
He knew it was bound to happen. 
Wells do run dry. And even though there 
had been enough water in the well to craft 
a new Christmas story every year for forty 
years, he feared that one day another story 
wouldn’t come. And if it didn’t, the world 
was not going to come to an end and the 
stock market was not going to suffer a 
catastrophic loss. Tuesday would still 
follow Monday and spring would follow 
winter. And so on and so forth. Because 
this year’s Christmas story wasn’t forth 
coming he thought about all the great ath-
letes who hung up their cleats when they 
were at the top of their game. Perhaps it 
was time for him to hang up the pencil.

He looked back on the stories from 
Christmas past and he remembered where 
each one of them came from. Simple 
stories with very simple messages that had 
been delivered before. None of the stories 
were home runs. But they were his stories. 
So he took a deep breath and hoped that 
the air around him might have had a hint 
of inspiration in it. And it did.

His birth had not been met with the 
normal joy associated with the birth of 
a child. On the contrary. His birth was 
a deep dark secret, known only to the 
woman who had carried him for nine 
months, the doctor who delivered him, and 
the anonymous nurse who assisted in the 
delivery room.

It was a sultry summer day when he 
came into the world. Minds had already 
been made up and three days after his 
birth in July his mother took a cab across 
town from the hospital on the westside of 
Manhattan to the Foundling Home on the 
eastside. And that was that. 

After signing some papers, he was 
taken upstairs to the nursery where he was 
placed in a crib surrounded by other cribs 
filled with other babies who were waiting. 
Waiting for the day when they would be 
picked out to start a new life with a new 
family.

Babies came and babies went. Sum-
mer turned into fall and before you knew 
it, it was Christmas time in New York City 
where outside the Foundling Home people 
were busy shopping. 

Of course he had no idea what Christ-
mas was, so he wasn’t going to be missing 
anything.

It was going to be his first Christmas 
Eve. While children all over the city were 
nestled all snug in their beds with visions 
of sugar-plums dancing in their heads he 
was all alone in his crib. The only sound in 
the room was the small sound of  babies as 
they inhaled and exhaled.

The sun had gone to bed behind the 
skyscrapers. High above the rooftops the 
sky was filling up with stars that seemed to 
twinkle brighter than they had ever before.  

Under the direction of Mother Miri-
am, the good sisters who ran the Found-
ling Home had hung up a wreath in the 
nursery and attached a small stocking to 
each of the cribs. But despite these small 
touches the room did not have a festive 
holiday look. It was clean but very sterile

With not a single creature stirring…
not even a mouse, he had fallen asleep 
at around eight o’clock. Usually he slept 
through the night, but on his first Christ-
mas Eve something happened. 

It was a little after eleven when he 
opened his eyes and turned to see a wom-
an dressed in a white gossamer gown with 
gold stitching sitting in a rocking chair 
next to his crib. He returned her wonderful 
smile with a smile that brought a special 
glow to the room. It was magical.

She got up from the rocking chair and 
carefully took him out of the crib and held 
him close to her. She stood by the window 
and whispered in his ear. He seemed to 
understand every word she said. He had 
never been happier.

She held him in her arms for close to 
an hour humming to him before telling 
him she had to go. She knew there would 
be no presents for him under a tree, but 
she did have a gift for him. She held him 
close to her heart and gave him a kiss. It 
was his first kiss. She whispered in his ear 
one more time before placing him back in 
his crib.

And then she was gone. He followed 
her with his eyes out the window as she 
shot back up into the sky and took her 
place in the firmament. She winked back 
at him. He smiled and fell back to sleep.

Two months later he was placed in 
the arms of a woman who was going to 
become his mother. 

As he grew up, Christmas Eve took 
on a special meaning for him. Despite the 
gifts under the tree on subsequent Christ-
mas mornings, Christmas Eve became his 
favorite day of the year.

As a young child he would steal away 
from the rest of the family on Christmas 
Eve and go into the living room and turn 
on the Christmas tree lights. He would 
turn off all the other lights after placing 
the classic Bing Crosby Christmas album 
on the phonograph. He would sit on the 
couch and close his eyes.

And then it would happen. He would 
feel a kiss, just like the first kiss. He was 
filled with a joy that could not be mea-
sured. When he opened his eyes the angel 
on the tree twinkled back. He would then 
go to the living room window and look up 
in the sky for that special star. 

That Christmas Eve tradition contin-
ued. It took on special meaning the Christ-
mas he was away studying in Europe. It 
was the second Christmas in his life that 
he would be alone. 

There was a radio in the room he was 
staying in. He turned it on and believe it or 
not he heard Bing Crosby singing “I’ll Be 
Home for Christmas.”  

It was Christmas Eve. He closed his 
eyes, and then he felt the Christmas kiss. 
Once again he was filled with the same joy 
he had known his whole life.

And while he didn’t lead a spectacular 
life and never made much money, he did 
keep his special Christmas tradition alive.

Once he started having children of his 
own, he made it a point that on Christmas 
Eve he would slip silently into his chil-
dren’s rooms and while they were sleeping 
and dreaming, he would give them a kiss.

 “This is from my Christmas angel,” 
he would say.

Then he would whisper in their ear 
the same thing his Christmas angel had 
whispered in his ear on his first Christmas 
Eve.

And what, you might wonder, did his 
Christmas angel whisper to him?  

That’s a secret. But I’m sure you can 
figure it out.
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