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The Canticle of Simeon
Now dismiss Thy servant,
O Lord, in peace,
according to Thy word:
For mine own eyes have
seen Thy salvation, which
Thou hast prepared in the
sight of all the peoples, a
light to reveal Thee to the
nations and the glory of
Thy people Israel.
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Come Beloved . . .
Let us return this
magnificent
Holy Season
to the Roots of our
Holy Catholic
Faith!

...

. . . (which means,
God with us) . . . for
He will save His People
from their sins.
— Matthew 1:18,21
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Dear ones . . .
How blessed are we to know and to live our holy Catholic Faith together. How blessed are
we to believe, to love, to long for holiness, to long for Our Savior and for Our Blessed Mother
whose Immaculate Heart will surely triumph over the evil of our day!
I believe firmly that we cannot truly know a Faith that we do not truly live. Prior to my
becoming Catholic, I visited a Catholic church in upstate New York. It was at least an hour
prior to Mass on a Sunday morning. I watched as an elderly woman—I’m guessing from Europe, seemingly in her 80’s—I watched her praying what I did not know then, but what I now
know were the Stations of the Cross. I was yet a fervent Evangelical Protestant looking into
the Catholic Church and happened upon the scene of this woman moving from Station to Station, bowing in prayer,
all the while her lips moving. It struck me to the core. I knew as I watched that although I might know a thousand
Bible verses, and even become Catholic, I would never be as Catholic as she. I wanted to dissect her to see what it
meant to be Catholic through and through.
As I write, Advent has just begun. In searching the internet, I came across what is to me an exquisitely beautiful
story of one truly Catholic family’s celebration of Advent, preparing for the coming of the Christkind. It moved me
no end and I longed – I long – for families today to know such beauty, such meaning and reverence. Michael Matt,
Editor of the Remnant, the story’s author, gave us permission to reprint it. It is not only the story of his years as a
child but of what he has carried on to this day with his own children and, please God, what will be lived with his
children’s children.

Waiting for the Christ Child
Michael J. Matt, Editor, The Remnant
Editor’s Note: Each year around Christmastime we
post this short, personal Christmas reflection which offers an alternative custom to the celebration of the great
Feast. I wrote it some years ago, and every year since I
receive email from new visitors to this site gently chastising The Remnant for not posting it earlier in Advent so
as to allow time for families to adopt as their own some
of the customs herein suggested. Over the years many
Catholic families have adopted the old Christ Child
tradition, believing it to be a beautiful means of restoring the true meaning of Christmas while strengthening
Catholic identity in children. And it can be gradually
implemented, of course. Out of respect for her childhood tradition, my wife and I still invite Santa Claus
(St. Nicholas) to visit our home on Christmas morning
but in a dramatically reduced capacity, perhaps leaving a few stocking stuffers above the mantle and moving on. Christmas is all about midnight and Christmas
Eve and the Christ Child. And a truly happy, holy and
merry Christmas remains forever predicated on careful

observance of Advent. No Christmas trees, no lights, no
good things to eat until December 25, when the time
of waiting comes to an end and all of Christendom rejoices over an event so magnificent even a two-year-old
will never forget it. Christ is to be born--and the world,
the flesh and the Devil will never change that reality, no
matter how hard they try. Happy Holidays? Yeah, right!
A fruitful Advent to all visitors to this site. MJM
This will be the fourth Christmas since my father passed
away. I suppose everyone misses deceased family members most this time of year; I know I do. My father loved
Christmas! I sometimes wonder, in fact, what impact his
larger-than-life celebrations of the birth of Christ had on
the faith of his nine children, each of whom continues
to practice the old Faith to this day. He believed that,
just as Advent—the “mini-Lent”—was to be kept well,
with plenty of spiritual and corporal works of mercy, so
too should Christmas be fêted with all the merrymaking
and gusto a Catholic family can muster
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He knew that children are not born
theologians who can grasp the intricacies of the great mysteries of Faith
at an early age. The Faith needed to
be lovingly spoon-fed to them, and
so the childlike customs of Christmas were for him tailor-made to instill love for the Faith before children
were old enough to even begin to understand it.
What a shame it is, then, to see well-meaning
traditional Catholic parents discarding those customs
altogether in a misguided effort to counter the commercialization of Christmas. No gift giving, no merry
making, no feasting on Christmas. Alas, the baby is being thrown out with the bathwater.
In a dreary world where pessimism and cynicism—
rather than righteousness and peace— have kissed each
other, we must guard against robbing our children of
the wonder and joy of Christmas—the seedbed for a
child’s Faith.
Our poor children may live long enough to see Christmas outlawed altogether in our brave new world, even
as it was once before by the Pilgrims who invented
Thanksgiving out of contempt for the “popish” feast of
Christmas. Anti-Catholics have long sought to destroy
our great Feast, which is why we must be certain that
in our eagerness to oppose the commercialization of
Christmas, we don’t become Puritanical agents working
towards the same diabolical end!
Many Catholics oppose the custom of Santa Claus—that
somewhat off-putting caricature of the great St. Nicholas. Admittedly, the red suit, the corpulent figure and
the stocking cap bare strikingly slim resemblance to the
4th century bishop of Myra; and the flying sleigh and reindeer are more reminiscent of pagan myth than Christian
Truth. But few have thought to provide a good alternative
to the jolly old elf. So I’d like to offer one now by reintroducing readers to the old Catholic Christmas custom that
the Germans called Christkind, or Christ Child, and that
American children of European immigrants would call,
simply, the Baby Jesus. Here is what I
remember…

Looking Back
It all began in Advent, when my
seven sisters and brother were ex-

Page 3

pected to prepare for the coming of
Christkind (pronounced Kris-Kint).
Under Mother’s watchful eye, we’d
fashion a small, makeshift manger
that would remain unoccupied
until Christmas Day. As Advent
progressed, good deeds were encouraged on a daily basis; and each
time it was determined that a good
deed had been done, one piece of straw
was placed in the empty manger, the idea being that Advent was a time to prepare a bed on which
the Baby Jesus could sleep when He arrived. Under the
rules of the old custom, the practice of virtue was an essential part of a child’s preparation for Christmas.
Each night after supper,
the lights would be turned
down while Advent Wreath
candles were lit. The haunting strains of O Come, O
Come, Emmanuel would
be lifted (somewhat awkwardly, I suppose) on the
voices of children. Shadows and flickering flames played
on faces across the dining room table, making it easy for
a child to imagine that he sat with the Israelites of old
waiting for the Messiah to come.
As the four weeks passed seemingly as slowly as those
four thousand years, one question became constant:
“Have my sacrifices been enough to please Christkind?”
And thus the weeks of Advent were spent in preparation
and waiting...as they should be.
Gradually, the empty manger would fill with straw as
the stage was set for a celestial Visitor. On the evening
of December 23rd, my father would hang a curtain over
the doorway of our living room, which, if that straw
was piled high enough, was to be transformed into the
“Christmas room” by the Baby Jesus Himself in the middle of the night.
Then, it was off to sleep, a seemingly impossible prospect.
The Christmas Eve mornings I remember are marked
by a combination of joy and wonder. Children still in
their “jammies” could scarcely whisper the words to a
curiously exhausted mother: “Did He come?”
All day long, we weren’t allowed to go near the curtain, lest one of us should succumb to the temptation to
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“peek”, which would be to risk the instant disappearance
of whatever Christkind may have brought. A lifetime of
self-discipline was taught between dawn and dusk on
Christmas Eve.
After a day of chores, naps, and helping with the house
cleaning, the anticipated hour of 7 o’clock would finally
arrive. We’d gather in the back room and sing Christmas
carols in candlelight as our mother would read aloud the
story that always began the same way: “And it came to
pass in those days that there went out a decree from Caesar Augustus…”

