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Dedication

To all the Guilty Mommies working hard to make

Christmas perfect.  Relax and enjoy the season.  In

the end, it all turns out just fine!





It was the most wonderful Christmas ever. I sat at

the table for Christmas dinner and admired the scene

around  me.  The  house  was  beautifully  decorated,

adorned  with  homemade  decorations  created

lovingly, piece by piece by me.

I glanced through the dining room doorway and on

into  the  living  room.  The  Christmas  tree  stood

majestically  in  its  place  of  honor.  Each  ornament

had been carefully chosen to fit the well thought out

theme I had selected for this year's tree. Everyone

who had seen the  tree  had agreed that  it  was  the

most beautiful tree they had ever laid eyes on.

I turned my attention back to our Christmas meal.

The dining room table  groaned  under  its  culinary



load. The largest turkey I had ever seen was roasted

to  a  golden  brown,  butter  glistening  its  sides.

Accompanying the bird were the fluffiest  potatoes

ever  mashed.  Just  looking  at  the,  you  knew they

would melt in your mouth. Dressing, sweet potatoes,

vegetables of all kinds, pickles, cranberry sauce and

gravy filled the center of the table. 



I  turned  to  either  side  of  the  table  and  smiled

lovingly  at  my  children,  who  sat  quietly  in  their

chairs  before their  properly set  places.  Picking up

my glass, I raised it in silent toast to my husband at

the opposite end of the table. He returned the toast

and blew me a kiss. Putting down my glass, I turned

to the dinner guest seated at my right.  “I just don’t

know how you do it,”  Martha Stewart told me,  “I

could  never  have  created  anything this  perfect.”  I

simply sat there and smiled at her, wondering at the

same time where that annoying buzzing sound was

coming from. My alarm clock! 

I  rolled over  from my dream and faced reality.  If

Martha Stewart came to my house now, she’d laugh

so hard she would probably have to be committed.



“Everything  Perfect!”  I’ll  be  lucky  if  I  get

everything done by Christmas.  Oh, well,  no sense

putting it off. I shook off the last of the dream and

got on with the day.



Two hours later, everyone was out of the house and I

was ready to settle back with coffee and the paper

before  I  went  out  Christmas  shopping.  I  set  my

coffee  on  the  kitchen  table  and  reached  for  the

paper. I realized, in the morning rush, no one had

fetched it yet. 

Thoroughly  annoyed,  I  started  out  the  door  to

retrieve  my  missing  morning  read  and  almost

stepped on the gift box on the front porch. 

Picking it up, I saw my name printed neatly on the

attached card. Forgetting the paper, I  turned to go

inside with my find. I carefully set the package on

the table and slowly sat down. It wasn’t a very big

box but it was one of the most beautifully wrapped



presents I had ever seen. I was suddenly reminded of

my dream and began to wonder if imagination had

managed to crossover into reality.

I shook my head. “I need coffee,” I said to myself as

I carried my still untouched cup out to the kitchen. I

poured my fresh cup of hot coffee down the sink and

fixed  myself  an  even  fresher  cup  without  ever

thinking about what I was doing.



“Who could have left me a present?”  I put my cup

on the table next to the box and hurried over to the

front  door.  Crossing  the  porch,  I  raced  down  the

walk and up to  the  fence.  I  leaned over  the  gate,

looking down one side of the street, then the other.

Not  a  soul  was  to  be  seen.  The  only  thing  that

caught  my  attention  was  the  missing  newspaper.

Wandering over to pick it up, I kept my eyes pealed

for my mysterious benefactor. Disappointed, I went

back inside.

Setting the paper on the table along with my second

untouched cup of coffee, I studied the package once

more, reading the card to verify it was indeed my

name on the envelop.  I  smack myself in the head

with the palm of my hand.  “Fool! Why don’t you



open the card and see who sent  you the present.”

Quickly, I pulled the card from the package and torn

open the envelop. Imagine my despair when I saw

the note was unsigned. I dropped my hands to my

side in resignation and groaned.

“Well,” the little voice in my head said, “what does

the card say?”  Ah,  perhaps that  would give me a

clue. A clue? No. A bigger mystery? Yes!



“Dear  Friend,”  the  note  began,  “Is  your

holiday out of control? Are you counting

the  days  until  December  26th?  Is  your

White Christmas quickly turning blue? If

your answers are  ‘Yes’  then I have a gift

for you. Inside the box, you will find the

Best Christmas present you ever received.

Use  it  wisely  and  watch  the  miracle

happen!” 

It was signed, 

“Your Secret Santa.”



I  stared  at  the  note  in  amazement.  “The  best

Christmas  present  I  ever  received?”  What  in  the

world  could  be  in  that  box?  I  picked  it  up  and

studied it again. It wasn’t at all big and it felt light as

a feather. When I shook it, something inside shifted

from side to side but that was all.

