Pattern of Love
by Jack Smith
I didn’t question Timmy, age nine, or his seven year old brother Billy about the
brown wrapping paper they passed back and forth between them as we visited each
store.
Every year at Christmas time, our Service Club takes the children from poor
families in our town on a personally conducted shopping tour. I was assigned
Timmy and Billy, whose father was out of work. After giving them the allotted four
dollars each, be began our trip. At different stores I made suggestions, but always
their answer was a solemn shake of the head, no. Finally I asked, “Where would
you suggest we look?”
“Could we go to a shoe store, sir?’ answered Timmy. “We’d like a pair of
shoes for our Daddy so he can go to work.”
In the shoe store the clerk asked what the boys wanted. Out came the brown
paper. “We want a pair of work shoes to fit this foot,” they said.
Billy explained that is was a pattern of their Daddy’s foot. They had drawn it
while he was asleep in a chair.
The clerk held the paper against a measuring stick, then walked away. Soon
he came with an open box. “Will these do?’ he asked.
Timmy and Billy handled the shoes with great eagerness. “How much do
they cost?” asked Billy.
Then Timmy saw the price on the box. “They’re $16.95,” he said in dismay.
“We only have eight dollars.”
I looked at the clerk and he cleared his throat. “That’s the regular price,” he
said, “but they’re on sale for $3.98, today only.”
Then with shoes happily in hand the boys bought gifts for their mother and
two little sisters. Not once did they think of themselves.
The day after Christmas the boys’ father stopped me on the street. The new
shoes were on his feet, gratitude was in his eyes. “I just thank Jesus for people who
care,” he said.
“And I thank Jesus for your two sons,” I replied. “They taught me more about
Christmas in one evening than I had learned in a lifetime.”

14. A String of Blue Beads
By Fulton Oursler

Peter Richards was the loneliest man in town on the day Jean Grace opened
his door. You may have seen something in the newspapers about the incident at the
time it happened, although neither his name nor hers was publicized, nor was the full
story told as I tell it here.
Pete’s shop had come down to him from his grandfather. The little Christmas
front window was strewn With a disarray of old-fashioned things; bracelets and
lockets worn in days before the Civil War; gold rings and silver boxes; images of
jade and ivory, porcelain figurines.
On this winter’s afternoon a child was standing there, her forehead against
the glass, earnest and enormous eyes studying each discarded treasure, as if she
were looking for something quite special. Finally, she straightened up with a satisfied
air and entered the store.
The shadowy interior of Pete Richards’ establishment was even more
cluttered than his show window. Shelves were stacked with jewel caskets, dueling
pistols, clocks, lamps, and the floor was heaped with andirons and mandolins and
things hard to find a name for. Behind the counter stood Pete himself, a man not
more than 30 but with hair already turning gray. There was a bleak air about him as
he looked at the small customer who flattened her ungloved hands on the counter.
“Mister,” she began, “would you please let me look at that string of blue beads in the
window?” Pete parted the draperies and lifted out a necklace.
The turquoise stones gleamed brightly against the pallor of his palm, as he
spread the ornament before her. “They’re just perfect,” said the child, to herself. “Will
you wrap them up pretty for me, please?” Pete studied her with a stony air. “Are you
buying these for someone?” “They’re for my big sister. She takes care of me. You
see, this will be the first Christmas since Mother died. I’ve been searching for the
most wonderful Christmas present for my sister.” “How much money do you have?”
asked Pete warily. She had been busily untying the knots in a handkerchief and now
she poured out a handful of pennies on the counter. “I emptied my bank,” she
explained simply. Pete Richards looked at her thoughtfully. Then he carefully drew
back the necklace.
The price tag was visible to him but not to her. How could he tell her? The
trusting look of her blue eyes smote him like the pain of an old wound. “Just a
minute,” he said and turned toward the back of tile store. Over his shoulder he
called: “What’s your name?” He was very busy about something. “Jean Grace.”
When Pete returned to where Jean Grace waited, a package lay in his hand,
wrapped in scarlet paper and tied with a bow of green ribbon. “There you are,” he
said shortly. “Don’t lose it on the way home.” She smiled over her shoulder as she
ran out the door. Through the window he watched her go, while desolation flooded
his thoughts. Something about Jean Grace and her string of beads had stirred him to
the depths of a grief that would not stay buried.
The child’s hair was wheat yellow, her eyes sea-blue, and once upon a time
not long before, Pete had been in love with a girl with hair of that same yellow and
with large eyes just as blue. And the turquoise necklace was to have been hers. But
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there had come a rainy night–a truck
skidding on a slippery road–and the life
was crushed out of his dream. Since
then, Pete Richards had lived too much
with his grief in solitude. He was politely
attentive to customers, but after business
hours his world seemed irrevocably
empty. He was trying to forget in a selfpitying haze that deepened day by day.
The blue eyes of Jean Grace jolted
him into acute remembrance of what he
had lost, The pain of it made him recoil
from the exuberance of holiday shoppers.
During the next ten days trade was brisk;
chattering women swarming in, fingering trinkets, trying to bargain. When the last
customer had gone, late on Christmas Eve, he sighed with relief. It was over for
another year. But for Pete Richards the night was not quite over. The door opened
and a young woman hurried in. With an explicable start, he realized that she looked
familiar, yet he could not remember when or where he had seen her before. Her hair
was golden yellow and her large eyes were blue.
Without speaking, she drew from her purse a package loosely unwrapped in
its red paper a bow of green ribbon with it. Presently the string of blue beads lay
gleaming again before him. “Did this come from your shop?” she asked. Pete raised
his eyes to hers and answered softly: “Yes, it did.” “Are the stones real?” “Yes. Not
the finest quality–but real.” “Can you remember who it was you sold them to?” “She
was a small girl. Her name was Jean. She bought them for her older sister’s
Christmas present.” “How much are they worth?” “The price,” he told her solemnly,
“is always a confidential matter between the seller and the customer.” “But Jean has
never had more than a few pennies of spending money. How could she pay for
them?” Pete was folding the gay paper into its creases, rewrapping the little package
just as neatly as before. “She paid the biggest price anyone can ever pay,” he said.
“She gave all she had.”
There was a silence then that filled the little curio shop. In some faraway
steeple, a bell began to ring.
The sound of the distant chiming, the little package lying on the counter, the
question in the eyes of the girl and the strange feeling of renewal struggling
unreasonable in the heart of the man, all had come to be because of the life of a
child. “But why did you do it?” He held out the gift in his hand. “It’s already Christmas
morning,” he said. “And it’s my misfortune that I have no one to give anything to. Will
you let me see you home and wish you a Merry Christmas at your door?” And so, to
the sound of many bells and in the midst of happy people, Pete Richards and a girl
whose name he had yet to learn, walked out into the beginning of the great day that
brings hope into the world for us all.
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15. The Dime
Bobby was getting cold sitting out in his back yard in the snow. Bobby didn’t
wear boots; he didn’t like them and anyway he didn’t own any. The thin sneakers he
wore had few holes in them and they did a poor job of keeping out the cold. Bobby
had been in his backyard for about an hour already. And, try as he might, he could
not come up with an idea for his mother’s Christmas gift.
He shook his head as he thought, “This is useless, even if I do come up with
an idea, I don’t have any money to spend.”
Ever since his father had passed away three years ago, the family of five had
struggled. It wasn’t because his mother didn’t care, or try, there just never seemed to
be enough. She worked nights at the hospital, but the small wage that she was
earning could only be stretched so far. What the family lacked in money and material
things, they more than made up for in love and family unity.
