
 

 

 
 

Christmas has always been the most magical time of the year for me. I look 

forward to Christmas more than any other holiday. My Christmases as a child were 

unforgettable. I loved all of our family traditions — decorating sugar cookies with 

mom, stringing garland and lights on our staircase, and eating delicious “finger 

foods” after the Christmas Eve service at St. James — these were just a few of the 

standouts.   

 

After my dad’s passing in the fall of 2001, I knew our family Christmas traditions 

would change. That year, my family traveled to Kansas for Christmas, where my 

mom’s side of the family lived. It was the first time I had spent Christmas away 

from home. I was slightly reluctant to go at first, not wanting our lives to change 

any more than they already had, but I was also excited to spend time with family 

we didn’t often get to see. 

 

I remember being at my Aunt Sharon’s house after Christmas Eve mass (another 

new experience!), and the whole family was gathered around the dining room 

table. My Aunt Sharon brought out a red velvet cake with vanilla frosting and the 

words, “Happy Birthday, Jesus,” written in red gel piping. Even though I 

understood that Christmas was a celebration of Jesus ’birth, I had never really seen 

it as a birthday party until that moment! I loved the idea of having a birthday cake 

for Jesus and would always look forward to lighting his candles and singing 

“Happy Birthday” during the subsequent Kansas Christmases to follow.   

 

Christmas traditions continue to evolve in my family, but I try to embrace each and 

every one, knowing new traditions can bring lots of joyful moments. I hope this 

story brings you comfort in a holiday season full of change.   

 

Merry Christmas to you and yours!   

— Katy Moldenhauer 


