
by Sandra B. Packard

Since Aesop we’ve come to expect morals to our stories and have developed
the reverse talent of finding stories to support our morals. But some experiences
are not so easily circumscribed.

It was Christmas vacation, and I was home with my family for those too-
brief days between semesters. Among the many presents Christmas morning,
one captivated the attention of all the childrenma parrot, a gift from my brother,
Dennis, to our animal-loving sister, Connie. As green and cheerful as Yuletide
itself, she called it ’Christmas.’

After New Year’s, I returned to BYU and didn’t get home again until the
summer. I’d been home several days when I remembered ’Christmas,’ won-
dered why I hadn’t seen him, and so asked my sister.

And as near as I can remember she told the story: It seems that they’d had a
lot of fun with Christmas. In particular, they had taught him to play a delightful
game: They would let him out of his cage, turn out all the lights, except the light
in a room on the opposite side of the house, and there wait for him to search out
the light and find them. Then when he did, they would turn out that light, race
to another part of the house, turn on the light there, and again wait for Christ-
mas to fly to them. The merry chase progressed from room to room until they
tired, and put him back in his cage, there to wait for the next game of tag.
Christmas, however, was out of his cage on more occasions than these for my
soft-hearted sister hated to keep animals locked up. One such occasion was a
chill winter’s evening, just the time for a warm fire in the fireplace. With the fire
started, the family turned out the living room lights to watch it.

I guessed the rest of the story, as I’m sure you have. When they recovered
Christmas from the fire, his green feathers were blackened and he soon died.

Beneath the horror of this story, at the time my sister told it to me and to this
day, I felt that there was a profound lesson to be learned. I have thought of the
influence of all unwary light-bearers. Yet no moral I can find has quite the
impact of the story. Perhaps none can.
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