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REFLECTIONS ON LIFE: CHRISTMAS ONCE A YEAR HAS NO RHYME OR REASON 

 
“Are you looking forward to getting back to Holy Ghost Church?” 
Having completed most of our heavy-hauling morning ration of special exercises, PT Jamie 

Fontenot and I sat on an exercise platform mat and were soon joined by OT Mary Beth Broussard 
who muttered, “Let’s visit a bit.” We had known each other for only two and a half months, but 
we were already old friends about to separate in a few days. My nuanced answer was as 
bittersweet as separation. 

 
            “It may surprise you to hear that I stopped looking forward to things a long time ago. First 
of all, wanting to stay with friends and wanting to go back to friends is a dilemma into which we 
box ourselves many a day in our lives. We want both. 
 
            “On the other hand, looking forward to things can deprive us of the grace of the moment. 
If God so wills it, we will get where we are scheduled to go when the time is right. Meanwhile, 
the best place for us to be is where we are, whether that is in mending, in training or in transit. 
Here and now, I am living through God’s plans.” 
 
            I somewhat doubt that my newfound friends derived much benefit from my answer. 
However, it was abundantly clear that the good will, pleasant chatter and easy company of such 
friends proved that it was already Christmas and would always be Christmas every day both with 
old and newfound friends, giving life and fire to “Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace 
to people of good will!” 
 
            The ever-smiling TT Brittany Mayon and others at the clinic likewise beamed with good 
will. On my way out to lunch 45 minutes later, I ran into more therapist friends on lunch break, 
smiling and engaged in light palaver. “That’s Christmas, all right. Here are folks oozing over with 
good will for one and all, who have nothing on their mind but well-wishing and, coincidentally, 
with that a bit of food.”   
 
            Rehabilitation patients themselves cheer for one another’s speedy healing, giving me a 
smile and a thumbs-up for my pending release from the program. The folks keeping the halls and 
rooms clean, as well as the cooks and food servers wish me the best on my looming completion 
of the rehabilitation program. The strongest Christmas well-wishing was that rehab patients be 
healed and on their way again.  With a peppier step, I strode past people at the desk, some of 
whom had not been responding to my “Hi!” or “Hello!” But now some kind of good will had 
invaded their space, bringing forth a smile and a cheery response to my greeting. “Yes, this is the 
real thing. The well-wishing of Christmas was hanging out all over the place, and I haven’t moved 
more that about 100 feet. Something around here is contagious.” 
 
            Unless Christmas is not just infectious but an everyday, year-round contagious thing, it is 
not Christmas. When the morning came for my transition back to the world without, time began 



to move at warp speed. My accustomed small bowl of oatmeal with soy milk was followed an 
hour later by Mass, after which Monsignor Melancon, Father Rofinus and I heard a few 
confessions. The time for packing my meager effects was upon me, but I still had a chore to do 
on my computer, a letter of recommendation. That caused the passage of time to accelerate all 
the more.  
 
            Brittany Mayon stuck her head in the door with the admonition, “Don’t leave without 
dropping by the therapy room to tell us goodbye!” There was that familiar well-wishing again, 
and peace on earth to people of good will. Momentarily, I looked up to see Holy Ghost Church 
member Marion Leday standing at the door. When I called him by name, he remarked, “I’ve been 
standing here 10 minutes watching you.” At which point, I completed my letter and explained 
how we should pack. 
 
             Since it was already past the scheduled departure time, I left the packing to Marion and 
hurried to the rehabilitation area. Yes, when I entered, there was peace on earth and good will 
to my fellow humans. There were smiles, hugs, reminiscing and heartfelt well-wishing circulating 
throughout the premises. Patients going through their exercise regimen shouted congratulations 
and best wishes to me and and my work with the people of Holy Ghost Church. “And you will 
come to visit us,won’t you?” they pleaded. “Yes. You are my dear friends. I will drop in to see 
you.” 
 
            “Merry Christmas!” has its place, but far more convincing and meaningful than a cheery 
holiday greeting is the showing of good will to everyone all the time, especially at those times 
and under those conditions where people do not expect it. Everyone wants to see that “Glory to 
God in the highest and on earth peace to people of good will!” have become an irremovable part 
of your spiritual DNA that beams forth joyously every day of the year. 
 
 
--  
"God is love, and all who abide in love abide in God and God in them."   (1 John 4:16) 
 


