
The first 2/3 of your life you tend to acquire “stuff” and the last ¼ you need to 

find a good place for all the extra belongings.  So it is in our house. The past few 

months we have been sorting and snorting thru all our possessions to pare down 

the inventory.   

Yesterday I was going thru a box of old Christmas decorations and ran across a 

little plastic church, maybe 5 inches tall.  It was more than 50 years old, the white 

plastic had aged to a grotey yellow, the brittle walls and roofline sagged because 

of being stored somewhere too hot during one summer, the music box was 

“frozen”, the electrical cord was frayed and the light socket was corroded.  After 

pulling out anything non-plastic, I tossed it into the recycling bag.   

This morning at the recycling center, when Jim pulled the bag from the backseat, 

that little church peaked over the edge of the bag and seemed to stare at me.  

Don’t you just know I “lost it”? 

It is gone now but the memories of my beloved five cranking up the music box (It 

played Silent Night.) and their excitement of plugging in the light so the house 

was alive with “pretties” are so precious.  The little church even showed up in the 

1967 family Christmas letter...see the first paragraph.  Also, see it atop the TV in 

the 1972 picture. 

All of this will stay in my memory bank until the day when I no longer remember.  

Even then, it will still be deep inside my very being. Don’t ever be so busy that you 

can’t make memories of your own. 

 



 

 


