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Like many working-class families of the post war years, we didn't
have a lot of money. Our Christmas trees were of the Charlie

Brown variety, long before Charlie Schultz and Peanuts. Presents

ended to be of a practical nature and were usually from
Woolworths, but like all kids I had grandparents who tended to
spoil my brother and me.

One Christmas Grandma took us to see the windows at Marshall Fields in downtown

Chicago. One of the windows had an animated Noah's ark. I obsessed. I wanted ALL of it,

complete with the giraffe which moved its neck and the monkey with the rolling black eyes.

That they were not for sale did not bother me. I was desolate, yet I told Santa later that day

what he just had to deliver. Even if he could it would be bit of a stretch, even for him, since we

lived on the third floor and our fireplace was an artificial one. Yet on Christmas morning among

the flannel shirts and a couple of pairs of scratchy sox, was a wonderful punch-out Noah's Ark

set complete, with giraffe and monkey as well as Mr. Noah and his whole family. I couldn't have

been happier. That set was my constant companion for weeks after the tree disappeared and

sat on my bookshelf in its box. ln a genuine way, that Christmas morning cemented my belief in

Santa and that the world was a pretty good place to live. ln onê way or another, those

cardboard figures have been with me since then.

My guess is, if we look back at our own lives, we all have had a Noah's ark experience.

That is what the Christmas season is all about--how God breaks into our lives with a special gift

when we least expect it. For us it is a little baby in a stable feedbox who will become the
greatest gift of all for each of us--Jesus, whose life is the greatest gift of all--LOVE.

May your Christmas be filled with everything that makes Jesus' birth even more

wonder-filled.

(Rev)Joe Ponic
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