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Christmas 2011
Merry Christmas and Happy Hanukkah!

Each year about this time I attempt to harvest, distill, concentrate and serve my heartfelt thoughts on the meaning of the Christmas season, and deliver a message of gratitude with it.  I’ve been lucky to retain my child-like love of Christmas and have a lot to be grateful for, so I’ve always been able to ferret out some material.  I pray this trend continues. 

On a sad note, we said goodbye to a twenty-year employee this year; Troy Maddux.  His injuries have simply not improved and regrettably, our business had to either close down or move on.  I cannot begin to tell you the angst, guilt and doubt I felt.  Being the sole source of income for someone instills a sense of responsibility for that person that is hard to shake.  “What could I have done differently?” is a question that will often pay visit to my troubled mind.  But life moves on, and life is movement, after all, if it is nothing else.  And we’re “moving” into our twenty-second year in business.  A small, focused company with a lot of love for serving and making people glad we’re around.

It’s early morning, November 6th, pitch black.  I’m alone in our library with the Christmas tree lit up, protecting the ceramic Bavarian village beneath.  Over the years, generic Kmart ornaments are slowly supplanted by those more unique;.  Wooden, paper and glass reminders of family history and memories,   bound together from top to bottom by a construction paper chain, assembled in front of a fireplace long ago by my little girl and me while mom baked in the adjoining kitchen, glancing in every now and then with floured hands held high.  It is not the same tree it was ten years ago, much as we are not quite the same people.  If our tree were a man, it would have gone from a ruddy-cheeked spirited young lad, full of youth-fueled hopes, dreams, and ambitions —to a bespectacled, twinkle-eyed grandfather; mind and body ailing but full of warmth, great stories, and a quiet patriarchal pride.  If it’s possible for an inanimate object to have spirit…well, I’m surprised our old tree doesn’t just get up and dance.  I’ve realized a new purpose for the tree:  It reminds us of what’s important.  God knows with three businesses and a writing hobby to manage, I lose sight of the “promised land” fairly often.  Buried in computer keystrokes and the crisis du jour, I forget the “why” of what I’m doing, sometimes for weeks on end.  Maybe that’s why we put our tree up as quickly after Halloween as we can.  Dad needs a good dose of “why,” delivered in the elixir of twinkling lights, tokens of family togetherness, and plain old-fashioned Christmas spirit.  We feel God hanging around the house a little more when our tree is up.  I’m not sure what I’d do, how I would’ve turned out—without a reminder as long and loud and bright as our tree.  An aged sentry, raising its hands to its mouth and shouting, “Hey! Listen up! Slow down—this is what life is all about, you danged fool!”  Vivent longtemps notre arbre de Noël! Long live our Christmas tree…

And so I hope you’ve found this message valuable; entertaining at the very least.  My writing is simply a hobby, and as with most hobbies, tends to please the hobbyist more than the spectator!  But it’s what I have for you outside of giving the best service I can give.  Thank you so very much for sticking around and letting us serve you.  I sure hope you’ll keep sticking around, because we haven’t lost our interest in you.  Though it’s been a year of change, our new crews and systems are firmly in place and we’ve renewed our excitement about the coming years! Bless you all and may you have many more years of happiness, health and abundance, and may all your generic Kmart ornaments be replaced by many mirrors, reflecting past joys and future hopes…
Thank you and bless you,

Ken, Deb  & Elissa Rose LaVoie – The LaVoie Family