We listened as Father disappeared into the “Christmas
room” to take down the curtain and see to the final arrangements for the holy ritual. Only he was worthy to
“take over” for Christkind. The wait seemed interminable. Then, all at once, his voice would call out from the
darkness: “Come children, Christkind has come.”
Breathlessly, we’d make our candle-lit procession from
the back room to the living room, singing the words of
the old German carol as we went: Ihr Kinderlein, kommet, O kommet doch all! Zur Krippe her kommet in
Bethlehems Stall.
We’d gather ‘round my father, who now was kneeling in
front of the nativity scene. We’d do our best not to crane
our necks and look at the darkened Christmas tree or
whatever might be lying beneath it. Each child placed
a crib figure into the crèche, and the youngest put the
Baby in His manger. Then, prayers were said, Christmas
carols were quietly sung, deceased family were remembered, and Father spoke of the marvelous thing that had
happened long ago “at midnight in Bethlehem in piercing cold.”
I can still see the cast of Bethlehem bathed in a warm,
peaceful glow, seeming as real to me as if I were a shepherd boy looking down from that hillside over Bethle-
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hem. I can hear my father and mother’s hushed voices as
they prayed and sang to the same royal Baby that shepherds and angels had adored centuries ago. That sacred
moment was like a porthole in time, where traveling
back to the city of David just then seemed not only possible to a child, but imminent.
Those long ago Christmas Eves remain vivid in my
memory, thirty-five years later. And the gifts under the
tree? I don’t remember many of them. There was no
question what Christmas was about—we could feel it in
the depths of our young souls; we could see it in the tears
that formed in our father’s eyes as he prayed aloud; we
could hear it in our mother’s voice as she sang softly—silent night, holy night, all is calm.
Christmas was about the Baby, Mary, Joseph, shepherds, angels and Bethlehem. It was something so powerful that it could even cause our father’s voice to tremor
in the darkness as he explained Who the Baby is and
what He expects of us. We knew that Christkind was
real because our father and mother were kneeling on the
floor before the manger… praying to Him.
Moments later, the magic of Christmas—the feast, the
Catholic family celebration—burst forth in jubilation.
The majestic tree was lit; there was singing and dancing; bowls of nuts and candies, specially delivered by the
Baby Jesus Himself, seemed to appear out of nowhere.
And there, under the tree were the gifts, the second-tolast phase of the ritual. He’d come. He’d brought little
rewards for Advent efforts. The family was together,
united in love for each other and a Child King we cherished with all our hearts.
You must understand, my parents had no money. And
yet, somehow, Christmas came, year after year, and it
was fit for a King! That was part of the miracle. But this
was just the beginning. The toys and good things to eat
were set aside to be enjoyed on each and every one of the
twelve days of Christmas. Now, the soul of Christmas
Eve was about to be celebrated.
Coats and hats, mittens and scarves were the next order of business. The old station wagon groaned in the
frosty night air as Father turned the key in the ignition.
Nine children were loaded up, and, moments later, the
little ones peered through frosted glass in the hopes of
catching a glimpse of Bethlehem’s star on the way to
Midnight Mass
It would be Christmas Day before this night would
draw to a peaceful close in a dimly-lit church filled with
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the scent of pine needles and candle wax and incense.
Not long before the first light of Christmas Day glowed
in the East, sleepy children would crawl into chilly beds
as content as ever a child could be this side of Heaven’s
gate. And, why not! Christ is born!

And So It Continues…

The years have passed by so quickly since those childhood days that I can scarcely believe that the five little
ones who process into my living room each Christmas
Eve are my own, that my beloved father and one sister
are no longer with us, and that the rest of us have aged
more than we care to admit. But, strangely enough, the
Baby Jesus remains unchanged and unchanging. Ever
young, ever new, He’s the same now as He was then. My
children’s imaginations are as captivated by Him now as
mine was then. Life is moving on, but somehow Christmas is the one thing that stays the same.
Needless to say, His midnight visit on Christmas Eve
is the highpoint of the year for my children. Why? Because, as I see it, this old European Christmas custom
is profoundly Catholic. There is nothing plastic-banana
or phony-baloney about it! Children are neither taught
to equate Christmas with wicked consumerism or Godless Puritanism. They are taught the mystery of the birth
of Christ and the importance of celebrating the Feast.
Advent is a most essential part of the process, even as
Midnight Mass is its climax.
Even now, my own children—walking in the footsteps
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of their little Catholic counterparts from the old world—
are trading daily acts of kindness and virtue for little pieces of straw that are lovingly tucked away into an empty
manger. For one night soon the Child of Bethlehem will
transform their home and their souls into a place fit for a
King. For a few miraculous moments, life will stand perfectly still and the line between the physical world and
the spiritual one will become mercifully obscured.
Christkind creates in children an indissoluble bond
between the joy of Christmas—which celebrates His
birth—and the Catholic Faith itself which is His greatest
gift. In real Christmas cheer the two become one, and
the proper celebration of the Holy Day plants seeds of
Faith in the little garden of children’s souls even as they
shout for joy. As they grow older, their faith in Christkind transforms itself naturally into belief in the Real
Presence of Christ in the Blessed Sacrament—the true
meaning of Christmas.
There is no deceit in the Christkind custom, for, indeed,
there is no deceit in the Christkind. He does come down
to earth on Christmas Eve; His providence provides everything we need in this life; and He exists just as surely
as we do. He was born, He has a mother whom we all
know and love, and He comes to us often at Mass—
Christ’s Mass. He comes to us at Christmas. Has fallen
man ever had more reason
for Feast or feasting than
this? Let us be glad and rejoice. Merry Christmas to
one and all! Christ is born!
May the grace of Christkind be with all the readers
of The Remnant this Christmas, and may He bless one
and all with a happy and
holy New Year!
Reprinted with permission from The Remnant
Newspaper:
https://www.remnantnewspaper.com/Archives/archive-2005-1215-santa.htm

Oh Mother Miriam, I’m in tears. How beautiful. How I wish I had grown up with such customs, such love
and beautiful family traditions.

Me too, dear Zelda. But it is never too late to begin, even to teach our grandchildren or other families we know
and love. We need truly to return to our Catholic roots, even if it means learning and experiencing them for the
first time!
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Is that part of the reason you are beginning Mary’s Oblates – so that we can learn the things we may have
missed growing up and pass them on to our families?

Yes, at least that is my fervent desire. Many have written to become oblates or to discern the life of an Oblate of
Mary, which is why we’ve enclosed with this Christmas newsletter the very first Mary’s Oblates letter so that those
who apply even at this time can have a copy. One suggestion is that oblate candidates (which is the first stage of
becoming an oblate) would retain the Letters in some kind of file or even a loose-leaf binder so that you will have
the entire formation process at hand as we advance. That is why the above story is also included in the first Oblate
letter – for keeps! Finally, I’ve noted below a few introductory comments responding to some of the questions
we’ve received.

