


The Adventures

of

Luc and Lucie

Christmas Eve

Episode 5

Valerie Halstead
Jacqueline Hughes
Marion Vincent
and
Bernadette Clinton

lllustrations by Amanda Wood
©2006




Christmas Eve

They were all putting the finishing touches to the Christmas tree. Dad had
Just arranged the lights and was about to press the switch. Usually something
went wrong but this year the little white lights came on perfectly, casting a
reflection onto all the decorations that Luc and Lucie had been hanging on the
tree. There were old decorations belonging originally to their grandparents
and parents when they were children: a clown now dressed in faded clothes,
a snowman holding a broom, a camel laden with packages and a sheep with
frayed wool. There were also the new
ones Luc and Lucie had bought in the big
department store in Paris: glittering golden
balls, softsilver ones patterned with colours
and long twisted glass ones in the shape of |

icicles.

“Well that’s a relief,” said Mum. “I’ll go

and sort out tonight’s meal now. It’s already

eight thirty. Here are the shoes Luc and

Lucie. Now put them carefully under the tree.”

“And I'll see if I can find that star which should go on the top,” said Dad.
No sooner had the parents gone than a voice said “Hi Luc, Hi Lucie.”

They looked up to see the parrot perched on the top of the Christmas tree.



“Or should I say Happy Christmas?”

“No,” said Lucie “not till tomorrow”.

“I know all about that” said the parrot puffing up his feathers. ...

“All right,” interrupted Luc. *“ You certainly know all about our family.
Midnight Mass is really special for us this year because the family with the
newest baby is always invited to represent Joseph and Mary and Jesus at the
crib at the front of the church. So it’s going to be Uncle Jean, Auntie Lucile

and Christophe - but I expect you knew that, too!”
The parrot said nothing.

Dad came back . “Here’s the star,” he said and fixed it on the top of the

tree.

“Ow,” squawked the parrot, as one of the corners poked into his leg.

The children managed to suppress their giggles as Mum called “Luc and
Lucie go off to your rooms and lie down for a couple of hours. We’ll all be
up very late tonight. Make sure you don’t come back into the sitting room

until after we get home from Church.”



Although they weren’t really tired, they thought they’d better do as she

said.

“See you later,” said the parrot, limping along the mantelpiece.

About eleven o’clock Grandad Vernet came round. As the village confectioner,
he always made the Christmas log for them. Because there were so many
people for dinner this year, it was better than ever. It was huge, and simply
covered in cream, very delicately swirled and with a sprig of holly with bright

red berries in the centre.

In the dining room the table looked spectacular. There were oysters, paté
and salmon. There were cold meats such as chicken, ham and beef, bowls
of salads, a huge cheese platter and in the centre of the mantelpiece, in the
place of honour, the Christmas log. At both ends of the table candles flickered
and, as a special treat for Christmas, Dad had made a log fire which glinted
on the bottles of wine and champagne on the side table.
Ateleven thirty , led by, Dad with a torch, they all walked
through the darkness to the church.

It was very frosty and their breath hung in the air in the

torchlight.




Seated at the front of the church by the crib were Uncle Jean, Auntie Lucile
and Christophe with a real donkey on one side and a sheep on the other. This
was another village tradition. Dad had even fixed spotlights to shine on the
faces of the carved angels on the nearby pillars. It made midnight mass very

exciting and real.

The church was packed and as midnight struck the service began. Everyone
joined in some carols: Minuit Chrétiens, C’est L’heure solennelle and Il est
né le divin enfant, and, during the singing, incense crept round the church,
the donkey brayed and the sheep bleated a little. The baby mumbled and

cooed but didn’t cry.

Then it was over. They were back at home and the celebrations began.

First the champagne. Dad started to pour some into all the glasses lined up

on the table and as he was moving along the line the parrot, having recovered