Bobby had two older and one younger sister, who ran the household in their
mother’s absence. All three of his sisters had already made beautiful gifts for their
mother. Somehow it just wasn’t fair. Here it was Christmas Eve already, and he had
nothing.
Wiping a tear from his eye, Bobby kicked the snow and started to walk down
to the street where the shops and stores were. It wasn’t easy being six without a
father, especially when he needed a man to talk to. Bobby walked from shop to
shop, looking into each decorated window. Everything seemed so beautiful and so
out of reach.
It was starting to get dark and Bobby reluctantly turned to walk home when
suddenly his eyes caught the glimmer of the setting sun’s rays reflecting off of
something along the curb. He reached down and discovered a shiny dime. Never
before has anyone felt so wealthy as Bobby felt at that moment.
As he held his new-found treasure, a warmth spread throughout his entire
body and he walked into the first store he saw. His excitement quickly turned cold
when the salesperson told him that he couldn’t buy anything with only a dime. He
saw a flower shop and went inside to wait in line.
When the shop owner asked if he could help him, Bobby presented the dime
and asked if he could buy one flower for his mother’s Christmas gift. The shop owner
looked at Bobby and his ten-cent offering. Then he put his hand on Bobby’s
shoulder and said to him, “You just wait here and I’ll see what I can do for you.”
As Bobby waited he looked at the beautiful flowers and even though he was a
boy, he could see why mothers and girls liked flowers. The sound of the door closing
as the last customer left jolted Bobby back to reality.
All alone in the shop, Bobby began to feel alone and afraid. Suddenly the
shop owner came out and moved to the counter. There, before Bobby’s eyes, lay
twelve long stem, red roses, with leaves of green and tiny white flowers all tied
together with a big silver bow.
Bobby’s heart sank as the owner picked them up and placed them gently into
a long white box. “That will be ten cents young man.” the shop owner said reaching
out his hand for the dime. Slowly, Bobby moved his hand to give the man his dime.
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Could this be true? No one else would give him a thing for his dime!
Sensing the boy’s reluctance, the shop owner added, “I just happened to
have some roses on sale for ten cents a dozen. Would you like them?”
This time Bobby did not hesitate, and when the man placed the long box into
his hands, he knew it was true. Walking out the door that the owner was holding for
Bobby, he heard the shop keeper say, “Merry Christmas, son.”
As he returned inside, the shopkeeper’s wife walked out. “Who were you
talking to back there and where are the roses you were fixing?”
Staring out the window, and blinking the tears from his own eyes, he replied,
“A strange thing happened to me this morning. While I was setting up things to open
the shop, I thought I heard a voice telling me to set side a dozen of my best roses for
a special gift. I wasn’t sure at the time whether I had lost my mind or what, but I set
them aside anyway. Then just a few minutes ago, a little boy came into the shop
and wanted to buy a flower for his mother with one small dime.
“When I looked at him, I saw myself, many years ago. I too, was a poor boy
with nothing to buy my mother a Christmas gift. A bearded man, whom I never knew,
stopped me on the street and told me that he wanted to give me ten dollars.
“When I saw that little boy tonight, I knew who that voice was, and I put
together a dozen of my very best roses.” The shop owner and his wife hugged each
other tightly, and as they stepped out into the bitter cold air, they somehow didn’t
feel cold at all.
May this story instill the spirit of CHRISTmas in you enough to pass this act
along.
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16. The Man and the Birds
PAUL HARVEY’S CHRISTMAS STORY; “THE MAN AND
THE BIRDS”
By PAUL HARVEY, ABC RADIO Dec 24, 2004, 01:57

Unable to trace its proper parentage, I have
designated this as my Christmas Story of the Man and the
Birds. You know, THE Christmas Story, the God born a man
in a manger and all that escapes some moderns, mostly, I
think, because they seek complex answers to their questions and this one is so utterly
simple. So for the cynics and the skeptics and the unconvinced I submit a modern parable.
Now the man to whom I’m going to introduce you was not a scrooge, he was a kind,
decent, mostly good man. Generous to his family, upright in his dealings with other men. But
he just didn’t believe all that incarnation stuff which the churches proclaim at Christmas
Time. It just didn’t make sense and he was too honest to pretend otherwise. He just couldn’t
swallow the Jesus Story, about God coming to Earth as a man. “I’m truly sorry to distress
you,” he told his wife, “but I’m not going with you to church this Christmas Eve.” He said he’d
feel like a hypocrite. That he’d much rather just stay at home, but that he would wait up for
them. And so he stayed and they went to the midnight service.
Shortly after the family drove away in the car, snow began to fall. He went to the
window to watch the flurries getting heavier and heavier and then went back to his fireside
chair and began to read his newspaper. Minutes later he was startled by a thudding sound.
Then another, and then another. Sort of a thump or a thud. At first he thought someone
must be throwing snowballs against his living room window. But when he went to the front
door to investigate he found a flock of birds huddled miserably in the snow. They’d been
caught in the storm and, in a desperate search for shelter, had tried to fly through his large
landscape window.
Well, he couldn’t let the poor creatures lie there and freeze, so he remembered the
barn where his children stabled their pony. That would provide a warm shelter, if he could
direct the birds to it. Quickly he put on a coat, galoshes, tramped through the deepening
snow to the barn. He opened the doors wide and turned on a light, but the birds did not
come in. He figured food would entice them in. So he hurried back to the house, fetched
bread crumbs, sprinkled them on the snow, making a trail to the yellow-lighted wide open
doorway of the stable. But to his dismay, the birds ignored the bread crumbs, and continued
to flap around helplessly in the snow. He tried catching them. He tried shooing them into the
barn by walking around them waving his arms. Instead, they scattered in every direction,
except into the warm, lighted barn.
And then, he realized, that they were afraid of him. To them, he reasoned, I am a
strange and terrifying creature. If only I could think of some way to let them know that they
can trust me. That I am not trying to hurt them, but to help them. But how? Because any
move he made tended to frighten them, confuse them. They just would not follow. They
would not be led or shooed because they feared him. “If only I could be a bird,” he thought
to himself, “and mingle with them and speak their language. Then I could tell them not to be
afraid. Then I could show them the way to safe, warm …to the safe warm barn. But I would
have to be one of them so they could see, and hear and understand.”
At that moment the church bells began to ring. The sound reached his ears above
the sounds of the wind. And he stood there listening to the bells – Adeste Fidelis – listening
to the bells pealing the glad tidings of Christmas. And he sank to his knees in the snow.
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17. The Twelve Days of Christmas
by Vickey Pahnke CES teacher, songwriter, producer

The story goes that from 1558 until 1829 people in England were not allowed to
practice their faith openly. During this era, the song ‘The Twelve Days of Christmas’ was
written as a subtle way of celebrating Christ’s birth in public without risk of prosecution. The
song’s lyrics had a hidden meaning known only to members of the church, each element of
the twelve days offering code meaning for a religious reality.
1. The partridge in a pear tree stood for Jesus Christ
2. The two turtledoves stood for the Old and New Testaments
3. Three French hens stood for faith, hope, and charity.
4. The four calling birds were the four gospels
5. The five gold rings represented the first five books of the Old Testament (the Law).
6. The six geese a-laying stood for the six days of creation
7. Seven swans a-swimming signified the sevenfold gifts of the Spirit.
8. The eight maids a-milking represented the beatitudes.
9. The Nine ladies dancing were the nine fruits of the Spirit (see the fifth chapter of
Galatians).