The Beginning of the Benedictine Oblates
of the Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope!
What exactly is an Oblate?

ter not only to answer the questions you submit but also
The enclosed oblate letter describes an Oblate as “one to include a number of your comments and even photos!
Your questions no doubt will help many others and comwho has been offered.”
ments or photos of you and your families will also enOblates can be laypersons or clergy, normally living in
courage all who are a part who are striving to love God
society, who, while not professed monks or nuns, have
and to live our holy Faith no matter our circumstance.
individually affiliated themselves with a monastic community and who wish, in time, to make a formal, private How can we apply? What if we missed the initial
promise to follow the Rule of the Order in their private application form? And can we add our children?
life as closely as their individual circumstances and pri- Yes! We have included a new application form with
or commitments permit.
this newsletter (see inside back cover).
Can anyone apply?

Anyone at all – men and women, married or single,
whole families, regardless of age. The only exception
would be those already belonging by promise to another
monastic community.
Is there a deadline to apply?

• All who have submitted the form previously have already been accepted into candidacy!

• Those who apply anew with this mailing will also be
accepted, unless, of course, you have made promises
or have taken vows with another religious community.

How do we obtain the Commentary for Benedictine
None at all. We will start all who apply whenever they Oblates on the Rule of St. Benedict?
apply at the beginning of the formation process so that We initially planned to send you a Rule of St. Beneall can take part in the entire journey.
dict that sells for $3.95 as our
gift. However, as mentioned,
Are there any dues or costs?
we found what has been said
There are no dues. Along the way, we will offer books to be the best Commentary
or materials you may wish to purchase, generally at on the Rule of St. Benedict
our cost which is 20-50% off the retail price plus post- for Oblates in print. It sold
age, such as the beginning Commentary on the Rule of initially for $60.00 but has
St. Benedict pictured here.
been republished for $35.00.
We explained to the pubWhat if we have questions along the way? Will
lisher what we wished to do
there be anyone to assist us?
and he gave us a very generYes, there will be a section in each monthly Oblate letous discount which we have
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passed on to you in the order form on the inside back
cover of this newsletter, reducing your cost to $20.00 per
book (including postage!). There are generous donors
who may be able to send a bit more to help those who
cannot afford such a Commentary. No one will be turned
away for financial reasons.

Okay now, go bake some Christmas cookies
or smores and curl up with your family
on Christmas Eve and read together the
story below. It is not only a true story; it
is the story of the greatest love the world
will ever know.

Bethlehem

Author Unknown

Caesar Augustus, the master bookkeeper of the world,
sat in his palace by the Tiber. Before him was stretched a
map labeled Orbis Terrorum, Imperium Romanum. He
was about to issue an order for a census of the world;
for all the nations of the civilized world were subject to
Rome. There was only one capital in this world: Rome;
only one official language: Latin; only one ruler: Caesar. To every outpost, to every satrap and governor, the
order went out: every Roman subject must be enrolled
in his own city. On the fringe of the Empire, in the little
village of Nazareth, soldiers tacked up on walls the order for all the citizens to register in the towns of their
family origins.

all other places, he would surely find shelter. There was
room in the inn for the soldiers of Rome who had brutally subjugated the Jewish people; there was room for the
daughters of the rich merchants of the East; there was
room for those clothed in soft garments, who lived in
the houses of the king; in fact, there was room for anyone who had a coin
to give the innkeeper; but there was no
room for Him Who
came to be the Inn
of every homeless
heart in the world.
When finally the
scrolls of history are
completed down to the last words in time, the saddest
line of all will be: “There was no room in the inn.”

Joseph, the builder, an obscure descendant of the great
King David, was obliged by that very fact to register in
Bethlehem, the city of David. In accordance with the
edict, Mary and Joseph set out from the Village of Nazareth for the village of Bethlehem, which lies about five Out to the hillside to a stable cave, where shepherds
miles on the other side of Jerusalem. Five hundred years sometimes drove their flocks in time of storm, Joseph
earlier the prophet Micheas had prophesied concerning and Mary went at last for shelter. There, in a place of
that little village:
peace in the lonely abandonment of a cold windswept
cave; there, under the floor of the world, He Who is
Bethlehem in the land of Judah, you are far from
born without a mother in Heaven, is born without a faleast in the eyes of the rulers of Judah; for out of
ther on earth.
you shall come a leader to be the shepherd of my
people Israel. [Matthew 2:6]

Of every other child that is born into the world, friends
can say that it resembles his mother. This was the first
instance in time that anyone could say that the mother
resembled the Child. This is the beautiful paradox of the
Child Who made His mother; the mother, too, was only a
child. It was also the first time in the history of this world
that anyone could ever think of Heaven as being anywhere else than “somewhere up there;” when the Child
was in her arms, Mary now looked down to Heaven.

Joseph was full of expectancy as he entered the city of
his family, and was quite convinced that he would have
no difficulty in finding lodgings for Mary, particularly
on account of her condition. Joseph went from house
to house only to find each one crowded. He searched in
vain for a place where He, to Whom heaven and earth
belonged, might be born. Could it be that the Creator
would not find a home in creation? Up a steep hill Joseph
climbed to a faint light which swung on a rope across a In the filthiest place in the world, a stable, Purity was
doorway. This would be the village inn. There, above born. He, Who was later to be slaughtered by men act-
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ing as beasts, was born among
then surely, argues the world, He
beasts. He, Who would call Himself
Who made the world should be at
the “living Bread descended from
home in it. He should come into it
Heaven,” was laid in a manger, literas an artist into his studio, and as
ally, a place to eat. Centuries before,
a father into his home; but, for the
the Jews had worshiped the golden
Creator to come among His creacalf, and the Greeks, the ass. Men
tures and be ignored by them; for
bowed down before them as before
God to come among His own and
God. The ox and the ass now were
not be received by His own; for
present to make their innocent reparation, bowing down God to be homeless at home—that could only mean one
before their God.
thing to the worldly mind: the Babe could not have been
There was no room in the inn, but there was room in God at all. And that is just why it missed Him. Divinity
the stable. The inn is the gathering place of public opin- is always where one least expects to find it.
ion, the focal point of the world’s moods, the rendezvous of the worldly, the rallying place of the popular and
the successful. But the stable is a place for the outcasts,
the ignored, the forgotten. The world might have expected the Son of God to be born—if He was to be born
at all—in an inn. A stable would be the last place in the
world where one would have looked for Him. Divinity
is always where one least expects to find it.

