


CHRISTMAS-1971

Yes, It is Christmas again. I don't know about most o f 
you, but the Christmas spirit didn’t strike our household until just 
a couple o f weeks or so ago. This bothered me, for usually, just 
after the Thanksgiving holidays our family begins making plans for 
Christmas. I t ’s difficult to explain the transformation that takes 
place about this time o f the year, but nevertheless there is a delightful 
one—almost like everything you see or touch has a special glow to it.

Normally, we’re down in our workshop making decorations, 
planning what presents to buy for the children, finding what light 
strings need additional bulbs or just plain replacing, and talking 
endlessly about when we should buy the tree, what type it should be this 
year, and where it is to go.

None o f this was happening this year, and I got worried. I 
walked through the stores looking at the thousands o f items from  
which to choose gifts for those special persons. I looked at the 
decorations, hoping these would give me an inspiration, but they all 
seemed so bland and commercial. Then, we got enough snow on the ground 
to see a covering o f white, and I thought, “Now, this is surely 
the one thing I  need to touch o ff the charismatic change o f events 
connected with Christmas.” Nothing.

What had happened? Christmas and all its meanings had always 
been one o f the most important parts o f each year o f my life and that 
o f my family. Where was the spirit ? What had happened to the magic o f 
this part o f the year?

Then, suddenly, everything changed. It was a Saturday morning 
just about three weeks ago. I was still in bed, in that gray period 
between a dreamy sleep and wakefulness. I was awake just enough to 
hear our two children walk into the room and climb quietly onto the bed. 
“Dad, Dad, ” they said as they not so gently shook me. “Wake up, 
will you please. We have something important to discuss. ” By then, 
the dog and two cats had joined them on the bed and I had little choice 
in the matter.

I  turned over, put an arm around each o f them and asked them 
what was so important, especially at this time o f the morning. “Dad, 
i t’s getting near Christmas and we were wondering i f  we could put up the 
fake tree in the family room,” said the older one. “And could we 
decorate it too, Dad, ” chimed in the little one. “Why, ” I said.
“Christmas is still almost three weeks away—there’s plenty o f time. ”

“Yes, we know,” said the older o f the two girls. “But, 
we’d like to put up the tree. We want Jesus to know we are getting 
ready to celebrate his birthday. ”

That was the magic I had been looking for all the time. I had 
become so involved in trying to make Christmas come, but for all 
the wrong reasons. Here, two children, neither very old, in their 
own and very matter o f fact way had brought the true spirit o f 
Christmas right into our household. We climbed out o f bed, went 
right downstairs to the basement, and got out the Christmas tree. As 
soon as it got to be a more reasonable hour, we ordered the live 
tree for upstairs in the living room, and began shopping for decorations 
that were needed. The decorations in the stores no longer looked 
bland, but glittered with excitement. We heard Christmas carols 
being played in almost every store, and what a warm feeling you got 
as you walked through town.

When we got home, the children spent hours going through 
catalogs and trying to compose their letters to Santa Claus. Mom 
and Dad made their lists, too, and began working on Christmas cards.

In a very few days, now, Christmas 1971 will be here. We 
should all take the time to look back on the past twelve months and 
find those many moments for which we can be thankful. Above all, 
let us look at this Christmas for what it really is and for what 
it truly stands—not the way I  began this holiday season.

May you all have the most joyous Christmas possible and 
health and happiness in the New Year.