10. Ten lords a-leaping were the Ten Commandments.
11. Eleven pipers piping stood for the eleven faithful disciples.
12. Twelve drummers drumming symbolized the twelve points of belief in the
Apostles Creed.
Isn’t that fascinating? Whether or not the story is based on true occurrence, hearing
this story gave me pause to reflect on the song. Each element of the lyrics offers a positive
reason to celebrate Christianity. With the deeper meaning to contemplate, the song
becomes a lighthearted anthem of praise and a tribute to those who dared celebrate, in
song, their gratitude for Christ. I do believe I will more fully enjoy the tune from now on.
Aren’t we blessed to be able to worship the Savior without fear of harm? Maybe we
should stand a little taller and be more open in sharing the gospel with those who don’t yet
have the truth. Aren’t we blessed to have the scriptures to read and ponder? Maybe we
should spend a bit more time reading those words that are openly available to us. Don’t we
have somewhat to learn and practice in order to truly understand faith, hope, and love?
Would it not be good to become better acquainted with the fruits of the Spirit, and be a
better example of them?
There are only a few days before December 25th. I think I’ll listen to the song “The
Twelve Days of Christmas” a few times and celebrate the blessings of being able to openly
and wholeheartedly celebrate! How about you?
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18. Rudolph–That Amazing Reindeer
On a December night in Chicago several years ago, a little girl climbed onto
her father’s lap and asked a question. It was a simple question asked in a child’s
curiosity, yet it had a heart-rending effect on Robert May.
“Daddy,” four-year-old Barbara asked, “Why isn’t my mommy just like
everybody else’s mommy?”
Bob May stole a glance across his shabby two-room apartment. On a couch
lay his young wife, Evelyn, racked with cancer. For two years she had been bed
ridden; for two years all Bob’s income and smaller savings had gone to pay for
treatments and medicines.
The terrible ordeal had shattered two adult lives. Now Bob suddenly realized
the happiness of his growing daughter was also in jeopardy. As he ran his fingers
through Barbara’s hair, he prayed for some satisfactory answer to her question.
Bob May knew only too well what it meant to be “different.” As a child he had
been weak and delicate. With the innocent cruelty of children, his playmates had
continually goaded the stunted, skinny lad to tears. Later, at Dartmouth from which
he was graduated in 1926, Bob May was so small that he was always being
mistaken for someone’s little brother.
Nor was his adult life much happier. Unlike many of his classmates who
floated from college into plush jobs, Bob became a lowly copywriter for Montgomery
Ward, the big Chicago mail-order house. Now at 33 Bob was deep in debt,
depressed, and sad.
Although Bob didn’t know it at the time, the answer he gave the tousled
haired child on his lap was to bring him to fame and fortune. It was also to bring joy
to countless thousands of children like his own Barbara. On that December night in
the shabby Chicago apartment, Bob cradled his little girl’s head against his shoulder
and began to tell a story:
Once upon a time there was a reindeer named Rudolph, the only reindeer in
the world that had a big red nose. Naturally, people called him Rudolph the Red
Nosed Reindeer.” As Bob went on to tell about Rudolph, he tried desperately to
communicate to Barbara the knowledge that even though some creatures of God
are strange and different they often enjoy the miraculous power to make others
happy.
“Rudolph,” Bob explained, “Was terribly embarrassed by his unique nose.
Other reindeer laughed at him; his mother, father and sister were mortified, too.
Even Rudolph wallowed in self-pity.”
“Why was I born with such a terrible nose?” he cried.
“Well,” continued Bob, “One Christmas Eve Santa Claus got his team of
husky reindeer—Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, and Vixon—ready for their yearly trip
around the world. The entire reindeer community assembled to cheer these great
heroes on their way. But a terrible fog engulfed the earth that evening, and Santa
knew that the mist was so thick he wouldn’t be able to find the chimneys.
“Suddenly, Rudolph appeared—his red nose glowing brighter than ever.
Santa sensed at once that here was the answer to his perplexing problem. He led
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Rudolph to the front of the sleigh, fastened the harness, and climbed in. They were
off! Rudolph guided Santa to every chimney that night. Rain and fog, snow and
sleet, nothing bothered Rudolph for his bright nose penetrated the mist like a
beacon.
“And so it was that Rudolph became the most famous and beloved of all the
reindeer. The huge red nose he once hid in shame was now the envy of every buck
and doe in the reindeer world. Santa Claus told everyone that Rudolph had saved
the day; and from that Christmas, Rudolph has been living serenely happy.”
Little Barbara laughed with glee when her father finished. Every night she
begged him to repeat the tale until finally Bob could rattle it off in his sleep. Then at
Christmas time he decided to make the story into a poem like “The Night Before
Christmas” and prepared it in book form with crude pictures for Barbara’s personal
gift.
Night after night Bob worked on the verses after Barbara had gone to bed for
he was determined his daughter should have a worthwhile gift, even though he could
not afford to buy one.
Then as Bob was about to put the finishing touches on Rudolph, tragedy
struck. Evelyn May died. Bob, his hopes crushed, turned to Barbara as his chief
comfort. Yet, despite his grief, he sat at his desk in the quiet, now lonely, apartment
and worked on Rudolph with tears in his eyes.
Shortly after Barbara had cried with joy over his handmade gift on Christmas
morning, Bob was asked to an employee’s holiday party at Montgomery Ward. He
didn’t want to go, but his office associates insisted. When Bob finally agreed, he
took with him the poem and read it to the
crowd. At first the noisy throng listened in
laughter and gaiety. Then they became
silent and at the end broke into
spontaneous applause. That was in 1938.
By Christmas 1947, some 6,000,000
copies of the booklet had been given away
or sold, making Rudolph, one of the most
widely distributed books in the world. The
demand of Rudolph—sponsored products
increased so much in variety and number
that educators and historians predicted
Rudolph would come to occupy a
permanent niche in the Christmas legend.
Through the years of unhappiness,
the tragedy of his wife’s death, and his
ultimate success with Rudolph, Bob May
has captured a sense of serenity. As each
Christmas rolls around, he recalls with
thankfulness the night when his daughter
Barbara’s question inspired him to write the
story.
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19. The

Second Best Christmas Story

“And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and
saying, Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.”
Grandpa closed his worn Bible. “And that’s why we celebrate Christmas,” he said, smiling
down at the children at his feet, and their parents, who had gathered behind them.
“Tell us the other Christmas story, Grandpa!” said young David.
Grandpa stroked his mustache. “Now, what story would that be?”
“You know, Grandpa! The story about the crash! And I’m in it!” Peter said, nearly bursting
with excitement.
“Oh, that story,” Grandpa said. “Let me see if I can remember. Because it happened a long
time ago, you see . . . ah, yes, I’m beginning to recall . . . But it’s a very ordinary type of story, about
ordinary people.”
“No it’s not!” the children protested. “It’s our family’s very own story!”
“All right, then.” Grandpa smiled and the children settled on the rug again.
It all began on the day before Christmas, in a terrible blizzard. The snow came down like
millions of feathers from millions of pillows, and the wind was so strong, it felt even colder [than
what?]. The roads were icy and slick and drivers couldn’t see where they were going.
And driving through this blizzard was a little family, a long way from home: a mother, a father
and a baby, The father saw the flashing red and blue lights of a police car ahead, so he slowed down
and pulled over to the side of the road. And then—
“Bang! Crash! Smash!” the children said. “They had a smash-up,” added Annie.
“Yes, indeed, they did. There were two cars behind them, going too fast. Both hit the family’s
car and spun it around.”
“It was all squished,” said Peter.
