The Rev. David Kirk helps cook John Scott with Christmas dinner for neddy on W

Christmas Eve. It is a time of
preparation, anticipation and
expectation,

All over the city—from the South
Bronx to Sutton Place; from Red
Hook, Brooklyn, to Todt Hill in
Staten  Island; from Flushing,
Queens, to East Harlem—today will
be a day of finishing touches: of
dinners to be cooked, corners to be
dusted, trees to be trimmed and pres-
ents to be purchased in a last-minute
burst of panic.

For some, it will be a day for
business:  butchers, bakers and
fishmongers will be up early prepar.
ing delicacies to suit the holiday
tastes of a hundred nationaiities: let
ter carriers will shoulder heavy hags
laden with last-minute Christnas
cards; department store man
will be up to their ears in den
for teys, and someone, after all. will
1ave to be on hand to sell thua last
Christmas tree on 1he 1ot

s

Many  will meer the day  with
prayer—in solitary vigils at home, at
the bedsides of sick conipanions or in
candlelit midnight church services
with friends and fainily.

And then, sometime before dawn,
it will be off Lo hed—to dream of
sugarplums or to meet the Ghast of
Christmas Yet to Come.

Here, then, is a story of the dav
before Christmas, in New York. 1984

EVERYONE STIRRING
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