Finally,  my curiosity  overcame me.  I  ripped open

the  box  and  stared  inside.  Imagine  my  surprise

when, reaching in the box, I gently pulled out three

envelopes. I stared at them in amazement. “Letters!

The best present ever is letters!” I threw them on the

table  in  disgust  and  went  to  prepare  my  third

untouched cup of coffee of the day. Returning to the

table, I  sighed and picked up the envelopes.  Each



was numbered 1, 2 or 3. Under each number was the

message,

When you feel  the stress of  the

holidays  begin  to  overwhelm

you... OPEN ME!

Tossing them back on the table, I thought,

“There better be a one way ticket to Jamaica in one

of them.” I sighed once again, shook my head and,

leaving the envelopes and the still untouched coffee

on the table, I went to prepare to face the mob at the

mall.



Three hours later, I returned home more frustrated

than I had ever been in my life. In all that time, I had

only managed to buy two gifts. Two gifts! The stores

were jammed,  people were grumpy. Agh!  “I  can’t

stand all this stress!” I shouted, throwing myself in a

chair at the kitchen table and buried my head in my

hands.

Slowly  raising  my  head,  I  stared  at  the  three

envelopes on the table. Picking the first one up, I re-

read the message on the front.



 “When you feel the stress of the

holidays  begin  to  overwhelm

you… Open Me!” 

I ripped it open so hard and fast, the note inside fell

to the floor. Quickly picking

"Keep It Simple, Sweetie!"

Of all the nerve! Keep it simple. As my children say,

“Duh!” If only it were that easy. Doesn’t this woman

understand how much I have to get done? I got up

and  went  to  hide  the  presents  I  had  just  bought,

trying to calm myself down. That done, I returned to

the note.



"Keep It Simple, Sweetie!"

The words rang in my ears. Christmas had become

very complicated over the years I thought. No, I told

myself, you have made Christmas very complicated.

Look  how much  aggravation  you  caused  yourself

just this morning. You wandered all over the mall,

going from store to store in pursuit of “just the right

gift”  and  finally,  after  hours  of  searching,  you

bought the first thing you had seen. If you had made

a  list  before  you  left  home,  you  wouldn’t  have

gotten so frustrated. I stared at the floor, ashamed at

myself. This was all too true. I always think I will do

better but every year, it is the same story.



"Keep It Simple, Sweetie!"

I stared at the note again. “Simplify Your Holiday.” I

had read an article about this very thing just the day

before. The author dictated a strict list of things to

eliminate  from the  holidays  in  order  to  make  the

holidays easier. “Might as well just cancel Christmas

if I eliminate all these things!” I said as I threw the

magazine to the floor.

Still, I thought, there must be something I can do to

make the holidays easier on myself. I considered the

possibilities  for  a  moment.  Ah  ha,  I  thought  and

jumped up to get a pencil and paper.



Returning to my chair, I drew a line down the center

of  the  paper.  At  the  top  of  one  column  I  wrote,

“Things I need to get done by Christmas.” At the top

of the other column I wrote,  “Things I want to get

done by Christmas.” Then I began to think.



I made quick work of my list and sat back to study

it. Everything was listed on the  “need to get done”

side of the paper. “Come on now,” I told myself, “do

you really need to get all these things done. I studied

the  list  carefully.  After  a  few  minutes,  I  had

managed to shift most of the items from one side of

the paper. When I really got down to it, all I really

needed to do before Christmas was buy and wrap

the  kids’  presents  and  put  up  the  Christmas  tree.

Once I came to that realization, I felt much better. I

could then begin studying my “want to get done” list

and determine the most efficient way to accomplish

these items. By the time the kids came home from

school, I felt much more in control of the holidays.

"Keep It Simple, Sweetie!"



A few days went by and I had forgotten about the

envelopes. Then I went to shop for a Christmas tree!

Talk about frustration! I went to three different lots. 

The  selection  at  the  first  lot  was  terrible.  At  the

second lot, all the trees were tied up tight. How are

you supposed to pick a tree if you don’t know what

they look like? At my final stop, no one would help

me. I went home in exasperation. Without a tree! 

Going into the kitchen,  I  flopped down in a chair

and  put  my  head  on  the  table.  “I  can’t  stand  it

anymore. I can’t take anymore stre….” I raised my

head up and stared at the two envelopes on the table

in front of me. I picked up the envelop with #2 on it.



Ripping  it  open,  I  quickly  took  out  the  sheet  of

paper inside.

Ask for Help

“Ask  for  help?  Are  you  out  of  your  mind?  Why

should  I  ask  for  help?  They  should  know I  need

help. Can’t they see how hard I’m working? Can’t



they see how much I do around here? If they wanted

to help me, they would.” 

Yes, I thought, but how are they supposed to know

you need help if you don’t ask? Maybe they assume

everything’s all  right.  Don’t  you think they would

help you if they knew you needed help? I realized

this  was  true.  No  one  ever  helped  me  because  I

never asked. I decided right then and there I would

ask for help during the holidays.



