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Fragile Ornaments, Melting Snowflakes and the Healing Light of Christmas




When you come to the edge of all the light you know,


And are about to step off into the darkness of the unknown,


Faith is knowing one of two things will happen:


There will be something solid to stand on, or you will be taught how to fly.


– Barbara J. Winter









Foreword


In the busyness of the season let us make time to cherish Ron’s tender messages as they saturate our souls, tug at our heartstrings, resurrect our precious memories. Then may the Light of Jesus shine through our spirits, our prayers, our to-do lists, our gifting preparations in such a way as to honor Him the One who came to love us always.


Nancy Vandermeer


Retired Senior Vice President of Macy’s









Dedication


With happy memories of my childhood home …
remembering
the
Anticipation and Announcement of Christmas
where our hearts waited for the approaching Light of Advent
the
Wonder and Worship of Christmas
where joy at home and joy at church were shared in equal measure
the
Magic and Manger of Christmas
where the childhood fantasy of the season never overshadowed the
miracle of faith
the
Presents and Presence of Christmas
where chosen gifts met a need and the Presence of the Spirit created
sacred moments
the
Love and Light of Christmas
where hearts were filled with Love that was born on Christmas and
where windows in our city home were illuminated with reflections of
hope
the
Songs and Sentiments of Christmas
where carol singing around the piano and carols sung at church filled
our lives with joy, contentment and happiness
the
Enchantment and the Excitement of Christmas
where we woke up to twinkling lights and balsam trees and Lionel
Trains running on tracks in wintry scenes and Santa’s empty cookie
plate
and remembering most of all that my grandfather shared his birthday
this special day with God’s most precious gift of Love
the
Beauty and Blessing of Christmas
where beauty was all around because we were blessed with Love at
home
the
Parental Persuasion and Parental Perspective of Christmas
Where this belief was never open for debate – Christmas was
Celebrated in Church
the
Pageantry and Proclamation of Christmas
the Prince of Peace was born!
This is what the season was all about!!










Preface


A popular Christmas song says the season of Christmas is the “very best time of year.” Why then are our emotions often fragile at Christmas, unlike any other time of the year? Though the holiday is occasion for joy and peace, it frequently is the saddest season of the heart. The holiday evokes diverse memories and feelings. Some pleasant. Many heartbreaking.


The lyrics of carols, hymns and Christmas songs tell us of family gatherings and happy children. It conveys homes filled with cheer, warm fireplaces, childlike dreams and visions of sugarplums, as icy windowpanes are etched with snowflakes and Jack Frost swirls around snowmen standing on front lawns in the reflection of warm glowing candles from windows casting halos on the snow.


Not all Christmas ornaments sparkle on tree branches. Some hold sad memories. Many lie fragile, broken in attic boxes stored away with feelings of loss over people we’ve loved who are no longer with us. We have heartache over terminated relationships and dwindling families. In divorced homes, children visit on alternating holidays, while our love for them never alters. Their absence on Christmas, a holiday meant to be shared with children, fills our lives with anguish. Melancholy makes it difficult to handle our fears, sorrows and separations.


Splintered, fragile ornaments often result from a lack of care and ritual in storing precious glass ornaments safely away, gently wrapped, protected, until a new season reveals their magic and promise of Christmas joy. At times we manage love, others and ourselves with similar disregard. We are like fragile ornaments and melting snowflakes. Our emotions are delicate. We treat ourselves with indifference. We desert those near and dear to us. We find ourselves abandoned. We feel the void of their absence. The depth of our aloneness. When we are on our own, the intensity that no one is near to us is magnified. Those that remain dear to us, remain dear only by holding on to memories. The most wonderful time of year, for many, turns into the loneliest time of the year.


As we remove ornaments from Christmas storage boxes, we hang them on the boughs remembering times, places and people. Each ornament holds a story. They are treasured keepsakes. Ornaments on a tree can narrate the whole story of one’s life, reflected in their fragile glass and design. A memento from our grandparents’ tree. A decoration made for Mom and Dad when we were children. Gifts we made during family holiday craft making before we were divorced. We hold them in our hands recalling happy times, people and places. Just like shells collected on a beach during summer vacations reminding us of special days with family and friends. Or an assortment of stones and pebbles gathered from riverbeds or mountain streams can remind us of walks in the forest and meadows. Jars of colored sea glass store a lifetime of summer memories.


At this season of light and joy, we sometimes find that we come to the edge of all the light we know and find we are about to step off into the darkness of the unknown. That darkness for many brings an agonizing fear of loneliness. If we are alone at Christmas we find no comfort from songs of the season that refer to family gatherings, homes filled with laughter and cheer, or happy golden days of yore. They only remind us that happy golden days are past. Optimistic golden days of YORE. There is nothing golden in realizing YOU’RE alone.


