
     “You know, if 

I didn’t have to 

buy presents for all 

these exchanges, I 

might actually have 

enough money to buy 

presents for my own 

two kids,” I grumbled 

to myself. Besides gift exchanges for relatives, school, 

church, Sunday school, and Wednesday night church, the 

kids needed gifts for the groups’ charity projects. 

	 This year the kids’ dad was gone. It would be our 

first Christmas in our tiny upstairs furnished apartment. 

Having imposed on friends for the past several months, 

it felt great to have a place of our own and we felt safe. 

Still, it was a far cry from last Christmas, when we were 

still “a family” with a house and a yard. Memories of 

picking out the “perfect” Christmas tree were still fresh. 

	 Now, a borrowed artificial tree sat on an end table in 

the corner of the room. A single strand of lights wrapped 

it from top to bottom. I looked everywhere, but couldn’t 

find our Christmas ornaments. Were they with the rest 

of the things stored in my brother’s basement – and lost 

in the flood? The collectibles, given to us by family and 

friends, symbolized yet another loss. 

	 “God, I don’t understand,” I said. But God was giving 

us a new beginning, and that meant out with the old. 

	 I shouldn’t have worried about gifts. Coming back to 

my receptionist’s desk at the church one day after lunch, 

I discovered someone had sneaked in and deposited a 

bundle of presents. Tucked in was a large, soft brown 

teddy bear wearing a big bow. To us he was a huge hug. 

	 Then my car broke down. A friend took me to a 

trusted mechanic. When I went to pay the bill, I was 

told it had already been paid. Knowing I hadn’t paid it, 

I questioned the mechanic further. He simply replied, 

“Merry Christmas.” Another gift from my church family.

	 One evening the kids and I decided to make our own 

decorations. We strung popcorn and cut out snowflakes, 

sprinkling them with gold glitter. I turned off the lamp 

and plugged in the Christmas lights. We oohed and awed 

as magically, the tiny, white lights caught the glitter and 

a peaceful, twinkly glow lit the room. Peace – what a 

gift. We were going to be ok. 

				          

Andrea Johnson, Managing Editor 
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		 A Christmas 
to Forget Remember  
By Gary Emery
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for Christmas is that it would pass
by quickly.
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