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All is quiet now. The children have tired themselves out with their new 
toys and the adults have stuffed themselves with all the delicious 
holiday foods. My beautiful son Jacob lies asleep in his small bed with 
his new Pooh bear beside him. And Catherine, my love, is sleeping 
peacefully in our bed.

I sit now watching them, humbled by the miracle of their existence. This
is our second Christmas as a family. Last year, Jacob was only a few 
weeks old and Catherine was living Below, recovering and in hiding from
the evil Gabriel. So much has happened. So much joy and so much 
sorrow.

The day has been filled with such joy and celebration. I sat with 
Catherine in the Great Hall as the children opened their homemade gifts
with great glee. Dear Jacob delighted in tearing the paper and crawling 
about in the debris he created. His mother and I laughed until we could 
no longer breathe. He is such a delight, such a miracle.

The noon meal was extravagant, to say the least. Catherine purchased 
turkeys and hams that were meticulously-prepared and hungrily 
devoured. After the children went back to their toys, the rest of us 
gathered around watching with delight. Later, the children performed 
several Christmas selections of their own choosing.

After the concert, we all gathered around and listened to Father read 
the story of the first Christmas and spoke to us of the real meaning of 
Christmas. It was then I began to count my many blessings.

I looked at the people gathered around. They were all friends and all 
family that had accepted me and loved me when others had abandoned 
me to die. There was Father, the man who had created this world. He 
has loved me as his son all my life, even though we have disagreed on 
much and will continue to do so.

Next to me was Catherine. Her love saved me, made me complete, and 
made my life a celebration. Her beauty, her grace, her constant abiding 
love, has been the greatest, most precious gift I could ever receive. She
is my heart's delight and my reason for living.



On Catherine's lap sat Jacob. Jacob, perhaps the greatest miracle of 
love. What a precious gift he has been to his mother and I … I find 
myself often standing by his bedside at night reassuring myself that he 
is real and that he is ours. I never dreamed I could be so blessed with 
this child. I look at him and see a unique blending of myself and the 
woman I love. Our child is our love in its purest form.

But then again, all children are love's truest expression. They are a gift 
entrusted to us to care for, to guide, and to mold. They are innocence 
and trust, for only they see us as we really are and not what we would 
have them see.

My Christmas wish to all is that they take the time to truly appreciate 
the wondrous gift of their children and in doing so, reap the greatest 
riches of life.

I will close now, I find I can no longer sit here so far from Catherine's 
embrace. It has indeed been a Merry Christmas, so to all good-night.