Streets, neighborhoods, cities and towns across our country and world are illuminated with the colors and lights of the holiday season, shining from decorated homes, candles in windows, illuminated trees and lawns and luminaries along pathways to our front doors.


Yet, there is something of sadness and dimness among the dazzling lights of the season that makes our hearts fragile. The season of joy, peace, cheer and merriment can make us realize that inwardly we still search for peace, desire deeper joy, long for something cheerful and hopeful as we yearn to turn sadness and distress into merriment and comfort. Something of love melts in us like snowflakes. Something of light diminishes in brilliance. Something of warmth becomes frozen over. Sadness fills the heart. We crave the peace, the deep, lasting peace that Christmas promises.


Many broken hearts suffer from staggering losses, unfathomable pain and insatiable sorrows. While Christmas time glows with twinkling lights and front doors are adorned with green balsam wreaths and red bows, there are those who find little warmth and light within themselves. The season does not come bearing gifts of comfort and joy. Their lives are far from silent nights. Their minds are in turmoil. There is no peace. They can’t wait until the holidays pass.


We are reminded today that the earth, suspended in the universe like a fragile ornament on a tree, is bereft of peace. Conflict, war, oppression, famine, disease and disaster destroy the light in the human heart and spirit among people and nations. We live in a peaceless world, in constant conflict and turmoil. Humanity is fragile. Peace on earth, good will toward all people seems unattainable. Where can we find that perfect peace when the world is constantly in discord?


We need something ‘stable,’ solid, upon which to stand. A firm place of assurance and hope. We need a bright light within. A broader peace, a lasting peace, a more perfect peace around us. That stable place that will provide such an assurance will be found only in one place, one ‘stable’ place. A stall, a cave, a manger, the birthplace of the Morning Star.


Christmas shopping on black Friday (that day after Thanksgiving, when malls and stores accommodate the onslaught of shoppers trampling each other to grab the toy or item of the season, as businesses turn profits that move their ledgers from red to black) cannot provide the lasting responsiveness to peace in the hectic pursuit of gadgets, gifts and glitz. Commercialism makes profit the bottom line, diminishing the veritable soul of the season. The priority of consumerism overrides the nurturing of the heart, the original purpose of the indwelling love of God within the human spirit. With the Spirit of the season diminished, the soul shrivels. The essence of the heart is made gradually more fragile. We are brittle ornaments, with breakable emotions. Our unique spirit of love, life and joy melts away like snowflakes.


We need Someone to be the bottom line upon which to stand. Rock solid, strong, filled with the promises of the season, assurances of peace, contentment, joy, love, light and hope. A faith that can sustain us.


We are consumed by the frenzy of gift buying. Get. Get. Get. Give. Give. Give. I want. I want. I want. Lists. Lists. Lists. Diamonds. Cars. Stereos. IPods. BlackBerrys. Digital cameras, designer clothes, furs. None of these satisfy the fragile heart longing for the promise of the Spirit of Christmas. Failing to nurture that spirit, we deny ourselves the healing light of the season for fragile ornaments and melting snowflakes.


Look at a few songs of the holiday:


The Very Best Time of Year, Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas, I’m Dreaming of a White Christmas, I’ll Be Home for Christmas and Chestnuts Roasting On An Open Fire.


These lyrics evoke happy sentiments. Their nostalgic melodies surface sadness as well. They make a holiday bittersweet. We are fragile ornaments. Our fragility is emphasized by the nostalgia of Christmas. If you have suffered loss through death or friendships have been severed, the song, I’ll Be Home for Christmas, reminds us that only in our dreams might someone return to be “near to us.” How sad it is to know that there is one dear to us who will not be gathering near to us this Christmas holiday.


We must find the healing light of Christmas. A light to restore our fragile selves. A light that brings with it comfort and joy. Despite such losses we can find healing light for our hearts.


In 1990 Macaulay Culkin starred in the classic Christmas movie Home Alone. John Williams and Leslie Bricusse wrote the theme song that explains the beautiful sentiment of the season in heartwarming words. Kevin has been unknowingly left behind by his family who have gone on a European vacation. He is walking, alone on a quiet street observing a family gathering at Christmas time through the windows on the porch. The song not only emphasizes the sentiment of the holiday, but touches the subliminal feelings of fear and sadness of being, abandoned, alone. Without family. Without the security of love.




Candles in the window,


shadows painting the ceiling,


Gazing at the fire glow, feeling that ‘gingerbread’ feeling.


Precious moments, special people, happy faces I can see.


Somewhere in my mem’ry,


Christmas joys all around me,


Living in my mem’ry,


all of the music,


All of the magic


All of the family home here with me.





My heart feels Kevin’s lost and empty fears and feelings, his yearning to find his family. While I watch him observing the celebration through the window, I realize the song touches a subconscious place within each of us. Our places of profound desire. We want to be loved. We want to love. Life is fragile. At times we discover ourselves alone. Love shared with family is important. With one significant person. We live life in relationship. In community. This scene in Home Alone reminds us of this hunger.