But [I don't like starting paragraphs with But, but even if I let that slide, you've got two in a
row. Lose this one.] The mother and father and baby were all right. So were the other drivers.
But because their back window was broken, the snowstorm came whooshing in, right inside
the family’s car. Even with their coats on, they were very, very cold.
Just then a man knocked on their door. “I saw the accident happen,” he told them. “I’ve called
for help. Come and wait in my car. You can get warm. By the way, my name is David.”
So they all got in David’s car, where it was warm and cozy. It wasn’t very long before a
Highway Patrolman came by. He said the family needed to be checked by a doctor.
An ambulance came. It was big and it had red and blue and white lights on it, almost like
Christmas lights, and the siren was wailing. The family got in and David followed them to the hospital.
The doctors found that the mother had a bruise on her face and a sore neck. The father’s knee hurt
but nothing was broken. And the baby didn’t have a mark on her. So the doctors said the family could
go home. They gave them blankets to wrap over their coats, because it was so cold.
“But they couldn’t drive their car because it was all squished,” said Matthew. “And they had
nowhere to stay.”
“That’s right. So David invited them to come home with him.”
“Even though it was Christmas Eve?” Luke asked.
“Especially because it was Christmas Eve.”
The snow and the wind had settled down some, and David drove carefully to his house,
which wasn’t too far away.
A beautiful lady opened the door. Behind her, they could see the glowing lights of a
Christmas tree. They heard the crackling of a log burning in the fireplace and they smelled a turkey
roasting in the oven. Music was playing, too: “Silent Night, Holy Night.”
Suddenly a little boy in stocking feet dashed down the hallway, over the shiny wooden floor,
and nearly skidded into the little family. He looked up, and when he saw a man and woman with
blankets draped over their heads and shoulders, and a baby in the woman’s arms, he said—
“He said, ‘It’s baby Jesus!’” the children chimed in.
“That’s right.”
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Another boy came running in. He stared at the family, too.
David chuckled and closed the door behind them. "No," he said, "it's not baby Jesus. In fact,
this little baby is a girl.”
The boys, whose names were Michael and John, were disappointed at first. But then the
baby opened her round blue eyes and smiled at them.
David's wife, Anna, took off her apron and hurried to the door. “Come in,” she said. “We’re so
glad you’re here.”
“Are you sure you have room for us?” they asked.
“Of course.”
Soon the little family was sitting by the warm fire. Michael and John brought some toys for the
baby to play with. She sat on the rug with them and giggled when they pretended the toy cars were
going to run into her.
There was a scratching noise at the back door. David opened it and in came a big German
Shepherd, who shook snow all over the rug.
“Lizzie!” the boys laughed. “You brought the storm in with you!” Lizzie padded over to the
visitors and gently sniffed them. The father scratched her behind the ears and she wagged her tail
happily.
Soon dinner was ready. It was delicious, just as ours was tonight. And, just as we have done
tonight, David read the Christmas story from the Bible.
Michael whispered something to his father. “Shouldn't we give them some presents?”
“You are a wise young boy,” his father said. “We can change the tags on a few gifts. There
are so many, we won't even miss them.”
And soon there were gifts for everyone under the tree.
David and the boys climbed upstairs to the attic. They came downstairs carrying a baby's
crib.
“This is where you two slept when you were babies,” their mother said, but they couldn’t
remember ever being that small. She dusted the crib and took sheets and a soft baby blanket from
the cedar chest, and the bed was ready for the baby.
Michael and John got sleeping bags from their closet. “They can have our room,” they told
their parents. “We'll sleep in the family room.”
And soon their room was ready for the young family. The mother wrapped the baby snugly in
a blanket so she would feel safe and loved, and laid her in the crib. Soon she was fast asleep.
Then her parents stepped outside into the night. The storm was over and it was clear and
quiet, very different from the big city where they lived. The woman looked up at the sky. “I forgot how
bright stars can be,” she said. And indeed the dark sky, especially to the east, was sprinkled with
twinkling stars that shone down upon the snow, making each snowflake sparkle like a diamond. They
stood on the porch for a long time, their arms around each other, as they marveled at the sparkling
stars and the calm, peaceful night.
When they came back inside they realized they were very, very tired. So they said goodnight
to David and Anna and went into the boys’ bedroom.
A moment later Lizzie pushed her nose against their door, which wasn’t completely latched.
[transition him into the hallway] David reached for her collar, to pull her away, when he heard soft
voices in the room. He stood very still. The mother and father were kneeling by the crib, praying.
Lizzie padded into the room and settled on the rug. David knew she would keep watch over them
though the night. He smiled and closed the door quietly.
David and Anna turned off the Christmas lights, put out the fire in the fireplace, and headed
upstairs to bed.
And so on Christmas morning, there were presents for everyone, and they sang the beautiful
old carols like “Away in a Manger” and “Angels We Have Heard on High.”
That afternoon, the snow plows cleared the roads and the family was able to take a bus back
to their home.
“And that’s the end of the story,” said Grandpa.
“No, it isn’t!” protested the grandchildren. “There’s more!”
“Well, now, let me think. Oh, yes.”
Every Christmas after that the two families sent letters and cards and presents to each other.
And their children grew up.
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“The end.”
“Tell the rest!” the children begged.
“What else is there to tell?” Grandpa asked, but his eyes twinkled. “Oh, yes. Now I
remember...”
The children all grew up, as children do, and went away to college.
One Christmas Eve, John was at the airport, waiting to fly home to be with his family, but
there was such a terrible winter storm, the airplanes couldn’t fly. And then the roads were closed, so
no one could drive anywhere, either.
John would have to spend Christmas at the airport.
But John always made the best of things. There were other people who missed their planes,
too, so they all decided to have a party, right there at the airport. The restaurants at the airport
brought them food, and the people from the airlines gave them blankets and pillows. They ate and
sang and laughed and shared stories, all of them missing friends and family they couldn’t be with, but
still happy to be celebrating Christmas with new friends.
There were half a dozen students who sat in a circle with John, and each told a Christmas
story of their own. Kate, a pretty girl with blonde hair and blue eyes, told hers: “My very first Christmas
was spent in the home of kind strangers, after we had been in a terrible accident during a blizzard . . ”
As Kate told her story, John’s heart began to thump. Could this girl be the baby who had
stayed with his family? He remembered her smiles and giggles.
“Really?” he said when she was through. “When I was three years old, we took in a little
family that had been in an accident. There was a mother and a father and . . .” he looked up at the
young woman, “a beautiful baby girl.”
“Did you have a dog?” asked the girl, who didn’t remember it, but had heard the story of her
first Christmas many times from her parents, “named Lizzie?”
“Yes!” said the children, beaming at each other. “Yes,
they did!”
Kate and John smiled at each other. And that was
how they met again, on another Christmas Eve, during a
terrible storm. Suddenly the airport felt warm and friendly.
Everyone who heard their story came over to meet them.
And it made everyone smile.
“The end.” Said Grandpa.
“Grandpa! Tell the rest!”
“Oh, did I forget to say that they fell in love and got
married a year later, on Christmas Eve? And that the boy was
my son John and the girl was indeed the baby in the story, our
very own Kate? And that they had three children, Annie and
Gabriel (who is this? David?) and Peter? And that Kate’s
mother and father are here with us tonight, too?”
“You were David, the man who brought them home
from the hospital, and Grandma was Anna, who cooked the
dinner and fixed the crib for Kate, my mom! And the little boy
who thought she was baby Jesus was John, my daddy! It’s the
best Christmas story ever!” said Annie, who sat on her
mother’s lap.
