
The Christmas Eve tradition 
began when he was seven years 
old. As the guests arrived at his 
parents’ annual holiday party he 
would greet the guests and then 
take...or sometimes lug...their coats 
and put them on his parents’ bed.  
When he turned 10 his mother told 
him he was old enough to stay up 
and return the coats...to the right 
people.  That was the challenge. 
Could he collect more than a dozen 
coats and then remember who 
owned what coat. 
       One-by-one as the guests ar-
rived that Christmas Eve he took a 
mental picture of the guest and his 
or her coat. Once all the coats had 
been neatly arranged on the bed he 
looked over the inventory and was 
satisfied he would have no prob-
lem returning the right coat to the 
right guest. 
       Once he was confident he “got 
it,” he settled down in his father’s 
lounge chair and watched televi-
sion on the small black and white 
console. Quickly bored by the 
adult fare on television he curled 
up in a ball and fell asleep. 
       His sleep was interrupted by 
his mother’s hand as she gently ran 
it through his blonde hair. When 
he didn’t move she thought about 
letting him sleep, but she knew 
how excited he was about return-
ing the guests’ coats. 
       She had to give him a few 
gentle shakes before he opened his 
eyes.  He looked up at his mother 
and asked, “Is it Christmas?” 
       “No, honey, it’s not Christmas 
yet, but our guests are getting 
ready to go home and you have a 
job to do.”

      

With that he sat upright and 
sprang from the chair. He bounded 
into the living room where the  
first of the guests asked him if he 
wouldn’t mind getting them their 
coats. 
       With two heavy coats in 
hand he beamed with pride as he 
handed the right coats to the right 
couple, and he continued to beam 
proudly until the last couple stood 
by the door.  Before they had a 
chance to ask for their coats, he 
was standing there with them.

 
       Something was amiss, though. 
When he went to retrieve the last 
pair of coats he thought he saw a 
lone coat still on the bed.  It wasn’t 
until he went back to his parents’ 
bedroom that he discovered he 
was right. But that was odd be-
cause he was so careful in keeping 
track of all the coats and he knew 
none of the guests left without a 
coat. 
       The coat on the bed was a 
woman’s fur coat. Even without 
picking the coat up and examin-
ing it, he knew the coat wasn’t 
new.  The fur was a little matted in 
places and a little thin in others. 
       He was very confused.  How 
did the coat get there. He thought 
a last-minute guest might have 

arrived after he had dozed off 
and she was still there, maybe in 
the kitchen with his mother. 
       The moment he picked up the 
coat a gossamer memory floated 
over him. He held the coat close to 
him and the smell of it, although 
faint, filled his head with an un-
mistakable sense of primal re-
membering.  The smell came from 
a perfume that his mother didn’t 
wear because her lily-of-the-valley 
perfume was her trademark scent. 
       He gently stroked the coat. The 
feel of the soft fur sent a tingle up 
his spine. He thought he heard the 
faint sound of a woman singing to 
him, but the music faded before he 
had a chance to capture it. 
       When he opened the coat he 
was both confused and surprised 
when he read the label. It said “Jor-
dan Marsh.” He laughed. 
       “That’s my name!” he ex-
claimed with a joy that only an 
innocent child could muster. “My 
name is Jordan Marsh Donovan!” 
       Jordan held the coat close to 
him and all at once he was envel-
oped in a past he didn’t remember. 
       Jordan’s mother was in the liv-
ing room cleaning up some plates 
when he entered the room.  She 
turned and looked at him with a 
nervous smile. 
       “What’s that?  Did you forget 
to give someone their coat?” 
       “No,” Jordan said. “I gave 
everybody their coat but there was 
this extra coat on your bed and I 
don’t know how it got there.  And 
the coat had my name on it.” 
       He showed his mother the 
label on the coat. 
       “Sit down on the couch with 
me.  I think it’s time I told you a 
story.” 
       “I like stories!” 
       “I think you might learn to 
love this story.”
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       Jordan’s father joined them on 
the couch. 
       His mother began her story: 
“You always knew you were ad-
opted, Jordy.” 
       Jordan nodded his head.  “You 
told me that a long time ago.  I 
think I was five.” 
       “Well, there’s a lot more to the 
story than you just being adopt-
ed,” his mother said. 
       “Before you were adopted,” 
his father added in, “we found 
you.” 
       “Was I lost?” Jordan asked.      
       His father laughed. “Not 
exactly. It was like this.  You know 
how I always take care of the man-
ger on the altar and that I put the 
baby Jesus in the crib right before 
Midnight Mass begins?” 
       “And then I fall asleep,” Jor-
dan reminded his father. 
       “That’s another one of your 
traditions,” his mother said. “But 
10 years ago when your father 
went to place the baby in the crib, 
there was already a baby in the 
crib.” 
       “Really?  What was it doing in 
there?” Jordan wanted to know. 
       “That’s what I wondered,” 
his father answered. “So I put the 
baby Jesus down and went to get 
a closer look at the crib.  I heard 
the sound of a baby, but I couldn’t 
make out who it was or what 
it was because it was carefully 
wrapped in a coat.” 
       Jordan sort of knew where the 
story was going. 
       “Your father called me over 
and I picked up the baby. I opened 
the coat and was greeted by this 
amazing smile.” 
       “Was I the baby?” 
       “You got it,” his father said. 
       “I held you on my lap during 
Mass,” Jordan’s mother explained.  
“We had to call the police to make 
sure we did the right thing. And 