Another scene in Home Alone presents a Nativity Pageant in a church, where the song Star of Bethlehem conveys the appropriate significance of the season. Its message is for fragile lives. It is the light of healing promised at Christmas. Unfortunately, the lyric tends to fade in the movie’s primarily secular presentation of Christmas, though the director John Hughes inserts this song and pageant, I feel, to present the true implication of the holiday. The Star of Bethlehem is not about starry skies and celestial brightness. It is about the Morning Star. The Christ Child.




Star of Bethlehem shining bright,


Bathing the world in heav’nly light.


Let the glow of your distant glory


Fill us with hope this Christmas night.


Star of innocence, star of goodness.


Gazing down since time began.


You who’ve lived through endless ages,


View with love the age of man.


Star of beauty hear our plea,


Whisper your wisdom tenderly


Star of Bethlehem set us free,


Make us a world we long to see.







Star of Bethlehem, star on high,


Miracle of the midnight sky.


Let your luminous light from heaven


Enter our hearts and make us fly.


Star of happiness, star of wonder,


You see ev’rything from afar.


Cast your eye upon the future,


Make us wiser than we are.


Star of gentleness hear our plea,


Whisper your wisdom tenderly.


Star of Bethlehem set us free,


Make us a world we long to see.





This star, this light, this hope, this Child of Christmas, this Morning Star, this Christ Child is the healing Light of Christmas for fragile lives. It is the star to which we can offer the prayers and pleas of our fragile lives. This star is the trustworthy hope upon which to stand in a fragile world. Its joy enters our hearts and enables us to fly. It is a star of happiness, star of wonder, star of peace. It makes us wiser than we are. It whispers its wisdom tenderly to our fragile lives. The star frees us from all hurt. All fear. It fills us with gladness, peace and joy. With our earnest pleas we ask it to hear us, to heal our fragile selves, to make us whole, set us free. To bring us home at Christmas. It is the ‘stable’ that keeps us stable. The Star of Bethlehem not only illuminates the sky at holiday time. It is the star that illuminates our souls with the Light of a baby named Jesus. This Light is the Light of our healing. We are fragile ornaments. Melting snowflakes. His Light is our lasting peace, hope and light. His Light and Love makes us whole!


Through these fifteen days ’til Christmas poems and prayers written for me by a dear friend (whom I refer to with the letter ‘F’) so I might come to a truer place, a brighter light of the joy of the season, a more solid faith, you too will find a Light bringing healing to your fragile places. They will give you something concrete upon which to stand and trust during Christmas. They will teach you how to fly where angels sing the “Gloria in Excelsis Deo” of Christmas. They will carry you deep within your soul where angels whisper words of hope and healing. I pray that you will find healing in these readings and in my exposition of their thoughts.


If you are one who at Christmas feels sadness during the season of joy, sadness from the carols, Christmas songs, lights and festivities, perhaps you might find a truer understanding about those feelings. There is a message and promise of light and peace even in the sadness that fills us. Within these feelings it is possible to find the gifts of God’s love and joy for Christmas.


In Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice it is said, “The man that hath no music in himself, nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds, is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils.” (Merchant of Venice, V. 1, 83–85)


“Jessica, the daughter of Shylock, has eloped with Lorenzo. Together under moonlight, they delight in their love and each other’s affections. When musicians enter the scene, Jessica remarks that she is never happy when she hears sweet music. Instead she becomes terribly sad.”


Lorenzo tries to comfort her with a profound insight that gives meaning even to the music that makes us sad. He says to her that the sadness she feels is the “harkening of her soul to celestial powers.”


“It was an assumption among Elizabethans that musical harmony of the spheres, the celestial skies, was a manifestation of the universal order in which God created heaven and earth. Lorenzo says that music can calm the beast and that nothing in all nature is immune to its ability to move us emotionally. So he says, ‘Mark the music.’” (Merchant of Venice, Story Plot from the Internet)


It is with this understanding that we might, at Christmas time, in hearing the carols and music, the revelry and delight, the joy and the Gloria of angels, understand that if our fragile emotions solicit sadness, it just might be for the harkening of our souls to celestial powers. To God. To His promised love that He came to share through a baby in a manger. Even through sad feelings we can know His peace and affirm that He comes into our lives with tidings of comfort and joy!


It is this birth of Christ, His Light, which gives us the healing we need for the “fragile ornament” places of our lives. We are like melting snowflakes that fade away. Yet the word of hope and light of Christmas is the word that will last forever. Unwrap these promised gifts for you as you journey through these fifteen days ’til Christmas. Find in these literary gems, thoughts, prayers and my interpretation of them, the healing Light of Christmas. You can find a joy you never knew was possible. You will be held in peace. In the still, still, still quiet and healing peace and light of Christmas!
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