Grandfather looked at his family and then at the
nativity scene on the mantel, “I think we could say it was the
second best Christmas story ever.”
For I was an hungered, and ye gave me meat: I was
thirsty, and ye gave me drink: I was a stranger and ye took me
in . . .Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me. Matthew 25: 35, 40
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20. Who Will Take the Son
A wealthy man and his son loved to collect rare works of
art. They had everything in their collection, from Picasso to
Raphael. They would often sit together and admire the great
works of art.
One day the son went to war. He was very courageous
and died in battle while saving another soldier. The father was
notified and grieved deeply for his only child.
About a month later, just before Christmas, there was a
knock at the door. A young man stood there with a large package
in his hands. He said, “Sir, you don’t know me, but I am the soldier
for whom your son gave his life. He saved many lives that day,
and he was carrying me to safety when a bullet struck him in the
heart and he died instantly. He often talked about you and your
love of art.” The young man held out his package. “I know this isn’t
much. I’m not a great artist, but I think your son would have
wanted you to have this.”
The father opened the package. It was a portrait of his son, painted by the young man. The
father stared in awe at the way the soldier had captured the personality of his son in the painting. The
father was so drawn to the eyes that his own eyes welled up with tears. He thanked the young man
and offered to pay him for the pictures. “Oh, no, sir. I could never repay what your son did for me. It is
a gift.”
The father hung the portrait over his mantle. Every time visitors came to his home, he took
them to see the portrait of his son before he showed them any of the other great works he had
collected.
The man died a few months later. There was to be a great auction of his paintings. Many
influential people gathered, excited over seeing the great paintings and having an opportunity to
purchase one for their collection. On the platform sat the painting of the man’s son. The auctioneer
pounded the gavel. “We will start the bidding with this picture of the son. Who will bid for this picture?”
There was silence. Then a voice in the back of the room shouted, “We want to see the famous
paintings. Skip that one.” But the auctioneer persisted. “Will someone bid for this painting? Who will
start the bidding? $100. $200?”
Another voice shouted angrily. “We didn’t come to see this painting. We came to see the Van
Goughs, the Rembrandts. Get on with the real bids.” But still the auctioneer continued. “The son! Who
will take the son?”
Finally, a voice came from the back of the room. It was the longtime gardener of the man and
his son. “I’ll give $10 for the painting.” Being a poor man, it was all he could afford. “We have $10,
who will bid $20?”
“Give it to him for $10! Let’s see the masters.” But the auctioneer continued. “$10 is the bid,
won’t someone bid $20?” The crowd was becoming angry. They didn’t want the picture of the son.
They wanted the more “worthy” investments for their collections. The auctioneer pounded the gavel.
“Going once, twice, SOLD for $10!”
A man sitting on the second row shouted, “Now let’s get on with the collection!” But the
auctioneer laid down his gavel. “I’m sorry, the auction is over.”
“What about the paintings?”
“I am sorry. When I was called to conduct the auction, I was told of a secret stipulation in the
will. I was not allowed to reveal that stipulation until this time. Only the painting of the son would be
auctioned. Whoever bought that painting would inherit the entire estate, including the paintings. The
man who took the son gets everything.”
God gave his son over 2000 years ago to die on a cruel cross. Much like the auctioneer, His
message today is, “The Son, the Son, who will take the Son?” Because, you see, whoever takes the
Son gets everything!”
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21. Yes, Virginia, There is a Santa Claus
By Francis P. Church
Editorial from the “New York Sun”, Sept. 21, 1897
Dear Editor:
I am 8 years old.
Some of my little friends say there is no Santa Claus.
Papa says, “If you see it in ‘The Sun’ it’s so.”
Please tell me the truth, is there a Santa Claus?
Virginia O’Hanlon
115 West 95th Street
New York City
Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus. He exists as certainly as love and
generosity and devotion exist, and you know that they abound and give to your life
its highest beauty and joy. Alas! How dreary would be the world if there were no
Santa Claus! It would be as dreary as if there were no Virginias.
There would be no childlike faith then, no poetry, no romance to make
tolerable this existence. We should have no enjoyment, except in sense and sight.
The eternal light with which childhood fills the world would be extinguished. Not
believe in Santa Claus! You might as well not believe in fairies! You might get your
papa to hire men to watch in all the chimneys on Christmas Eve to catch Santa
Claus, but even if they did not see Santa Claus coming down, what would that
prove? Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is no sign that there is no Santa Claus.
The most real things in the world are those that no children or men can see. Did you
ever see fairies dancing on the lawn? Of course not, but that’s no proof that they are
not there. Nobody can conceive or imagine all the wonders there are unseen or
unseeable in the world……
No Santa Claus! Thank God he lives, and he lives forever. A thousand
years from now, Virginia, nay, ten times ten thousand years from now, he will
continue to make glad the heart of childhood.
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22. Silent Night, Holy Night
As told by Walter Cronkite

The 1900’s, the final century of the recent millennium, brought unprecedented
possibilities and promise.
The children of these hundred years would see more improvement in the human
condition than ever before in the world’s history.
Advances in medicine, science, and industry would all but eradicate disease, extend
human life, open a dialogue among the peoples of the earth, and lift them into the vast
reaches of space.
But these hardly seemed like possibilities as the Christmas of 1914 drew near.
The nations of Europe were at war. Anxious to expand and defend their borders,
they summoned their best and brightest to the battlefront. Young men answered by the
millions.
A nineteen-year-old German boy left his job in London to enlist in the German army.
English boys working and studying in Hamburg and Paris returned to London, put on their
uniforms, and went back to fire upon former friends.
Secretary of War, Lord Kirchener, expanded the British army overnight by allowing
schoolmates to enlist together.
The tragedy of these battalions was no more evident than at Somme, France.
Hundreds of villages on both sides lost almost all their young men in a single battle. The
little paybook that every British soldier carried included a last will and testament. Thousands
of these booklets were collected from the bodies of young boys, many reading simply, “I
leave everything to my mother.”
With hardly a backward glance, the promise of youth was poured into the blind and
futile aggression known as the Great War, World War 1.
The new century brought a new kind of warfare. Field commanders quickly realized
that digging in was the only way to survive the sweep of machine-gun fire.
The German army had marched across Belgium before being stopped at Flanders
Field. Some sixty yards away, British, French and Belgian troops languished in trenches
infested with rats and lice; pelted with freezing rain and shrapnel. As temperatures dropped,
disease took hold. Snipers picked off any who raised their heads above the earthen wall.
The war was but four months old, each side losing thousands a day, both to bullets and that
silent, common enemy: influenza.
Between the opposing trenches was an area about the width of a football field: No
Man’s Land. Littered with barbed wire and frozen corpses, it was a sobering reminder of
what the future might bring. Soldiers who survived later recalled their dead brothers being
gathered up and stacked like cords of wood. By war’s end, over ten million would be lost.
Not surprisingly, given the circumstances, most of the soldiers were religious; and
many were Christian. On Sundays, communion was passed in trenches on both sides, often
to the sound of church bells ringing in nearby villages. The occasional hymn was sung, and
youthful voices were heard across enemy lines.
By December, the war slowed and hopes for a quick resolution faded away. As the
soldiers contemplated their desperate situation, nights grew long and hearts yearned for
peace.
December twenty-third. A group of German soldiers quietly moved to the ruins of a
bombed-out monastery. There, they held their Christmas service.
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Later on that night, a few Christmas trees, Tannenbaums as they were called, began
to appear along the German fortifications, their tiny candles flickering in the night.