we all decided the right thing to do 
was take you home with us.” 
       “About a month later we were 
allowed to adopt you,” His father 
said. 
       “I took a look at the label on 
the coat and said to your father 
that Jordan Marsh was a great 
name.” 
       Jordan was beaming. 
       “So the coat I found on the 
bed was the one I was wrapped 
in...and it belonged to my other 
mother?” 
       “That’s right.  We waited 
until tonight to tell you that story 
because we thought you’d under-
stand.”  Jordan’s mother took him 
up in her arms. 
       “Your mother attached a note 
to the coat telling us when you 
were born...” 
       “June fifth!” Jordan shouted. 
       “Yes,  you were born on June 
fifth and your mother made sure 
you had all your shots and said 
you were in perfect health.” 
       Jordan’s smile expanded.“Your 
mother also left an envelope for 
you in her coat with a note to give 
it to you on Christmas Eve when 
we thought you were old enough.”  
       Jordan’s father handed him an 
unopened envelope. 
       “Can I open it?” 
       “Of course,” his father said. 
       Jordan carefully opened the 
envelope and took out a piece of 
paper. 
       “Dear Son, 
      Merry Christmas.  I know you 
are being loved the way I loved you 
because I knew Mr. Donavan would be 
the one to find you because I knew he 
took care of the manger.  I also knew 
that the Donavan’s wanted to adopt 
a baby.  I am so sorry I had to leave 
you.  I can’t expect you to understand 
because I don’t even understand.  I 
just want you to know that even 
though my reasons for leaving you 

might not make sense to you, I loved 
you and kept you with me as long as 
I could before it became impossible 
for me to care for you the way you 
needed to be cared for. I’ll never forget 
holding you in my arms and singing 
to you.  I’ll never forget your beauti-
ful smile. I’ll never forget you.      
                             Love, Mom.” 
      Jordan folded the paper and 
put it back in the envelope.  He 
didn’t say anything. He just gave 
his mom and dad the biggest hug 
he could give. 
       Holding back her tears, Jor-
dan’s mother said, “Look at the 
time.  If we expect to get to Mid-
night Mass on time we better get a 
move on. 
       Jordan’s father went to the 
closet to give his wife her coat.  He 
looked over at Jordan who was 
holding the old fur coat.  He held it 
out to his mother. 
       “I will be honored to wear this 
special, magical coat.” 
       And that’s what she did, and 
not just that one Christmas.  Every 
Christmas for close to 40 years 
Jordan’s mother proudly wore that 
coat to Midnight Mass..and she 
even switched her perfume to the 
one Jordan’s other mother used.