The Son of God made man was invited to enter His
own world through a back door. Exiled from the earth,
He was born under the earth, in a sense, the first Cave
Man in recorded history. There He shook the earth to its
very foundations. Because He was born in a cave, all
who wish to see Him must stoop. To stoop is the mark of
humility. The proud refuse to stoop and, therefore, they
miss Divinity. Those, however, who bend their egos and
No worldly mind would ever have suspected that He enter, find that they are not in a cave at all, but in a new
Who could make the sun warm the earth would one day universe where sits a Babe on His mother’s lap, with the
have need of an ox and an ass to warm Him with their world poised on His fingers.
breath; that He Who, in the language of Scriptures, could The manger and the Cross thus stand at the two exstop the turning about of Arcturus would have His birth- tremities of the Savior’s life! He
place dictated by an imperial census; that He, Who clothed accepted the manger because
the fields with grass, would Himself be naked; that He, there was no room in the inn; He
from Whose hands came planets and worlds, would one accepted the Cross because men
day have tiny arms that were not long enough to touch the said, “We will not have this Man
huge heads of the cattle; that the feet which trod the ever- for our king.” Disowned upon
lasting hills would one day be too weak to walk; that the entering, rejected upon leaving,
Eternal Word would be dumb; that Omnipotence would He was laid in a stranger’s stable
be wrapped in swaddling clothes; that Salvation would at the beginning, and a stranger’s grave at the end. An
lie in a manger; that the bird which built the nest would ox and an ass surrounded His crib at Bethlehem; two
be hatched therein—no one would have ever suspected thieves were to flank His Cross on Calvary. He was
that God coming to this earth would ever be so helpless. wrapped in swaddling bands in His birthplace, He was
And that is precisely why so many miss Him. Divinity is again laid in swaddling clothes in His torn-clothes symalways where one least expects to find it.
bolic of the limitations imposed on His Divinity when
If the artist is at home in his studio because the paint- He took a human form.
ings are the creation of his own mind; if the sculptor is The shepherds watching their flocks nearby were told
at home among his statues because they are the work of by the Angels:
his own hands; if the husband-man is at home among
And this is your sign: you will find a baby lying
his vines because he planted them; and if the father is
Wrapped in His swaddling clothes, in a manger.
at home among his children because they are his own,
[Luke 2:12]
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He was already bearing His Cross—the only cross a
Babe could bear, a cross of poverty, exile and limitation.
His sacrificial intent already shone forth in the message
the Angels sang to the hills of Bethlehem:
Today in the city of David a deliverer has been
born to you—the Messiah, the Lord. [Luke 2:11]

Covetousness was already being challenged by His
poverty, while pride was confronted with the humiliation of a stable. The swathing of Divine power, which
needs to accept no bounds, is often too great a tax upon
minds which think only of power. They cannot grasp
the idea of Divine condescension, or of the “rich man,
becoming poor that through His poverty, we might be
rich.” Men shall have no greater sign of Divinity than
the absence of power as they expect it—the spectacle
of a Babe Who said He would come in the clouds of
heaven, now being wrapped in the cloths of earth.

He, Whom the Angels call the “Son of the most High,”
descended into the red dust from which we all were
born, to be one with weak, fallen man in all things, save
sin. And it is the swaddling clothes which constitute
His “sign.” If He Who is Omnipotence had come with
thunderbolts, there would have been no sign. There is no
sign unless something happens contrary to nature. The
brightness of the sun is no sign, but an eclipse is. He
said that on the last day, His coming would be heralded
by “signs in the sun,” perhaps an extinction of light. At
Bethlehem the Divine Son went into an eclipse, so that
only the humble of spirit might recognize Him.
Only two classes of people found the Babe; the shepherds and the Wise Men; the simple and the learned;
those who knew that they knew nothing, and those who
knew that they did not know everything. He is never
seen by the man of one book; never by the man who
thinks he knows. Not even God can tell the proud anything! Only the humble can find God!
As Caryll Houselander put it, “Bethlehem is the in-
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scape of Calvary, just as the snowflake is the inscape of
the universe.” This same idea was expressed by the poet
who said that if he knew the flower in a crannied wall in
all its details, he would know “what God and man is.”
Scientists tell us that the atom comprehends within itself
the mystery of the solar system.

It was not so much that His birth cast a shadow on
His life, and thus led to His death; it was rather that the
Cross was there from the beginning, and it cast its shadow backward to His birth. Ordinary mortals go from
the known to the unknown submitting themselves to
forces beyond their control; hence we can speak of their
“tragedies.” But He went from the known to the known,
from the reason for His coming, namely, to be “Jesus”
or “Savior,” to the fulfillment of His coming, namely,
the death on the Cross. Hence, there was no tragedy
in His life; for, tragedy implies the unforeseeable, the
uncontrollable, and the fatalistic. Modern life is tragic
when there is spiritual darkness and unredeemable guilt.
But for the Christ Child there were no uncontrollable
forces; no submission to fatalistic chains from which
there could be no escape; but there was an “inscape”—
the microcosmic manger summarizing, like an atom, the
macrocosmic Cross on Golgotha.
In His First Advent, He took the name of Jesus, or
“Savior;” it will be in His Second Advent that He win
take the name of “Judge.” Jesus was not a name He had
before He assumed a human nature; it properly refers to
that which was united to His Divinity, not that which existed from an eternity. Some say “Jesus taught” as they
would say “Plato taught,” never once thinking that His
name means “Savior from sin.” Once He received this
name, Calvary became completely a part of Him. The
Shadow of the Cross that fell on His cradle also covered
His naming. This was “His Father’s business;” everything else would be incidental to it.
—From http://catholictradition.org/Christmas/bethlehem2.htm

Oh, if the whole world only knew of the One who came that we might live, that we might have life with God – God!
– now and forever. Beloved, may I beg you – in the words of the Apostle Paul – “. . . urge (i.e. beg) you by the mercies
of God to present your bodies a living and holy sacrifice, which is your spiritual service of worship . . .” (cf. Romans
12:1-2) . How worthy, how very worthy is Our Christ, the Messiah of and for the world, our King and our God. And
how worthy the Mother whose “Yes” brought Him to earth.

Newsletter Twenty-Six
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Three more notes:
•

•

We have enclosed the film “Unplanned” as our gift
to you. If you have not yet seen this truly outstanding film, please do watch it and pass it on to whoever may be in need of it. If you wish additional copies, we’ll be happy to send them to you.
If you would like to become a part of
Mary’s Oblates, simply complete
and mail in the form on the inside
back cover with your check for the
Commentary and we will get it to
you right away. If you have already
sent in your form, you may use the

•

new order form to order your book.

Have a most blessed Christmas and a holy New
Year in the One who came to die that we might
have Life now and forever in Him.
From our hearts in Tulsa to your hearts and
homes, our love and endless prayers for
you and your loved ones.
Merry Christmas!
Mother Miriam of the Lamb
of God, O.S.B.

Our Christmas Gift to you!
The enclosed DVD is a gift to us for you from very special donors. The only way
we can thank them is to pray for them, to see the film ourselves if we have not seen
it. Then, to put it into the hands of every one who can benefit from its powerful and
life-giving message. And finally, to pray for the producers and staff of this most
outstanding production through which the lives of thousands of unborn babies and
their mothers have been saved.
From the cover:
“From Cary Solomon and Chuck Konzelman, the writers/co-producers of God’s
Not Dead, comes a film that speaks to one of the most polarizing topics of our time.
UNPLANNED brings us an eye-opening look inside the abortion industry through
one woman’s inspiring true story of transformation.
“All Abby Johnson ever wanted to do was help women. She believed in a woman’s
right to choose, and as one of the youngest Planned Parenthood clinic directors in
the nation, she was involved in upwards of 22,000 abortions. Until the day she saw
something that changed everything, leading Abby Johnson to join her former enemies at 40 Days for Life, and become one of the most ardent pro-life advocates in America.”
“a true story of love, hope & redemption” - National Review
Testimonies of those whose lives have been changed:
• “Greatest movie in life I could ever watch; moved me to tears, but gave the me great hope...”
• “You are about to see the truth. It will change everything . . .
• “One of the most important films of our time.”
If you would like additional copies of Unplanned, simply indicate the number you would like on the enclosed
reply card and we will put them in the mail to you. The DVDs are free; however, we would greatly appreciate your
assistance for postage and shipping. Thank you, beloved, and God bless you!

