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Christmas 2013
Merry Christmas and Happy Hanukkah!

I believe this is my 11th Christmas / Gratitude letter, a custom that I began in 2002.  I fear I’ll run out of words before I run out of breath! 
One reason I like to explore & share the meanings of Christmas is that I love how it often changes us (even if for a little while).  We get infected, sometimes, with something really glorious and beautiful. When we really “get” what an unlikely miracle life really is, even for a short time, it can make annoyances and problems “shrink.”  Priorities are reshuffled, things that were urgent and pressing before take a back seat to celebration and good will.  Its like “problems” go on a Hollywood diet and shrink from a size 12 to a 2.  (Don’t we wish we could apply this elsewhere?!) 

But this state of mind tends to be short-lived; the river of everyday-ness is relentless in its effort to stay the course.  Stuff that doesn’t matter begins to matter again, grudges are re-assembled, and our problems put back on the pounds.  But for that moment we might see things in their proper perspective.  We snatch a glance of the full measure of the miracle, something we can’t quite put our finger on.  And in that moment, we realize that so little really matters except kindness, service, love, being together…and it makes us want to live our lives with eyes open just a little…wider, maybe.

My wife Deb, my Daughter Elissa, and I do these sappy “group hugs,” and they make me feel warm & glad. “Here I am. I get to be here. I get to…be.  This is good.” Here is a short journal entry I wrote a few years ago, trying to capture my feeling of gratitude for getting to “participate” in a simple, good, family life.

…I awoke a little before dawn, long before anyone in the house was up.  The kitchen nightlight next to the coffee maker held onto its glow with dignified desperation, as if knowing it would be made obsolete soon by the casual arrival of daybreak.  I saw a plate of cookies on the kitchen table.  They were sitting next to the poinsettia, and they were wrapped carefully in saran, which sparkled from the reflection of the dim light.  My wife and six year old daughter had made them the previous afternoon to take to school for her first grade classmates.  Looking at them, in that moment...for a moment, all the layers of guilt,  shame & self-judgment I'd wrapped myself in over the years dropped in a heap at my feet…and I thought that it was so very good to be part of this.  And that somehow, deep down, I must be good to have been allowed here...

I’ve always been happy to be self-employed.  I’m pretty good at it, I think, but I’ve never been a great employee. I’m too absent minded, introverted, given to crankiness, and I don’t do well under pressure or competition.  Self-employment gives me the opportunity to create my workplace in a way that lets me thrive. Sure, I have 150 bosses instead of 1, but I like it that way.  I wouldn’t trade working for myself for anything. So thank you for that. I’ve always thanked you for the more obvious things: putting food on my family’s table, a roof over our heads, the opportunity to serve…but this year, Thank you for helping me be self-employed which allows me to set my life up in a way that works for an absent minded but (hopefully) loveable lout like me. 
Thank you so very much for remaining with us.  May your memories of transgressions against you be short and those of beautiful moments…long. May you make important things important and allow the unimportant to pass by like flotsam on a stream. May you never doubt your greatness; or that there is a reason you’re here. May the urge to kindness infect you like the flu and never heal! May you know that you must be good to have even been allowed here…
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