A Christmas to Remember


I remember a time back when I was in Mrs. Stamper’s third grade class at Holden Elementary.  I was up in the air if there really was a Santa Clause.  Some of the students in my class were already nonbelievers and were bringing up good points to why the big guy in a red suit was not real.  That Christmas Eve really changed me and is a big reason why I’m still a believer!!


It was December 24, 1979.  My family and I were going to my cousins house for an annual Christmas party at my Aunts house who lived about 15 minutes away from us.  The weather was beautiful for the holiday season.  We had a dusting of snow on the ground and flakes coming from the sky.  I was really questioning this whole Santa thing to my parents.  All they kept telling me was that St. Nicholas was the spirit of Christmas and is real.  The kids at school were telling me different and between you and me, I think I was believing the kids at school.


We were having a wonderful time at my cousins house.  We had about 40 aunts, uncles, and cousins at the party.  We opened presents, did a lot of eating, and also played a lot of pool down in the basement while we sang Christmas songs.  We always have a wonderful time at the parties.


At around 10:30 PM my dad came downstairs to get my brother and I to tell us it was time to go home.  We had to get to bed for when Santa came to the house tonight so we have our presents to open in the morning.  At our house it was tradition that Santa came and we would wait until morning to open all of the presents.


We got in the car and were driving home as my brother and I were tired and almost falling asleep.  We got into our neighborhood when I looked up in the sky by the moon and saw The Big Guy Himself, his sled, and 8 Reindeer flying in the sky!!!  I did a double take, because I thought I was dreaming, and yell, “Hey Mom,  look,  it’s Santa up in the sky!!”


She looked up and said, “Yes Michael, he must be making his rounds, we need to get home and get to bed so he comes to our house to bring gifts.”


We pulled our car into the garage and began to unpack all of our gifts.  I kept thinking in the back of my mind that I had to get to bed just in case this thing I saw in the sky was real.  We opened the door and my brother and I started upstairs to go to bed when we saw a living room full of presents.  


“Hey Dad, Santa already came?!?!”  My brother questions with enthusiasm.


“Wow Rob, I guess he did,” my dad answered back as we started opening our presents.


That was a memory that taught me a lot and made me a believer in the spirit of Christmas.  The big lesson I learned that year was to just Believe!  That was the greatest Christmas ever and to this day, I’m still a believer of the spirit of St. Nicholas and Christmas.