Mary’s Oblates

Benedictine Oblates of the
Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope

Application and Order Form for
Mary’s Oblates

(1)
(2)

Your Name: ____________________________________________

The Name(s) of any member(s) of your family who will be joining you in becoming an Oblate of Mary:
Name____________________________________ Relation________________ (age, if child)_____
Name____________________________________ Relation________________ (age, if child)_____
Name____________________________________ Relation________________ (age, if child)_____
Name____________________________________ Relation________________ (age, if child)_____

(3)
(4)
(5)

Name____________________________________ Relation________________ (age, if child)_____
Address _______________________________ City________________ ST_______ Zip_________
Email: _____________________________________

Phone: Home: (____)____________________ Cell: (____)_______________________
Order form for the Commentary for Benedictine Oblates on the Rule of St. Benedict



P
 lease send me ___ copy(ies) of the Commentary for Benedictine Oblates. I have enclosed a donation of
$20.00/copy___________ to help with wholesale cost and postage.
 Check enclosed (Please make checks payable to: Daughters of Mary, MIH)
 Please charge $____________ to my credit card number below:
			
			

Card No. _____________________________Exp.___________Code_____
Signature of card holder: ______________________________________

 Please mail book(s) to:

Name_________________________________________________________

Address__________________________________City_________________ST_____Zip________

Please complete and mail this form to:

Mary’s Oblates • 466 S. 79th East Avenue • Tulsa, OK 74112

Advent/Christmas 2019
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Creator of the stars of night,
Thy people’s everlasting Light;
Jesu, Redeemer, save us all,
And hear thy servants when they call.
Thou, grieving that the ancient curse
Should doom to death an universe,
Hast found the med’cine, full of grace,
To save and heal a ruin’d race.
Thou cam’st, the Bridegroom of the Bride,
As drew the world to evening-tide;
Proceeding from a Virgin shrine,
The spotless Victim all divine.
At whose dread Name, majestic now,
All knees must bend, all hearts must bow
And things celestial thee shall own
And things terrestrial, Lord alone.
O thou, whose coming is with dread
To judge and doom the quick and dead,
Preserve us, while we dwell below,
From ev’ry insult of the foe.
To God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Laud, honour, might, and glory be
From age to age eternally.
Amen

Advent/Christmas 2019
Thank for helping us to fight for the restoration and salvation of the Family!
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We are most grateful for your share in our work by any means whatsoever. If you wish
to make a donation on-line through our secure server, please click on the DONATE button
below. To donate via credit card or check, please complete this form (electronically or by
hand), and print and mail it to our address below. Our love and gratitude to each of you.
Thank you, Beloved, for all you do to keep our holy Faith
strong and in support of the family. Our love and prayers
for a blessed and holy Advent and Christmastide!
 Please send ____ additional copy(ies) of Unplanned.
(Suggested donation of $5.00 each to cover S&H.)

Click here
TO
DONATE
online
OR mail in this form.

 Please accept enclosed, or  charge to our credit card below, our gift of: ___$10.00 ___$25.00 ____$50.00
___$100.00 ___$250.00 ___$500.00 ___$1,000.00 ___$5,000.00 ___Other ____________
 We would like to begin to support you with a regular donation of $________ monthly $________ quarterly
 Please charge our credit card below, or send us  monthly  quarterly reminders.
 Checks may be made payable to: Daughters of Mary, MIH.
 Credit Card #: _______-_______-_______-_______ Expiration Date _____/_____ CID (3-digit code) _______
Phone ( ______ )_______________ Your Signature __________________________________________________
Current Address:

Previous Address:

Name______________________________________

Name______________________________________

Street or P.O.________________________________

Street or P.O.________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

City_______________________________________

City_______________________________________

State__________Zip_________

State__________Zip_________

Phone:  Cell (______) _______ - ______________

Phone:  Cell (______) _______ - ______________

Email: _____________________________________

Email: _____________________________________

We pray daily for our benefactors, and for all who have need. God bless and keep you steadfast in His love!
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope is a charitable non-profit corporation under 501(c)(3) of the Internal Revenue Code. All donations are tax deductible. God love you!

Print and Mail

(You only need to print page 13)

Mail to: Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope, 466 S. 79th East Avenue, Tulsa, OK 74112

Mary’s Oblates

Benedictine Oblates of the
Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope
Letter #1 • December 2019

The magnificent beginning
of the Prologue
of the
Rule of Saint Benedict . . .
I S T E N carefully, my child, to your master’s precepts, and incline the ear of your
heart (Prov. 4:20). Receive willingly and
carry out effectively your loving father’s advice,
that by the labor of obedience you may return to
Him from whom you had departed by the sloth of
disobedience.
“To you, therefore, my words are now addressed,
whoever you may be, who are renouncing your own
will to do battle under the Lord Christ, the true
King, and are taking up the strong, bright weapons
of obedience.
“And first of all, whatever good work you begin to
do, beg of Him with most earnest prayer to perfect
it, that He who has now deigned to count us among
His children may not at any time be grieved by our
evil deeds. For we must always so serve Him with
the good things He has given us, that He will never
as an angry Father disinherit His children, nor ever
as a dread Lord, provoked by our evil actions, deliver us to everlasting punishment as wicked servants
who would not follow Him to glory.
“Let us arise, then, at last, for the Scripture stirs
us up, saying, ‘Now is the hour for us to rise from
sleep’ (Rom. 13:11). Let us open our eyes to the deifying light, let us hear with attentive ears the warning which the divine voice cries daily to us, ‘Today
if you hear His voice, harden not your hearts’ (Ps.
94[95]:8). And again, ‘Whoever has ears to hear,

hear what the Spirit says to the churches’ (Matt. 1115; Apoc. 2:7).
“And what does He say?
“’Come, My children, listen to Me; I will teach you
the fear of the Lord’ (Ps. 33[34]:12). ‘Run while you
have the light of life, lest the darkness of death overtake you’ (John 12:35).
“And the Lord, seeking his laborer in the multitude
to whom He thus cries out, says again, ‘Who is the
one who will have life, and desires to see good days’
(Ps. 33[34]:13)? And if, hearing Him, you answer, ‘I
am the one,’ God says to you, ‘If you will have true
and everlasting life, keep your tongue from evil and
your lips that they speak no guile. Turn away from
evil and do good; seek after peace and pursue it’ (Ps.
33[34]:14-15).
“And when you have done
these things, My eyes shall be
upon you and My ears open
to your prayers; and before
you call upon Me, I will say to
you, ‘Behold, here I am’ (Ps.
33[34]:16; Is. 65:24; 58:9).
“What can be sweeter to us,
dear ones, than this voice of
the Lord inviting us? Behold,
in His loving kindness the
Saint Benedict
Lord shows us the way of life.”
Pray for us!