Across the way, British soldiers took an interest in those lights as they sang together
the carols of their youth. Word spread, and heads peeked cautiously over sandbags at the
now thousands of Tannenbaums glowing like Christmas stars.
Two British officers ventured over to the German line and, against orders, arranged a
Christmas truce. But the negotiation was a mere formality by then. Up and down the
trenches men from both sides already had begun crossing the line to join the celebration.
Lieutenant Sir Edward Hulse “assaulted” the enemy with music. In a letter to his
mother he wrote, “We are going to give the enemy every conceivable song…from carols to
Tipperary.”
The Germans responded with a Christmas concert of their own. It was not long
before the cold air rang with everything from “Good King Wenceslas” to “Auld Lang Syne.”
For the next two days, those tidings continued to spring from the hearts of common
men who shared the common bond of Christmas.
Further down the line, a German violinist stood atop his parapet, framed against the
skeletons of bare trees and shattered fortifications. Delicately perched in this desolate
landscape, his cold fingers conveyed the poignant beauty of Handel’s Largo.
Whatever the spirit of Christmas had been before that hour, it was now, above all,
the spirit of hope, of peace.
A British war correspondent reported that later the soldiers heard a clear voice
singing the beloved French carol, “O Holy Night.” The singer: Victor Granier of the Paris
Opera. The night watch must have lifted their eyes toward the heavens as they heard his
plaintive call.
Christmas Day dawned over the muddy fields, and both sides cautiously picked their
way through the barbed wire. Side by side they buried their dead.
A German officer known only as Thomas gave Lieutenant Hulse a Christmas gift, a
Victoria cross and letter which had belonged to an English captain. Lieutenant Hulse
responded by giving the German officer his silk scarf. One German retrieved a photograph
of himself in uniform and asked his former enemies to post it to his sister in Liverpool.
Men who had shot at each other only days before gathered in a sacred service for
their fallen brothers. Prayers were offered, and the twenty-third Psalm was read:
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his
name’s sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil:
for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou
anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will
dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.
Nineteen-year-old Arthur Pelham-Burn, who hoped to study for the ministry after the
war ended, remembered: “The Germans formed up on one side, the English on the other,
the officers standing in front, every head bared. Yes, I think it is a sight one will never see
again.”
As the Christmas of 1914 drew to a close, soldiers who had sung together, played
together, and prayed together, returned to their trenches. They must have felt reluctant to let
the common ground between them become No Man’s Land again. But as the darkness fell
around them, a lone voice floated across the few yards of earth on which they had stood
together. In the true spirit of Christmas, one voice, then another, joined in. Soon, the whole
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world seemed to be singing. And, for a brief moment, the sound of peace was a carol every
soul knew by heart.
Silent night! Holy night!
All is calm, all is bright
Round you virgin mother and child.
Holy infant, so tender and mild,
Sleep in heavenly peace;
Sleep in heavenly peace.
Silent night! Holy night!
Shepherds quake at the sight!
Glories stream from heaven afar;
Heav’nly hosts sing Alleluia!
Christ, the Savior, is born!
Christ, the Savior is born!
Silent night! Holy night!
Son of God, love’s pure light
Radiant beams from thy holy face,
With the dawn of redeeming grace,
Jesus, Lord, at thy birth;
Jesus, Lord, at thy birth.
And that’s the way it was, one silent night almost a hundred years ago; and that’s the
way it can be as each of us embrace the message of that silent, holy night.
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23. Big Wheel Truck-stop
In September 1960, I woke up one morning with six hungry babies and just 75
cents in my pocket. Their father was gone. The boys ranged from three months to
seven years; their sister was two. Their Dad had never been much more than a
presence they feared. Whenever they heard his tires crunch on the gravel driveway
they would scramble to hide under their beds. He did manage to leave $15 a week
to buy groceries.
Now that he had decided to leave, there would be no more beatings, but no
food either. If there was a welfare system in effect in southern Indiana at that time, I
certainly knew nothing about it. I scrubbed the kids until they looked brand new and
then put on my best homemade dress. I loaded them into the rusty old 51 Chevy and
drove off to find a job.
The seven of us went to every factory, store and restaurant in our small town.
No luck. The kids stayed crammed into the car and tried to be quiet while I tried to
convince whomever would listen that I was willing to learn or do anything. I had to
have a job.. Still no luck.
The last place we went to, just a few miles out of town, was an old Root Beer
Barrel drive-in that had been converted to a truck stop. It was called the Big Wheel.
An old lad y named Granny owned the place and she peeked out of the
window from time to time at all those kids. She needed someone on the graveyard
shift, 11 at night until seven in the morning. She paid 65 cents an hour and I could
start that night. I raced home and called the teenager down the street that baby-sat
for people. I bargained with her to come and sleep on my sofa for a dollar a night.
She could arrive with her pajamas on and the kids would already be asleep. This
seemed like a good arrangement to her, so we made a deal.
That night when the little ones and I knelt to say our prayers we all thanked
God for finding Mommy a job. And so I started at the Big Wheel. When I got home in
the mornings I woke the baby-sitter up and sent her home with one dollar of my tip
money – fully half of what I averaged every night.
As the weeks went by, heating bills added a strain to my meager wage. The
tires on the old Chevy had the consistency of penny balloons and began to leak. I
had to fill them with air on the way to work and again every morning before I could
go home. One bleak fall morning, I dragged myself to the car to go home and found
four tires in the back seat. New tires! There was no note, no nothing, just those
beautiful brand new tires. Had angels taken up residence in Indiana? I wondered.
I made a deal with the local service station. In exchange for his mounting the
new tires, I would clean up his office. I remember it took me a lot longer to scrub his
floor than it did for him to do the tires.
I was now working six nights instead of five and it still wasn’t enough.
Christmas was coming and I knew there would be no money for toys for the kids. I
found a can of red paint and started repairing and painting some old toys. Then I hid
them in the basement so there would be something for Santa to deliver on
Christmas morning. Clothes were a worry too. I was sewing patches on top of
patches on the boys pants and soon they would be too far gone to repair.
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On Christmas Eve the usual customers were drinking coffee in the Big Wheel.
These were the truckers, Les, Frank, and Jim, and a state trooper named Joe. A few
musicians were hanging around after a gig at the Legion and were dropping nickels
in the pinball machine. The regulars all just sat around and talked through the wee
hours of the morning and then left to get home before the sun came up.
When it was time for me to go home at seven o’clock on Christmas morning I
hurried to the car. I was hoping the kids wouldn’t wake up before I managed to get
home and get the presents from the basement and place them under the tree. (We
had cut down a small cedar tree by the side of the road down by the dump.) It was
still dark and I couldn’t see much, but there appeared to be some dark shadows in
the car – or was that just a trick of the night? Something certainly looked different,
but it was hard to tell what.
When I reached the car I peered warily into one of the side windows. Then my
jaw dropped in amazement. My old battered Chevy was filled full to the top with
boxes of all shapes and sizes. I quickly opened the driver’s side door, scrambled
inside and knelt in the front facing the back seat.
Reaching back, I pulled off the lid of the top box. Inside was whole case of
little blue jeans, sizes 2-10! I looked inside another box: It was full of shirts to go with
the jeans. Then I peeked inside some of the other boxes: There was candy and nuts
and bananas and bags of groceries. There was an enormous ham for baking, and
canned vegetables and potatoes. There was pudding and Jell-O and cookies, pie
filling and flour. There was a whole bag of laundry supplies and cleaning items. And
there were five toy trucks and one beautiful little doll.
