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Christmas Hope 

 

I spent most of my childhood in the tropical state of Florida. My brother, sister, and 

I had never seen snow. We knew all about snow, though. Literature for kids is full 

of stories involving snow, including enticing pictures. Delicate ice crystals falling 

from the sky? Snowball fights? Snowmen? Sledding down hills? Snow cream? It all 

sounded magical to Florida kids. And somehow snow is linked to the perfect 

Christmas. Even adult stories and movies imply that Christmas just isn’t complete 

without snow. 

 But neither snow nor Christmas was on our minds in the late summer of 1961. 

My mother, brother, sister, and I waited for my father to come home from an 

errand. He would take the whole family bowling that evening. Maybe as a ten-year-

old, I could make my first spare. But my father didn’t come. To our surprise, a 

police car stopped in front of the house. The deputy walked slowly to our front 

door. He told us that my father had been killed in an automobile accident. 

 Within an instant, my world simply stopped. There would be no more fishing 

trips. No more playing catch in the yard. No more goodnight kisses. What reason 

was there to continue living? Within a few days we moved away from all we knew 

to my mother’s home state, Alabama. Everything there seemed different. People 

talked funny. The other kids played games that I didn’t understand. Life wasn’t 

death for me, but it didn’t quite seem like living either. 

 Eventually, a joyless Christmas approached. The season just wasn’t the same 

without my father. And I couldn’t even imagine what Christmas Day would be like. 

All of our family traditions involved him. 

 In the late afternoon of Christmas Eve, a cold north wind started to blow. The 

sky clouded over. And a few beautiful snowflakes started to come down—very 

unusual for Alabama. No weather report had predicted snow. Even the old timers 

were surprised. During the evening, the snowfall intensified. Who cared about 

presents or Santa coming? My brother, sister, and I spent every minute watching the 

snow from the windows. On Christmas morning, six inches of crystal cold purity 

covered the world outside. And to my eternal joy and amazement, there under the 

Christmas tree a brand-new sled waited, the first one I had ever seen. It was a 

miracle! Either that, or Santa got really lucky. 

 On Christmas Day, we played outside doing all the things with snow that we 

had heard about until we were nearly frozen. Then I got the strangest new feeling. 

Life was still worth living. Somebody—that somebody who was able to make 

snow—would look out for me. The strange feeling was hope. Before my father 
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died, I’d never needed any hope. Now hope said, “Everything will be alright.” 

 Hope is an essential element of a Christian’s life. 1 Corinthians 13:13 lists 

hope along with faith and love. Have you ever seen a young father and mother who 

weren’t full of hope as they cradled their new baby? Probably not. At Christmas, all 

of us have a new baby: the baby Jesus. That baby is God’s gift of hope for all of us, 

the essence of Christmas. Jesus’ hope says, “Everything will be alright.” 