However,  just  asking  wasn’t  enough.  I  had  to  be

willing to have them say no. Sometimes people can’t

help you when you need it. If I got angry when my

family told me no then they would feel obligated to

always say yes. This would only cause hard feelings.

No, I would ask for help when I needed it. If I got

help, great. If not, I wasn’t any worse off than I was

before I asked. And if someone said “yes” and then

grumbled about it, well, that was just their problem.

Ask for Help

Yes that’s just what I would do. And that is exactly

what I did. 



My family went with me the next time I searched for

a Christmas tree and we had a wonderful time. My

husband even offered to go shopping with me! That

was a great present in itself. 



The  days  before  Christmas  proceeded  smoothly.

Combining  the  advice  in  both  envelopes,  I

simplified the task of  baking cookies this  year  by

purchasing  the  pre-made  dough,  then  I  asked  my

children to help me bake them. They told me they

had  always  wanted  to  help  with  my  baking  but

didn’t think I would let them. We laughed, and sang

and ate cookies all evening.



“This may turn out to be the best Christmas I ever

had!” I told myself. Unfortunately, the feeling didn’t

last.

About one week before Christmas, I was trying to

wrap presents. Trying is the key word since I don’t

know when I have been tried more. The phone kept

ringing,  the  children  kept  bothering  me  and  my

husband was oblivious to it all. I was at the end of

my rope. 

I  could  feel  my  stress  level  rising  when  I

remembered I had one more envelop left unopened.

Now, where did I put it? A quick search of the house

found it  buried under a pile of Christmas cards.  I



snatched it up and hurried to the bedroom to open

the final piece in my mysterious present.



Take Care of Yourself

What in the world is that supposed to mean? “Take

care of myself!” Of course, I take care of myself. 

Then I paused and thought it over. I hadn’t eaten a

decent meal in days, grabbing whatever I could as I

rushed off to my next task. My morning walks had

been  abandoned  just  before  Thanksgiving.  I  was

ashamed to admit that I couldn’t remember if I had

showered that morning. 

It was true, I wasn’t taking care of myself. In fact, I

rarely did take care of myself during the holidays.

This might account for the huge cold I usually came



down with  just  before  the  new year.  How in  the

world did I expect to take care of everyone else if I

didn’t take care of myself? 

Just like a car needs fuel and proper maintenance, I

also needed fuel and proper care. I sat quietly on the

bed and considered how to care for myself properly. 



Deciding on a plan of action, I got up and went in to

ask my husband to keep an eye on the kids. I was

going to take a bath, I told him. I ran the water and

put in the bath salts. I lit candles and prepared tea. I

turned on music and sank back in the warm cloud of

steam. As I  lay  there,  I  could feel  all  my tension

melt away. I made a mental list of things I could do

everyday  until  Christmas  in  order  to  take  care  of

myself.  I  got  out  of  that  tub  feeling  like  a  new

woman.



Two days before Christmas found me as relaxed as I

have ever been before the holidays in my life . 

The tree was beautifully  decorated,  at  least  in my

opinion. Martha might not have praised it but I liked

it  just  the  same.  The  presents  were  bought  and

wrapped  and  placed  under  the  tree.  Some  of  the

packages had crooked paper and messy bows but the

kids had great fun wrapping them all by themselves. 



Cookies  were  baked  and  shopping  for  Christmas

dinner was complete. I asked for help this year and

the entire  family  has decided to  make the meal  a

family event. 

I had just  poured myself a cup of coffee and was

preparing to read the paper. I realized no one had

brought it in yet. I chuckled. Setting my cup on the

table, I went off to find the paper. It was deja vu.



Opening  the  door,  I  found  a  small  beautifully

wrapped box just on the other side. I quickly picked

it  up  and  hurried  inside  to  see  what  the  box

contained. A simple tag had my name printed on it. I

opened the box and found another envelop. Ripping

it open, I unfolded the card inside.



“I  have  noticed  how relaxed  you  have

seemed  the  last  few  days.  The  three

envelopes  have  done  their  job  once

again. 

When I left you the box, I told you it

contained  the  best  Christmas  present

you would ever receive. Well, there is

more to it than that. The three cards

only lead you to the best present. 

The best present you will ever receive

is the one you give to yourself. That is

the gift of a Christmas that is free of

stress.   I  only  gave  you  the  box.  You



gave  yourself  the  best  Christmas

present ever. There is no need to thank

me, you did this yourself. 

There is one thing you can do, though.

Simply  prepare  a  box  with  three

envelopes and pass it on to someone you

know  who  needs  the  best  Christmas

present they will ever receive. 

Merry Christmas,

Your Secret Santa





I  sat  for  a  long  time,  rereading  the  note.  A tear

trickled down my cheek. I wiped it away, blew my

nose and began considering who I  might pass the

present along to. After a lot of thought, I knew just

who needed this present. That is why I am passing

the best Christmas present I ever received… To you.
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