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What began as the solitary ballet of a single snowflake had slowly evolved into the dance 

of a host innumerable. The tiny ice crystals that had served as the introduction gave way to large 

flakes that fell slowly down, covering all in a brilliant blanket of white. The birds and squirrels 

that only a short time before had been scurrying around had now disappeared; no doubt seeking 

shelter from the cold and snow. The light gradually faded and afternoon became evening. Sitting 

there in the window seat of her bedroom she had watched it all unfold and yet had not really seen 

any of it. So lost in thought was she that the entrance of her 7-year old granddaughter Sara into 

the room went without her notice. Only after the little girl had stood next to her for a minute or 

so did she finally realize she was there. 

“Oh dear!” she exclaimed both alarmed and relieved at the same time. “I didn’t hear you 

come in honey.” She looked briefly at her granddaughter then turned her eyes to the falling snow 

once again. 

“What are you watching Grandma?” Sara asked after a bit, following her grandmother’s 

gaze out the window. 

“Just…watching it snow I suppose,” she said, sighing softly. 

The two of them were silent then, taking in the darkening wintry scene, the wind now 

swirling the snow into a tantalizing show of glitter. Finally the woman turned back to the child 

and grasped her hands. 

“What is on your mind little one?” she asked in a soothing voice and with a slight smile 

on her face. 

“I was just wondering,” replied the little girl, pausing momentarily in search of the right 

words, “if you could have anything for Christmas, Grandma, what would it be?” 

Leaning back the woman looked out the window once again and didn’t reply for quite 

some time. So much time passed in fact that the little girl wondered if she had even been heard. 

At last the woman turned back to the little girl, the motion of her turning head causing the tears 

that had formed in her eyes to trickle down her cheeks. 

“More than anything,” she asked in a barely audible voice? The little girl nodded her head 

slowly. “More than anything I wish I could see your Uncle Brandon just once more, to hold him 

and talk to him and tell him how much I love him.” As these last words escaped her quivering 

lips she fought with all of her might to maintain her composure for the little girl’s sake. 

The Lord had taken Brandon home through an automobile accident at the age of sixteen 

only a month before. The pain was still so real it felt at times as though her heart would surely 

break. The little things it seemed most often brought it all back. Even now as she had watched 

the falling snow her mind had been flooded with memories both recent and of long ago. God’s 

grace was always there, His everlasting arms were ceaselessly underneath holding her but oh 

how it still hurt. Oh how she longed for the pain in her heart to fade. Oh how she missed him so. 

Realizing that the child into whose face she now gazed did not, really could not 

understand this wish she wiped the tears from her eyes and cheeks with the back of her hand and 

stood up. Tenderly she wrapped her arms around the child’s shoulders and hugged her tightly. 

“You really miss him don’t you Grandma?” Sara asked in a matter of fact tone as they 

broke their embrace and looked at each other. 

“Yes dear, I really miss him,” she replied in a whisper. 



 

* * * * * 

 

Later that night after arriving home and being tucked in by her father and mother Sara 

quietly climbed out of bed and very purposefully knelt on her knees, folded her little hands, and 

prayed with an earnestness far beyond her years. 

“Lord, please be with Grandma and Grandpa and help them to stop crying. Help them to 

not be sad and help them to smile. And please Lord; give Grandma her wish for Christmas. 

Please let Uncle Brandon come home so that she can see him one more time. Amen.” 

With a now quieted spirit and an assurance in her heart that her prayer had been heard she 

clambered back into bed once more, snuggled into her blankets, and slept the sleep of a child 

whose faith was simple and sure. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Christmas day came and went with the normal excitement, hustle and bustle, and family 

time. As had become the custom of the family all the married children came to the house for 

lunch after church in the morning and stayed throughout the day. After lunch everyone gathered 

in the family room and sat in rapt attention as Grandpa read the account of Christ’s birth found in 

Luke 2. This was another custom begun long ago in order to place the proper perspective on the 

day. There then shortly followed a chaos of flying paper, squeals of joy, and hugs of thanks. The 

enthusiasm of all the grandchildren as they ripped open the presents and then later as they raced 

around the house with their new toys brought much joy to their parents and especially their 

grandparents. So much so that they almost forgot that Brandon was not there. Almost. 

Sara though seemed somewhat out of sorts and not her cheerful and energetic self. All 

day she constantly looked out the front window as if expecting someone to drive up and would 

even open the front door occasionally in order to see outside. Her grandmother noticed this and 

though she said nothing the oddity of it struck her. 

Later that evening as everyone packed up children and presents, Sara was no-where to be 

seen. Her grandmother soon found her in the bedroom sitting on the window seat weeping 

quietly. 

“Oh sweetie, don’t cry,” she said in a consoling voice as she took the child in her arms. 

“Whatever is the matter?” 