As I drove back through empty streets as the sun slowly rose on the most
amazing Christmas Day of my life, I was sobbing with gratitude. And I will never
forget the joy on the faces of my little ones that precious morning.
Yes, there were angels in Indiana that long-ago December. And they all hung
out at the Big Wheel truck stop.
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24. A Visit from St. Nicholas
by Clement Clark Moore
‘Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there.
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And mamma in her ‘kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains for a long winters nap
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.
The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow
Gave the luster of midday to objects below,
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer,
With a little old driver, so lively and quick,
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name;
“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet, on Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen!
To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall!
Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!”
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,
So up to the housetop the coursers they flew,
With a sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas, too.
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.
As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all covered with ashes and soot;
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,
And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.
His eyes—how they twinkled! His dimples how merry!
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow.
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath.
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He had a broad face and a little round belly
Than shook, when he laughed, like a bowlful of jelly.
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself.
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head,
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.
He spoke not a word, but went straight to work
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose.
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight,
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night.”
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25. A CHRISTMAS DREAM
By David LeFlor Norberg
“And behold, he shall be born of Mary, at Jerusalem which is the land of our forefathers, she
being a virgin, a precious and chosen vessel…”
James 5:14-15
As we drove toward home, the brilliant light of the full moon danced upon the freshly fallen
snow. The Christmas lights twinkled on the houses, making them come alive like something out of a
storybook, flashing messages of joy and cheer. It was a beautiful night. Thoughts of happiness filled
the crisp, winter air as the season approached, but not for my wife, Annie, and I. We were returning
from the drudgery of the busy malls where it seemed that the Christmas spirit had fled, replaced by “I
was here first!” People climbed over people to get the last item in stock, or pushed and shoved to be
the next in line. It took whatever happiness the season had awakened totally out of our minds.
Somehow the Christmas spirit was gone from me, and it looked like Annie had almost lost it, too.
We had gone from store to store trying to find the last thing on our Christmas list, a Germanmade train set (LGB), for our oldest boy, Willy, who had asked once again for it for Christmas. We
finally located one in an exclu sive toy store. When I saw the price tag on it, I gasped. It was over
three hundred dollars, and the extra train cars he wanted running about thirty-five dollars apiece. We
would be into it for more than five hundred dollars! I looked at Annie and didn’t know what to say. We
hadn’t spent this much on our other two boys together, not even half that amount. We wondered if we
should spend this much for Willy? Neither one of us were sure what we should do, but I reminded
myself how Willy had asked for this same train set for the past two years. My business was doing
very well this year, and it would look great around the Christmas Tree. Why not? Looking at Annie, I
smiled and said, “Let’s get it for him. I’ll bring him back on Saturday so he can pick his extra train
cars?”
Annie was caught a little off guard, and asked, “Won’t that ruin the surprise for him?”
“It will a little, but he’s ten years old now and understands the Santa concept?” I paused as if
to justify my actions. “Besides at these prices, we should make sure they are what he wants, and not
have to return any of them.” Annie, somewhat hesitantly agreed, and we purchased a starter set and
went on our way home.
Now the newly-fallen snow slowed the traffic to a crawl, and it was taking almost two hours to
get home. Sometimes I wished that Christmas wouldn’t come around each winter because all the
traffic snarls it caused, but that was a fleeing thought.
When we walked into the house, I heard the phone ringing before one of the boys picked it
up. I overheard my son say, “Yes, Bishop, my dad just walked in.” Then in a voice that only an eightyear-old has, he screamed, “Daaaaaddddd, TELEPHONE! It’s the Bishop!” I told him I would take it in
the study, and after closing the door, I picked up the phone, embarrassed that the Bishop had heard
my son’s yell.
“Hello, Bishop. How can I help you this evening?”
“Hi, Brother Norberg. I’m sorry to bother you so late, but I’ve run into a little problem that
could use your help.”
Wondering what the problem was, I asked somewhat reluctantly, “How can I help?”
“Well,” the Bishop paused, as if trying to figure out the right words to say. “We have a new
family that just moved into our ward a few weeks ago. They are having financial problems. The father
has just been laid-off from his job and the mother has her hands full trying to take care of their four
children while her husband is out looking for work.” I knew where the Bishop was heading with his
story and I wasn’t very excited about helping out, especially since we had just spent such a large
amount of money on Willy’s gift.
“So you can imagine,” the Bishop continued, “they aren’t going to have much of a Christmas
this year unless we help.” He paused again, “We were hoping that with your company’s company's
buying power, that maybe you could help us?”
Knowing I would probably regret my next statement, I continued, “Sure, Bishop, what can I
do?”

47

“We have found out that this family of six doesn’t have a washer and dryer, so the mother
goes to the Laundromat three nights a week. We have come up with three hundred dollars from other
member donations…hopefully, with your discount, we can get them a new washer and dryer for
Christmas?”
I wanted to laugh. Even with the discounts I could arrange, they were still short a few hundred
dollars, even for the low-end machines. I thought I might as well tell him the truth. “Bishop, you’re
about two hundred dollars short, including my discounts.”
There was a long pause, then the Bishop responsded, “We thought that we might be, Brother
Norberg, but we hoped that maybe…” He paused as if to get the courage to ask what was on his
mind, and said, “…maybe you could help make up the difference?”
Somehow, that didn’t seem to shock me, I almost expected it. Because I was tired from the
long evening shopping, and driving in the snow, my answer wasn’t too enthusiastic. “Bishop,” I said,
“let me see what I can do. I’ll get back to you?” The Bishop thanked me and hung up.
Later that night, as I was getting ready for bed, I told my wife about the phone call with the
Bishop. I quizzed her to see what she thought about it all. In spite of her tiredness, her eyes glowed
with excitement at the thought of helping someone else with their Christmas. She reminded me about
how ten years earlier someone had helped us because I was out of a job. Now we had the chance to
reciprocate. The more she talked, the more enthusiastic she became. She came up with a noble idea,
use the three hundred dollars from the Bishop and ward for Christmas gifts for the family, and we
would provide the washer and dryer to this family ourselves.
Still very tired, and not sharing her enthusiuasm, I left the decisions to her, and told her that I
would arrange for a new washer and dryer to be delivered on Christmas Eve for the family.
The next day at work was a hectic one, but I managed to call the Bishop and tell him that I
would take care of the washer and dryer. The Bishop responded that he already knew; Annie had
called to tell him of the change of plans. She had also received all the necessary information on each
of the children. The Bishop thanked me for my deep love of my fellow man, told me I would be richly
blessed. I listened, rolled my eyes, and gave a long sigh, then hung up. I called a good friend of mine,
Dan, who owned an appliance outlet, and explained what I wanted. Surprised at my friend’s
response, I listened as Dan eagerly told of his wish to be a part of the surprise. He would give us the
top-of-the-line models at the low end pricing, and he would have it delivered on Christmas Eve with
big red ribbons. I couldn’t believe it. Everyone was getting into the act, yet I still felt so numb to it all.
That evening our family went to Temple Square to see the Christmas lights and listen to the
story of the Savior’s birth. Staring at the snow-covered nativity figures, I could sense the growing awe
that filled my son with wonderment. Standing hand in hand with Willy, I was touched to see him so
moved by the Spirit of the Season, it seemed we were all engulfed by that same spirit.
On the way home, Willy talked about the true meaning of Christmas and how he wished we
could help someone, like Jesus had taught us to do. Annie picked up on this moment and told the
children about a family that needed help this Christmas, and did they want to help? The boys were
thrilled with the idea, and a plan was set in motion to do the shopping that very next Saturday.
