MY NAME IS SOPHIE

My name is Sophie. I live with my family in Paris, which is the capital of France. 

Christmas is my favorite season. It is a month of celebrations, family and friends. It starts on December 6th, which is the feast of St. Nicholas. I’m not a little kid anymore, so this celebration is not a big deal for me, but one year when I was little my parents took me to a town called Saint-Nicolas-de-Port. We watched their parades and festivities. That was really fun, and so even if I don’t put my shoes out for St. Nicholas to fill with presents, I still remember that happy day 

From now until December 24th, there will be shopping, decorating, and other fun Christmas activities. If December 8th is on a weekend, we go to visit my grandmother in Lyon for la Fête de Lumières, the festival of lights. All the houses and all the shops have candles or lights in every window; the big businesses even put on light shows. The effect of all these lights is that the whole town looks like a fairy world. It’s very beautiful.

On Christmas Eve, we go to la Messe de Minuit, the midnight Mass. We sing Christmas carols. When we come home, I am still quite excited from all the singing and the beautiful church smells. I put my shoes under the  Christmas tree, and every year I swear that this time, I will stay awake until Father Christmas, comes.  But somehow I never make it. He always comes he always puts Christmas presents in my shoes. 