“I am so sorry Grandma. I asked God to give you one more chance to see Uncle Brandon 

but he didn’t come home today.” Tears now flowed freely down Sara’s face as if for the first time 

the reality of Brandon’s death was clear to her. He was never coming home. 

Wiping the tears from the child’s face her grandmother tried to comfort the little girl. “It’s 

alright honey. Even though that is what I wish for, I know that it isn’t possible.” Gently she took 

Sara’s face in her hands and looked in her eyes. “When we go to heaven we are made perfect. It 

isn’t possible to come back to this sinful earth once we are perfect. We will see him again 

someday though when Jesus comes to take us to heaven too.” 

They comforted one another for a time then and once Sara had calmed down she and her 

family left for their own home. As they watched the tail lights of the car disappear down the road 

Brandon’s parents shook their heads in amazement. 

“What a precious little girl,” her grandmother said, still shaking her head back and forth. 

http://bible.gospelcom.net/bible?version=KJV&passage=Luke+2


“If only we could all have such a child-like faith,” her husband said as he wrapped his 

arm around his wife. 

After cleaning and straightening up the house and having a bit of quiet time they retired 

for the night exhausted and drained, hoping that sleep would come and yet both knowing that it 

probably wouldn’t as was the case with most every night. Lying quietly in the darkness only 

prompted the many memories and thoughts to arise in their minds of the events of the last month 

and though sleep beckoned, they were unable to follow. 

They lay awake long after going to bed. Having tossed and turned for most of the night 

they finally got up and made their way to Brandon’s room for the first time since having to pick 

out clothes for him to wear in the casket. Hand in hand they steeled themselves against the flood 

of emotions that surely awaited them on the other side of the door. Having finally walked 

through the doorway they stopped and simply stood there for a long time taking in each detail. 

Everything was exactly as Brandon had left it the day of the accident. There were a few clothes 

scattered over the floor, the bed remained unmade, and the closet door stood ajar. It was hard to 

know where to begin. Walking over to his desk she ran her fingers over the school books that still 

lie stacked neatly off to the side, leaving behind faint lines in the dust that had accumulated on 

them. Sitting down in the chair she gently opened the largest drawer and there in the corner lay 

an envelope wrapped in Christmas paper. On the tag that was taped to the top of it were these 

words: “To Mom and Dad. DO NOT OPEN UNTIL CHRISTMAS!!!!!” With trembling hands 

she picked it up and held it tightly to her chest, knowing it was from Brandon. His father looked 

at her in bewilderment at first and then suddenly understanding washed over him. Brandon had 

been scheduled to join his youth group from church on a mission trip to Ghana, Africa over the 

Christmas break and would not have been home for the holiday. He must have written the letter 

intending to give it to them before he left. His father gently took it from her and together they sat 

down on the bed to read Brandon’s final words to them. 

 

Dear Dad and Mom, 

If you are reading this letter it must be Christmas. MERRY CHRISTMAS!!!!!!!! I know we 

decided to exchange our gifts when I get home but I had to leave something for you to open. I’m 

sorry I couldn’t be there to share the day with you and everyone else. God had other plans for me 

this year. 

Thanks again for letting me go. I know you had a hard time with it and really didn’t want 

to let me go. Like I said before though, I really feel that this is God’s will for me. Mom, DON’T 

WORRY!!!! Everything will be fine and we’ll be back together again before you know it. 

Even though I won’t be there for Christmas just think of all the memories from past years 

and it will seem like I am right there with you. I know I’ll be doing the same. I’ll think of Dad 

reading the story of Christ’s birth with all of us gathered around. I’ll remember how excited I 

was the year I got my first bike and then how I cried when I realized it had a flat tire and I 

couldn’t ride it. I’ll recall the Christmas that Dad got Mom a necklace with all our birthstones on 

it and how Mom cried when she opened it. Then there was the year it snowed so much that 

nobody was able to come over on Christmas day and we kept busy digging out and building the 

greatest snow fort ever. See, I feel better already! 

Well, I guess I’ll let you get back to celebrating the day. Make sure you tell everyone I 

love them and miss them. Who knows, maybe I’ll even bring some gifts back from Ghana for 

everyone. Actually, I don’t think I’ll have a choice as I haven’t had time to do any shopping yet! If 

all is well I will see you soon. God Bless! 



Love Always, 

Brandon 

 

Sitting side by side on the bed they read and re-read the letter, hanging on each word as if 

Brandon were right there with them, their tears forever staining the paper. As the first light of a 

new day began to grace the creation they knelt there beside the bed and Brandon’s father led in 

prayer for a long while. At times full minutes would pass between words as he was overcome 

with emotion and would struggle to regain his composure. By the grace of God for the first time 

since Brandon had passed away their tears were those of joy. Joy that God was so good and 

faithful to His people. Joy because that same God was also their Father. Joy because the Lord 

answers prayers—even those of little girls. 
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