466 S. 79th East Avenue, Tulsa, OK 74112 ~ (918) 576-7607 ~ www.motherofisraelshope.org

This way, Beloved . . .We’re off to a great and holy venture!
The Benedictine Oblates of the Daughters of Mary,
Mother of Israel’s Hope (Mary’s Oblates) are embarking on a most thrilling, trustworthy and very
doable venture of living out our Holy Catholic Faith
in the midst of a world gone mad. We read the news
both within and without the Church and wonder
how on earth we will be protected in our God-given
faith and freedom, let alone become saints!
Saint Peter, our first
Holy Father who was
crucified
upsidedown for his faith,
wrote to the persecuted Christians
of the first century
these “doable” words:
His divine power
has granted to us all
things that pertain to
life and godliness,
through the knowledge of Him who
called us to His own
glory and excellence, by which He has granted to us
His precious and very great promises, that through
these you may escape from the corruption that is in
the world because of passion, and become partakers of the divine nature.
For this very reason make every effort to
• supplement your faith with virtue,
• and virtue with knowledge,
• and knowledge with self-control,
• and self-control with steadfastness,
• and steadfastness with godliness,
• and godliness with brotherly affection,
• and brotherly affection with love.
For if these things are yours and abound, they keep
you from being ineffective or unfruitful in the knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ.
For whoever lacks these things is blind and shortsighted and has forgotten that he was cleansed from
his old sins.
Therefore, brethren, be the more zealous to confirm your call and election, for if you do this you will

never fall; so there will be richly provided for you
an entrance into the eternal kingdom of our Lord
and Savior Jesus Christ. (1 Peter 1:3-11)
All things are possible in Christ, beloved, especially
when we travel this pilgrim’s way together encouraging one another to love and good works. We have
received over one hundred “applications” for Mary’s
Oblates as of the writing of this, our very first Oblate
letter! This first letter will also be included in our full
Christmas newsletter so that others can receive information on becoming an Oblate. However, we are
sending it in advance to all of you who have sent in
the Oblate form together with the wonderful Commentary on the Rule of St. Benedict by Canon G. A.
Simon.
By way of Introduction, we will begin by answering
several good questions we’ve received.

First: What is an Oblate?

The word oblate (from the Latin oblatus - someone
who has been offered) has had various uses at different periods in the history of the Christian church.
Oblates are individuals, either laypersons or clergy, normally living in general society, who, while
not professed monks or nuns, have individually affiliated themselves with a monastic community of
their choice. They make a formal, private promise
(annually renewable or for life, depending on the
monastery with which they are affiliated) to follow
the Rule of the Order in their private life as closely
as their individual circumstances and prior commitments permit. Such oblates are considered an
extended part of the monastic community. They are
comparable to the tertiaries associated with the various mendicant orders.
The term “oblate” is also used in the official name
of some religious institutes as an indication of their
sense of dedication.1

What then is an Oblate of Saint Benedict?
Oblates of St. Benedict are Christian individuals
or families who have associated themselves with
a Benedictine community in order to enrich their
Christian way of life. Oblates shape their lives by living the wisdom of Christ as interpreted by St. Bene1 http://everything.explained.today/Oblate/
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dict. Oblates seek God by striving to become holy in
their chosen way of life. By integrating their prayer
and work, they manifest Christ’s presence in society.
Saint Paul tells us that each member of the body
of Christ, the Church, has a special function to perform. Most are called to the married state and the
raising of a family. Some are called to the single life
in the world and others to the life of a priest or religious man or woman. The role of Oblates is to live in
the world, to become holy in the world, to do what
they can to bring the world to God by being witnesses of Christ by word and example to those around
them.
Oblates concern themselves with striving to be
what they are, people of God and temples of the Holy
Spirit. Their prayer life will flow from this awareness,
as will their willingness to offer themselves (that is
the meaning of the word oblate) for the service of
God and neighbor to the best of their ability. Oblates
do not take on a new set of religious practices and
are not required to say a certain number of prayers
or engage in special devotions. They do not live in a
religious community or take vows.

Do not look forward
in fear to the changes
in life; rather, look to
them with full hope
that as they arise God,
whose very own you
are, will lead you safely
through all things; and
when you cannot stand
it, God will carry you in
His arms.

Do not fear what may happen tomorrow;
the same understanding Father who cares
for you today will take care of you then and
every day.
He will either shield you from suffering or
will give you unfailing strength to bear it.

Be at peace, and put aside all anxious
thoughts and imaginations.
St. Francis de Sales

When did the Oblates of Saint Benedict
begin?

religious activities, and became known as Oblates.
In the course of time, lay people asked to be associated with the work of the monks and nuns, without
however leaving their homes, families, and occupations. These too were received, offered, themselves
to God, became Oblates of a monastery or convent,
and promised to regulate their lives according to the
spirit of the Rule of St. Benedict. They applied the
teachings of the Rule to their lives in the world, in
their family circles, in their places of work, and in
their civic and social activities.
Today, throughout the world, there are thousands
of Oblates praying and working in spiritual union with Benedictine men and
women of various communities and
receiving spiritual strength and inspiration from their association as Oblates.

Saint Benedict lived in the sixth century. He was
born in a small town north of Rome and came to
Rome for his education. Before long he abandoned
his studies and lived as a hermit for several years at
a place called Subiaco, where in time he acquired
a reputation for holiness and miracles. Attracting
many followers, Benedict established monastic communities at Subiaco, Terracina, and Monte Cassino.
It was at Monte Cassino that he wrote a Rule which
combined moderation with fidelity to the best traditions in Christian monasticism. During the following centuries, his monastic
way of life spread throughout Europe,
and Benedictine monasteries and convents became the principal centers of
prayer, culture, and education.
From the very beginning Benedictine
monasteries accepted boys, and convents received girls, “offered!’ to them by
their parents for their religious training
and education. These children lived in
the community, shared its daily round of

The Rule: A Guide for Oblates
Oblates promise to lead an enriched
Christian life according to the Gospel
as reflected in the Rule of St. Benedict.
In this way they share in the spiritual
3

ligious society in which they live. Before God,
Oblates must come to recognize themselves
as creatures dependent on their Creator and as
sinners before their Redeemer. Aware of their
own spiritual poverty and need of God, Oblates
come to realize that they have no other reason
for being, except to be loved by God as Creator
and Redeemer and to love and seek him in return.

benefits of the sons and daughters of Benedict who
are dedicated to the monastic life by vow. After a
time of preparation, which culminates in an act of
Oblation—a rite approved by the Church—the candidates become Oblates of St. Benedict. This promise affiliates them with a Benedictine community
and commits them to apply to their lives the characteristic monastic principles.

What would be our primary focus as
Oblates?

❖ In loving obedience to God’s plan, Oblates will
develop a deep reverence for life. They will respect it as a precious gift from God and defend
those groups which because of age, health or
race are defenseless and most open to attack.
Seeking harmony and integrity of life, they perpetuate and enhance the traditional Benedictine
motto: Peace.

❖ Oblates strive after stability and fidelity in their
lives by regular worship with other Christians
and by the support they give to the social and
educational apostolates of their local parishes
as well as that of the Church as a whole.
❖ In accord with the teaching of Benedict, Oblates practice moderation. This moderation
manifests itself in the use of the goods of this
world, an increasing concern to their neighbor,
and in the way they temper and direct their desires. Their fidelity to Christian living will provide a much needed example of genuine Christianity and a stabilizing influence for good on
all around them.

