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Family. In any language, it is a word

fraught with personal meanings, sometimes as hard to

define as to achieve. In this Christmas greeting, I hope 

to share the myriad ways this simple word is expressed,

interpreted, and passed on from person to person, family

to family; sometimes gracefully, sometimes, not so much.

Somewhere, there is a transcending peace that crosses

over boundaries of geography and language, as well as

defying the limitations of definition. In our hearts, each 

of us strives, hopefully, to achieve this peaceful vision of

harmony with the world. I hope that all of us, each in our

own way, come a little closer to the true meaning of family

this holiday season. 

May peace be with us all — not only now, but always.



This time, 

I am coming with

two olive
branches.

—YASIR ARAFAT, SEPTEMBER 4, 1993

The family is the test of freedom;
because the family is the only thing

that the free man
makes

for himself 
and by

himself.
—G. K.  CH E S T E RT O N



Peace and war begin at home.
If we truly want peace in the world, let us 

begin by loving
one another in our own families.

— M O T H E R T E R E S A

If the family were a container, 

it would be 

a
nest,

an enduring

nest,
loosely woven,

expansive,
and

open. 



If the family were a fruit,
it would be an orange,

a circle of sections,

held together

but separable—

each 

segment 

distinct.

If the family were a sport,
it would be baseball:

a long,
slow, 

nonviolent

game

that is never over
until 

the

last 
out.



If the family were a boat, 
it would be         a canoe that makes 

no progress
unless 

everyone 

paddles.



If the family were a 

building,
it would be an 

old but solid structure 

that contains

human history,

and appeals to those who see

the plaster, the wide plank

the carved moldings under all

floors under the linoleum, 

the

possibilities.



Family quarrels are bitter things.   

They don’t go according to any rules. 

They’re not like aches or wounds;  

they’re more like splits in the skin 

that won’t heal because there’s not  

enough material.
—F. SCOTT FITZGERALD

You come to this place, midlife. You don’t know how you got here, but 

suddenly you’re staring fifty in the face. When you turn and look back

down the years, you glimpse the ghosts of other lives you might have led. 

All your houses are haunted by the person you might have been. 

The wraiths and phantoms creep under your carpets and between the warp 

and weft of your curtains, they lurk in wardrobes and lie flat under 

drawer liners. You think of the children you might have had but didn’t.

When the midwife says, “It’s a boy,” where does the girl go? 

When you think you’re pregnant, and you’re not, what happens to that

child that has already formed in your mind? You keep it filed 

in a drawer of your consciousness, like a short story 

that wouldn’t work after the opening lines.

R

She let go,
forging a hole through the air, as she screamed past her limitations...



“ I do much better as a goddess,” she said, 
“Since my secretarial skills have always been limited...”
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There have been no dragons in my life; 
only small spiders and stepping in gum.

I could have coped with dragons...

Peace is the ability to 

separate
the things that don’t matter

from the things that do.

A very merry Christmas and a peaceful 2007 to all of us.