The day arrived, the last Saturday before Christmas, and we scurried between stores at the
mall. Annie took the younger boys with her to shop for the “Christmas Family,” and I took Willy with
me to the toy store to get the long-awaited train cars. Willy jumped up and down with excitement as
we selected the cars he’d wanted for so long. It was a dream come true for him. He wanted to tell
everyone, but was specifically instructed against it. His brothers still believed in Santa Claus, and
even Willy’s jubilation shouldn’t spoil that secret for them. Nevertheless, Willy knew this was the best
Christmas a boy could ever have. He was thrilled to think that he would finally get his long-awaited
Christmas wish.
Later, we all met in front of the big department store. Annie and the younger boys had gotten
all the gifts for the “Christmas Family,” except one, the oldest boy who was eight-years-old. They
pondered what they might get for him that would make his Christmas special, and finally decided on a
new bicycle. I looked at Annie and asked how much she had left from the three hundred dollars? She
told me, “about ten dollars.” Shock! But my dismay was quickly melted away by our sons excitement
for the bike, so I smiled and said, “Let’s go and get the bike.”
The day before Christmas finally rolled around, I checked with my friend, the washer and
dryer had been delivered. The boys and Annie had spent the last couple of days wrapping gifts, and

48

filling the house with the smell of cookies they made for the family. Willy spent the morning in our food
storage room putting together a couple of boxes of food as a final gift.
I called the father of our “Christmas Family” and told him we had some gifts for his children
and would like to bring them over after they had gone to bed. The father humbly gave me a time, and
address, and quietly hung up. I felt compassion for this father’s embarrassment as I had been there
myself, and I wanted to make this task as anonymous as possible. I decided to take Willy along to
hurry with the delivery. That way, only Willy, Annie, and I would know who this family was.
The boys loaded the van, and I explained to them that Santa would pick them up from there
and deliver the packages on his rounds with his reindeer, they understood, and I whispered to Willy
that I needed his help later to deliver them when his brothers were asleep. Willy happily agreed, and I
stressed the importance of respect and anonymity for this family. He could never tell anyone who they
were, Ever! That is the way Savior would want it. Willy Understood.
A light snow fell as Willy and I drove the ten blocks to our new neighbor’s home. It was a
small house, and the freshly-fallen snow made it look so peaceful and serene. The glow from the
fireplace warmly lit the living room and was the only light coming from inside as we approached their
humble abode. We saw our breath in the crisp, cold air, and heard the crunch of the snow beneath
our feet, we carried our gifts toward the house. We quietly knocked on the door, careful, determined
not to wake the children.
The door was opened by an older gentleman, who greeted us with great humiliation. Inviting
us into his home, we smelled the familiar pine scent and saw a small Christmas tree with a single
strand of lights around it, with only a few presents beneath it. I noticed that the only heat seemed to
be coming from the fireplace. On the couch was a woman stroking a small boy’s curly brown hair as
he cuddled under a blanket to keep himself warm. He was sound asleep. I could see, as I looked into
the mother’s eyes, that she had been crying.
The father motioned to Willy and I to be quiet, and he gently picked up the boy to carry him
off to bed. When the blanket fell away, we noticed braces, with leather straps that held them in place,
running down both sides of his deformed, thin, little legs. Willy was mesmerized by the boy; my heart
melted as I viewed the little boy. I felt a large lump in my throat as I gratefully compared my three
healthy sons, as well as my ample income, to their meager means and situation of this humble family.
As the father left the room, the mother got up, shook my hand, and introduced herself. She
explained that her son was in constant pain and had trouble sleeping. She found that reading to him
helped take his mind off his painfully crippled legs. I introduced her to Willy as the father came back
into the room.
I watched Willy start putting the gifts under the tree, pausing at times as if deep in thought.
Willy then went back out to the van to get more gifts, and each time he would pause, as if trying to
understand what he had just seen. I spent the time talking to the father about his job search for an
accountant position. Fortunately, I knew someone who was looking for just such an employee. I
promised to help him obtain the position right after Christmas. I listened as he said how the little
money they had left was being eaten up by medical bills for their handicapped son. They explained all
this to me with emotion filled voices, and not complaints, and remarked what a loving child he was,
and that their family didn’t consider him a burden; that all their sacrifices were worth anything the
family had to endure. I felt something stirring deep within my heart, for as a father, I too understood
this kind of love.
When Willy had finally finished bringing in all the gifts, except one. He said it was too heavy
for him to handle by himself, and sat quietly on the couch, deep in thought. He picked up the little
boy’s book, apparently well-worn from the many readings by the mother.
I too remembered the last gift in the van, and excused myself to go and get it. I felt nervous
about the gift, knowing it was a bicycle. I just didn’t know what to do about it now. I reasoned that they
could exchange it for something else after Christmas. Praying for help to explain the bike to these
wonderful people, I pondered how I could have been so ignorant. Why hadn’t I done a little more
checking with the Bishop before we bought this gift? But I hadn’t, because I had been too arrogant,
and self centered to ask for more details about them! Now I prayed that they would understand my
thoughtless mistake.
As I started to pull out the bike, I felt Willy tugging on my coat sleeve. “Dad,” he said, then
paused until he got my full attention. “I’ve got an idea…and please don’t get upset at me.” He spoke
in such hushed tones that I could barely hear him.
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“What is it, son?” I asked, giving him my full attention.
“I wish ...” he paused, then took a big swallow. “I want that boy to have my new train
set…and…and I’ll take the new bike!” As he spoke he looked at the ground, waiting for my response.
I stared in astonishment. I wondered if my son knew what he was saying. He was offering to
give away a dream, one that he’d had for two years…and to a total stranger! The image of fivehundred dollars worth of train stuff flashed through my mind. How could this be? Stunned, I blurted
out, “Why, son?”
“Dad,” Willy said, looking into my eyes, “We know he will never ride a bike and I know he
wants a train set?” I stared in disbelief as he continued. “The book his mom was reading to him was
The Big Book of Trains.” Then Willy said something that struck me deep within my heart. “You told us
that Jesus taught that it is more important to give than to receive…so, I’d like to do what He taught, in
honor of His birth.”
I looked at my son. Willy’s eyes were pleading as tears gently fell from them. “Are you sure,
son?” I managed to utter. Willy nodded yes. I hugged him tightly as I felt the tears well up in my own
eyes. “Willy, go tell them we forgot one gift and we will be right back with it.”
As I watched my ten-year-old son literally run to the door with excitement to give them the
message, my heart swelled with pride for him. Willy had shown more love than most adults ever do.
In fact, more love than I had shown. I had never been so simply taught the true meaning of Christmas
and the gift of sacrifice. It was an act of pure love. One that was supposed to be so universal,
especially at this season. My son had just given me the greatest gift without even realizing it - an
example of pure, selfless, sacrificing love for his fellow man.
As we returned later to that humble home with the extra gift, I watched my son beam with joy
as he carried the packages to the door all by himself. The mother of the young crippled boy warmly
gave Willy a heartfelt hug and a wave goodbye. I had just witnessed the miracle of Christmas
expressed lovingly that night by a young child - my child. The meaning of sacrifice took on a new
significance that night as I looked upon my son’s face and thought of another little boy so long ago in
Bethlehem.
Christmas morning was a special one for Annie and I as we watched our boys excitedly open
their gifts. Especially as we saw Willy’s satisfaction, smiling at his new bike. He knew. We knew. We’d
always know. That bike would always hold special memories for all of us, and the true meaning of
Christmas in our hearts. It was a Christmas wish come true.
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