❖ Personally and together with other Christians,
Oblates work to promote Christian family living. They take care to seek out opportunities for
the practice of charity and warm hospitality to
those around them.2

Can anyone be a Benedictine Oblate
of the Daughters of Mary, Mother of
❖ In the spirit of the gospel, Oblates commit Israel’s Hope?
themselves to a continual conversion to Christ.
They see sin and any attachment to it as basically incompatible with a serious following of
Christ. Through this deepening of the baptismal
promise, Oblates are free to put on Christ and
to allow him to permeate their lives. In this way
Oblates will come to recognize that in all the
phases and events of their lives, in their joys
and successes as well as in their sorrows and
disappointments, they are in close union with
Christ and participate in his very death and
resurrection. This ‘putting on of
Christ’ is the goal Oblates pursue in their conversion of
life.

Yes – male, female, married or single. The only exception, of course, would be for anyone who is already an Oblate or Tertiary of another community,
since he or she would want to fulfill the promises
made under that community.

Can those of us who already have the
Rule of St. Benedict with its Commentary
begin now?
Absolutely. Go ahead and read the Introduction in
the Commentary. The readings begin January 1
and continue every day throughout the
year. If you follow each day’s reading, it will take you through the
Rule three times each year.
If you are a family, it would
be wonderful for the father of
the family to gather everyone
for 15 minutes each night and
read the day’s portion of the Rule

❖ In the spirit of obedience,
Oblates strive to discover
and maintain their proper
relationship toward God,
their family, and the civil and re-
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and Commentary together. Then perhaps you can
pray at least one decade of the Rosary together and
bless each of your children as they crawl into bed. If
you are a couple or single, the same pattern might be
helpful to you, although you might prefer an early
morning reading as we do here at the Priory of the
Daughters of Mary following our Morning Prayer.

ily, especially those with small children. But, truly, a
picture is worth a thousand words.
I recently discovered the account of one family’s
Advent traditions, and found it exquisitely beautiful.
Sharing this with you is a joy to my heart and, indeed, is a picture worth infinitely more than a thousand words.
I pray it will inspire and encourage you as it has me
and that perhaps you will share it with others.
For now, beloved, from our Priory to your home,
our love and prayers for a most holy and blessed Advent, awaiting the One who gave, and never stops
giving, His all for us.
Mother Miriam of the Lamb of God, O.S.B.

Will there be further prayer and study or
certain works involved?
Yes, beloved. I will give you simple ways to further
your prayer and family life as we go along. But for
now, your first “assignment” is to have a most blessed
and holy Advent. I wanted to help some by describing ways Advent might be celebrated by each fam-

Waiting for the Christ Child
Michael J. Matt, Editor, The Remnant
Editor’s Note: Each year around Christmastime we
post this short, personal Christmas reflection which
offers an alternative custom to the celebration of the
great Feast. I wrote it some years ago, and every year
since I receive email from new visitors to this site
gently chastising The Remnant for not posting it
earlier in Advent so as to allow time for families to
adopt as their own some of the customs herein suggested. Over the years many Catholic families have
adopted the old Christ Child tradition, believing it to
be a beautiful means of restoring the true meaning
of Christmas while strengthening Catholic identity
in children. And it can be gradually implemented, of
course. Out of respect for her childhood tradition,
my wife and I still invite Santa Claus (St. Nicholas)
to visit our home on Christmas morning but in a
dramatically reduced capacity, perhaps leaving a
few stocking stuffers above the mantle and moving
on. Christmas is all about midnight and Christmas
Eve and the Christ Child. And a truly happy, holy
and merry Christmas remains forever predicated on
careful observance of Advent. No Christmas trees,
no lights, no good things to eat until December 25,
when the time of waiting comes to an end and all of
Christendom rejoices over an event so magnificent
even a two-year-old will never forget it. Christ is to

be born--and the world, the flesh and the Devil will
never change that reality, no matter how hard they
try. Happy Holidays? Yeah, right! A fruitful Advent
to all visitors to this site. MJM
This will be the fourth Christmas since my father
passed away. I suppose everyone misses deceased
family members most this time of year; I know I do.
My father loved Christmas! I sometimes wonder, in
fact, what impact his larger-than-life celebrations
of the birth of Christ had on the faith of his nine
children, each of whom continues to practice the old
Faith to this day. He believed that, just as Advent—
the “mini-Lent”—was to be kept well, with plenty of
spiritual and corporal works of mercy, so too should
Christmas be fêted with all the merrymaking and
gusto a Catholic family can muster
He knew that children are not born theologians
who can grasp the intricacies of the great mysteries of Faith at an early age. The Faith needed to be
lovingly spoon-fed to them, and so the childlike
customs of Christmas were for him tailor-made to
instill love for the Faith before children were old
enough to even begin to understand it.
What a shame it is, then, to see well-meaning traditional Catholic parents discarding those customs
5

altogether in a misguided effort to counter the
commercialization of Christmas. No gift giving, no
merry making, no feasting on Christmas.
Alas, the baby is being thrown out
with the bathwater.
In a dreary world where pessimism and cynicism—rather
than righteousness and peace—
have kissed each other, we
must guard against robbing our
children of the wonder and joy
of Christmas—the seedbed for a
child’s Faith.
Our poor children may live long enough
to see Christmas outlawed altogether in our brave
new world, even as it was once before by the Pilgrims who invented Thanksgiving out of contempt
for the “popish” feast of Christmas. Anti-Catholics
have long sought to destroy our great Feast, which is
why we must be certain that in our eagerness to oppose the commercialization of Christmas, we don’t
become Puritanical agents working towards the
same diabolical end!
Many Catholics oppose the custom of Santa
Claus—that somewhat off-putting caricature of the
great St. Nicholas. Admittedly, the red suit, the corpulent figure and the stocking cap bare strikingly
slim resemblance to the 4th century bishop of Myra;
and the flying sleigh and reindeer are more reminiscent of pagan myth than Christian Truth. But few
have thought to provide a good alternative to the
jolly old elf. So I’d like to offer one now by reintroducing readers to the old Catholic Christmas custom that the Germans called Christkind, or Christ
Child, and that American children of European immigrants would call, simply, the Baby Jesus. Here is
what I remember…

was determined that a good deed had been done,
one piece of straw was placed in the empty manger,
the idea being that Advent was a time to
prepare a bed on which the Baby Jesus could sleep when He arrived.
Under the rules of the old custom, the practice of virtue was
an essential part of a child’s
preparation for Christmas.
Each night after supper, the
lights would be turned down
while Advent Wreath candles
were lit. The haunting strains of O
Come, O Come, Emmanuel would be lifted (somewhat awkwardly, I suppose) on
the voices of children.
Shadows and flickering
flames played on faces
across the dining room
table, making it easy for
a child to imagine that
he sat with the Israelites of old waiting for the Messiah to come.
As the four weeks passed seemingly as slowly as
those four thousand years, one question became
constant: “Have my sacrifices been enough to please
Christkind?” And thus the weeks of Advent were
spent in preparation and waiting...as they should be.
Gradually, the empty manger would fill with straw
as the stage was set for a celestial Visitor. On the
evening of December 23rd, my father would hang a
curtain over the doorway of our living room, which,
if that straw was piled high enough, was to be transformed into the “Christmas room” by the Baby Jesus
Himself in the middle of the night.
Then, it was off to sleep, a seemingly impossible
prospect.
The Christmas Eve mornings I remember are
marked by a combination of joy and wonder. Children still in their “jammies” could scarcely whisper
the words to a curiously exhausted mother: “Did
He come?”
All day long, we weren’t allowed to go near the
curtain, lest one of us should succumb to the temptation to “peek”, which would be to risk the instant
disappearance of whatever Christkind may have
brought. A lifetime of self-discipline was taught be-

