Street’ seemed to almost jump off the signpost in the star’s glistening
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