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Christmas 2012
Merry Christmas and Happy Hanukkah!

Christmas has always been very special to me.  I have a naive and child-like love of the whole season, everything about it.  The snow and slush, the black & white movies, the lights twinkling in every room of our home—even the struggle I go through to wring a bit of magic from my “pen” and put something on these pages that moves you, and says “thank you” in a way you cannot possible ignore.
I remember being a child, and spending Christmas time with my grandparents in Providence, RI.  We’d be out shopping and my grandfather would curse or grumble at another driver and my grandmother would look aghast, and admonish him, yelling, “Paul! It’s Christmas!”  To her, Christmas was a time when you were simply kind and practiced “good will toward men,”  even if you couldn’t remember why (or you were in more of a “crimes against humanity” frame of mind!)  I think this is where I got my “Christmas bug” originally.  Her unquestioning adherence to the Christmas Spirit was contagious.  To be kind and loving, forgiving those who’ve trespassed against us...and to not need a reason because it all goes a little beyond reason.  It’s our natural state, despite some historic evidence to the contrary. 
I remember watching a Christmas comedy years ago called “Scrooged.”  Bill Murray played a modern corporate “Scrooge” named Frank, who had a less successful brother, James, who lived out of state.  At their Christmas party, James and his wife realized that even though they’d invited brother “Scrooge” to their party, he wasn’t going to show—as usual. The wife said to James, “You invite him every year and he’s always busy.  When will you learn?” to which he replies, “Never. He’s my brother. A toast to my brother Frank, I wish he were here.”  Those first four words may be the most profound and beautiful I’ve ever heard: “Never.  He’s my brother.”
The Christmas spirit is that which lives within us through the virtue of God, and speaks and acts only from what is right and just; kind and charitable; that which makes us say, “Never.  He’s my brother.”  It helps us to put things in proper perspective; burning away pettiness, minimizing differences and disabilities, and capitalizing on strength and similarity.  To sum it up, “That which helps us to see things as close to the way God sees things as possible.”  To be able to see that taking a breath, being aware of that breath, and having others to share that breath with, is a miracle of such proportion that it washes over and obliterates all reason, logic and earthly matters.  I felt that spirit this long Thanksgiving weekend, as Deb, Elissa Rose and I were “holed” up in our home, Christmas lights twinkling, just hanging around, talking, watching Christmas shows—just sharing breaths together.  It was a beautiful weekend and I could not want for more. 
Speaking of gratitude, this year was an “election year,” and a very robust, passionate one at that! I pray that this spirit washes over our political leaders, brings them to their knees with epiphany, and inspires them to lead our Country as if every family; every man, woman and child were their very own.  To see the truth, the miracle of life, and to fall in love with the human species, and to act from that love.  Amen”

And so I close with a thank you.  Thank you for being the “fuel” that makes our business run.  Thank you for picking us year after year.  I hope you like the way we do things, the people we’ve chosen to service you, and the way we respond when something isn’t right.  Bless you and your family.  You are well thought of today.  And if you are faced with a situation like James was in “Scrooged,” I pray that you remember to say, “Never.  He’s my brother” too.  
Ken, Deb  & Elissa Rose LaVoie – The LaVoie Family