Looking Back
It all began in Advent, when my
seven sisters and brother were expected to prepare for the coming
of Christkind (pronounced KrisKint). Under Mother’s watchful
eye, we’d fashion a small, makeshift manger that would remain unoccupied until
Christmas Day. As Advent progressed, good deeds
were encouraged on a daily basis; and each time it
6

tween dawn and dusk on Christmas Eve.
After a day of chores, naps, and helping with the
house cleaning, the anticipated hour of 7 o’clock
would finally arrive. We’d gather in the back room
and sing Christmas carols in candlelight as our
mother would read aloud the story that always began
the same way: “And it came to pass in those days that
there went out a decree from Caesar Augustus…”

the same royal Baby that shepherds and angels had
adored centuries ago. That sacred moment was like a
porthole in time, where traveling back to the city of
David just then seemed not only possible to a child,
but imminent.
Those long ago Christmas Eves remain vivid in my
memory, thirty-five years later. And the gifts under
the tree? I don’t remember many of them. There was
no question what Christmas was about—we could
feel it in the depths of our young souls; we could
see it in the tears that formed in our father’s eyes as
he prayed aloud; we could hear it in our mother’s
voice as she sang softly—silent night, holy night, all
is calm.
Christmas was about the Baby, Mary, Joseph, shepherds, angels and Bethlehem. It was something so
powerful that it could even cause our father’s voice
to tremor in the darkness as he explained Who
the Baby is and what He expects of us. We knew
that Christkind was real because our father and
mother were kneeling on the floor before the manger… praying to Him.
Moments later, the magic of Christmas—the feast,
the Catholic family celebration—burst forth in jubilation. The majestic tree was lit; there was singing
and dancing; bowls of nuts and candies, specially
delivered by the Baby Jesus Himself, seemed to
appear out of nowhere. And there, under the tree
were the gifts, the second-to-last phase of the ritual.
He’d come. He’d brought little rewards for Advent
efforts. The family was together, united in love for
each other and a Child King we cherished with all
our hearts.
You must understand, my parents had no money.
And yet, somehow, Christmas came, year after year,
and it was fit for a King! That was part of the miracle.
But this was just the beginning. The toys and good
things to eat were set aside to be enjoyed on each and
every one of the twelve days of Christmas. Now, the
soul of Christmas Eve was about to be celebrated.
Coats and hats, mittens and scarves were the next
order of business. The old station wagon groaned in
the frosty night air as Father turned the key in the ignition. Nine children were loaded up, and, moments
later, the little ones peered through frosted glass in
the hopes of catching a glimpse of Bethlehem’s star
on the way to Midnight Mass

We listened as Father disappeared into the “Christmas room” to take down the curtain and see to
the final arrangements for the holy ritual. Only he
was worthy to “take over” for Christkind. The wait
seemed interminable. Then, all at once, his voice
would call out from the darkness: “Come children, Christkind has come.”
Breathlessly, we’d make our candle-lit procession
from the back room to the living room, singing
the words of the old German carol as we went: Ihr
Kinderlein, kommet, O kommet doch all! Zur Krippe
her kommet in Bethlehems Stall.
We’d gather ‘round my father, who now was kneeling in front of the nativity scene. We’d do our best not
to crane our necks and look at the darkened Christmas tree or whatever might be lying beneath it. Each
child placed a crib figure into the crèche, and the
youngest put the Baby in His manger. Then, prayers
were said, Christmas carols were quietly sung, deceased family were remembered, and Father spoke
of the marvelous thing that had happened long ago
“at midnight in Bethlehem in piercing cold.”
I can still see the cast of Bethlehem bathed in a
warm, peaceful glow, seeming as real to me as if I
were a shepherd boy looking down from that hillside over Bethlehem. I can hear my father and
mother’s hushed voices as they prayed and sang to
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It would be Christmas Day before this night would
draw to a peaceful close in a dimly-lit church filled
with the scent of pine needles and candle wax and
incense. Not long before the first light of Christmas Day glowed in the East, sleepy children would
crawl into chilly beds as content as ever a child
could be this side of Heaven’s gate. And, why not!
Christ is born!

And So It Continues…

The years have passed by so quickly since those
childhood days that I can scarcely believe that the
five little ones who process into my living room
each Christmas Eve are my own, that my beloved
father and one sister are no longer with us, and that
the rest of us have aged more than we care to admit. But, strangely enough, the Baby Jesus remains
unchanged and unchanging. Ever young, ever new,
He’s the same now as He was then. My children’s
imaginations are as captivated by Him now as mine
was then. Life is moving on, but somehow Christmas is the one thing that stays the same.
Needless to say, His midnight visit on Christmas
Eve is the highpoint of the year for my children.
Why? Because, as I see it, this old European Christmas custom is profoundly Catholic. There is nothing plastic-banana or phony-baloney about it! Children are neither taught to equate Christmas with
wicked consumerism or Godless Puritanism. They
are taught the mystery of the birth of Christ and
the importance of celebrating the Feast. Advent is a
most essential part of the process, even as Midnight
Mass is its climax.

Even now, my own children—walking in the footsteps of their little Catholic counterparts from the old
world—are trading daily acts of kindness and virtue
for little pieces of straw that are lovingly tucked away
into an empty manger. For one night soon the Child
of Bethlehem will transform their home and their
souls into a place fit for a King. For a few miraculous
moments, life will stand perfectly still and the line
between the physical world and the spiritual one will
become mercifully obscured.
Christkind creates in children an indissoluble bond
between the joy of Christmas—which celebrates
His birth—and the Catholic Faith itself which is His
greatest gift. In real Christmas cheer the two become
one, and the proper celebration of the Holy Day
plants seeds of Faith in the little garden of children’s
souls even as they shout for joy. As they grow older,
their faith in Christkind transforms itself naturally into belief in the Real Presence of Christ in the
Blessed Sacrament—the true meaning of Christmas.
There is no deceit in the Christkind custom, for, indeed, there is no deceit in the Christkind. He does
come down to earth on Christmas Eve; His providence provides everything we need in this life; and
He exists just as surely as we do. He was born, He has
a mother whom we all know and love, and He comes
to us often at Mass—Christ’s Mass. He comes to us
at Christmas. Has fallen man ever had more reason for Feast or feasting than this? Let us be
glad and rejoice. Merry
Christmas to one and
all! Christ is born!
May the grace of
Christkind be with all
the readers of The Remnant this Christmas,
and may He bless one
and all with a happy
and holy New Year!
Reprinted with permission from The Remnant Newspaper:
https://www.remnantnewspaper.com/Archives/archive-2005-1215-santa.htm
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