
Christmas – 2016 

 

This is my first Christmas since my Dad was called home to heaven 

eight months ago. I’ve been thinking much about him these last many 

days, but especially about what he was like at Christmas. 

Every Christmas Eve, my brothers and I would sing in the Boys Choir at 

Midnight Mass. Mom would wash and iron our red cassocks, white 

surplices, and red ties and make sure our white Buster Brown collars 

were starched. Then she would warn us within an inch of our lives to 

stay clean, behave, and sing like angels. Dad would round us three 

hooligans up, pack us into the car, and freshly pressed robes in tow, 

would ferry us over to church early so we could get ready and warm up 

with the other choirboys under Sister’s watchful eye. 

Dad would go back home and pick up Mom who was now dressed like a 

movie star and squire her to church in her royal carriage, aka, the 

Pontiac! Together they’d sit before Mass beaming at their normally 

devilish sons who, for one night, miraculously turned into an angelic 

chorus. They pretended not to notice when I missed the high note on 

“O Holy Night” or when Brian passed out or when Peter … well, you 

don’t wanna know what Peter did … and afterward, on the ride home, 

they both said that this year was the best ever. 

When we got back home, we got into our pajamas and Mom put hot 

cocoa on the stove and we sat down for a bedtime snack. For once, we 

didn’t make a fuss when they told us to get to bed because we knew 

who wouldn’t come if we weren’t fast asleep. But, before we went off 



to the land of nod, Dad would ask for our help with a little job. We 

needed to put out a plate for Santa with cookies and pour a mug of 

steaming hot chocolate to warm him up as he made his midnight rounds 

to children all over the world. Oh, and let’s not forget the reindeer … 

wouldn’t they like some carrots to munch on? As the oldest, I got to 

write a little note to Santa, not asking for anything but telling him 

thanks for coming and I hope he and the reindeer enjoyed their snack. 

Then it was off to bed and sweet dreams. 

The next morning, I think Dad was more excited than us kids to see 

what Santa had left under the tree and to read the note he’d left for 

us … “Thank You children for the hot chocolate and cookies … yum! … 

and Rudolph loved the carrots! Merry Christmas!! Love, Santa”. 

I think my Dad taught us about thoughtfulness, generosity, and 

kindness just by being himself at Christmas. 

This Christmas, many of us are worried about what we’ll get, will it be 

what we asked for, will it fit, will I hafta return it, will I hafta pretend 

to like the ugliest sweater ever??!! Many of us are stressed about 

travel and seeing family and putting on the dinner. And, some of us are 

worried and anxious about our world, about politics, about health and 

feel no Christmas joy at all. 

Two thousand years ago, in the City of David, the Baby Jesus, God’s 

great gift of kindness, was born. In the midst of all our worries and 

cares, God showed us He never forgets us and loves us more than we 

can imagine … even that He would lay down His life for us! 



This night/day, Jesus will come to the house of our hearts bringing us 

gifts of love and peace and comfort and blessing … a journey across the 

span of the ages to people of good will all over the world. 

Tonight/today, we welcome One even more important than Santa! 

What shall we leave out for Him?? 


