A German Christmas Story

                                                                (or Yes, Virginia, there is a Christ Child)


The afternoon light faded quickly on the farm and Christmas Eve began. The chores were done and supper was a blur of excitement. The schnitz soup warmed excited children and adults gathered round the table. As soon as the dishes were done, everyone quickly donned their Sunday best to wait for the Christ Child to arrive.


Sometimes the Christ Child would actually enter the house. This year I was hopeful. Usually one of the older brothers or sisters would have to answer the door and go outside to tether the donkey while the visitor entered.


Today I was ready. I had been trying to be a good boy all through Advent. Often at sunset we would notice the glow and say that the Christ Child was baking cookies. And no matter how cold it got, there was always one little corner of the window that had no frost on it. That’s where Jesus was watching us to see if we were good.


There was a knock at the door. My older brother Denis was designated to hold the donkey’s reins so that Jesus could come into the house. 

I saw a figure in dazzling white, with a branch in his hand. On the branch was a white ribbon. The Christ Child was really here! He asked questions of us children. Were we good? Did we obey our parents? I was too breathless to answer. He brought a box of gifts – something for everyone. O blessed day!

In later years, after participating in “the game” myself; after helping to move gifts out an upstairs window to a nearby granary, I overcame the bitter disappointment I suffered when I discovered the “Christ Child” was actually my brother one year, my sister another.

But still later, I realized with deep joy that in fact I could see Christ in my brother and Christ in my sister. As my sister Helen lay dying of cancer, I drove three hundred kilometers to visit her. She appeared barely conscious and repeated to me, “I’m sorry; I’m sorry.”  “It’s all right,” I assured her.” You have nothing to be sorry for.” Sister Helen (a nun) was always so considerate of others. I couldn’t believe that she would worry about the inconvenience to me.

Later I heard that she told some of the family members that she had seen Christ and that he told her it was all right. Then I realized a great truth -- we do see Christ in others. I had seen the Christ Child in my childhood – all dazzling and white! The dream of my childhood Christmas was again a reality. O blessed day!
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