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Merry Christmas!!!!
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So I get excited about Christmas.  I mean, beyond the normal excitement that people face about putting up a Christmas tree and visiting family.  I start getting pumped for the holidays in, oh, you know….June. There is a swelling feeling that comes up in my heart when Christmas is even mentioned.  I love the day after Thanksgiving when I get to put the decorations up (for all of you that put decorations up before Thanksgiving, well- c’mon folks! One season at a time!). I love the food that Mom makes at Christmas.  I love it that the Norwegians believe that to be a good housewife you must have seven different kinds of Christmas cookies in your house at all times during the season.  I love that Mommy Liberman’s table is filled with special caramels that only make an appearance once a year.  I love seeing everybody moving in the cold with clearly a little more purpose, a little more motivation to fight off the frost.  I love it that it is ok to listen to classics like Frank Sinatra, Bing Crosby and Christmas Carols.  I just love Christmas.
[image: image6.jpg]e




This year is different though.  I am in college. Whoa. Let me say it again.  I am in college. That picture there…yea- that’s me.  In college.  That is what I look like at this moment when I am writing the Christmas letter on my laptop.  In college. The love for the season is still the same (you will notice that in the picture there are ample Christmas-y decorations adorning my dorm room) but somehow, everything is different!  I guess it comes with being away.  Anyway, it has been a crazy year leading up to the big move.  Our family is blessed beyond belief and we have had such an incredible year.  Mom called me a few weeks ago (at college…) and asked if I could write the Christmas letter early this year.  I said sure, just send me a list of the things you have done this year and get Daddy and Mason to do the same.  Out lists are all very, very, very long.  
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Mom had a busy year but hey, that’s not so shocking!  Mom spent the first part of the year working hard and continuing with DeeCompression, her massage practice, and her volunteer work at the fire department.  Those guys really loved Mom, but then again, who wouldn’t love an extremely talented person who comes to deliver free massages weekly to whomever wants one? Her therapeutic massage skills led her to the office of Dr. Mark Dean where she soon took on the role of nurse manager and undertook the project of beginning to develop a surgical center for the doctor.  The position took her to Reno and Tucson for work conferences and that started a whirlwind of travel.  It always baffled me that a mother with such a desire to go travel the world ended up with two children who are homebodies, but that is neither here nor there!  In July she went to New York to visit with some doctors that are going to patch up her back for good and that visit propelled her on a journey that would (literally) take her around the world. In July the tremendous traveler went to Norway with her parents and showed them how great 21 hour days are.  August took the amazing adventurer to Alaska when the family went on a cruise.  The pictures she took of glacial icefall are amazing.  In September the terrific trekker went TO CHINA!!!!!  Mom and her friend Laura Pretorious went for three weeks to learn Tuina - a Chinese manual therapy (massage) - and I would start to describe it, but the woman took 2500 pictures (no joke) and needed two extra suitcases to get all of the stuff she acquired home so, I don’t even know where to start! Mom got home and after a week or two she was itching to take off again.  In October, Mom and Dad went on a cruise and in November the family went to Virginia Beach for Thanksgiving.  



Daddy, not to be outdone by my globe-trotting mother, has done quite a bit of traveling himself, but most of it seems to work related.  Dad actually did about 100,000 miles of travel for PRA this year. That’s not including the weekly trips to Washington DC. What a guy, what a guy.  He went to Puerto Rico on company trip and then fulfilled a life-long goal and cruised Alaska.  The man even took us along with him! We had a wonderful time there.  Earlier in the summer, Daddy took me down to Clemson the day after my graduation and helped me get all registered for classes.  He told me that one of his monumental events of the year was when he switched his allegiance from UVA to Clemson.  What a great Dad!  The other big thing he did this year was purchase some land to build the “dream retirement” home on.  Mom and Dad have already started looking at plans for it, and while I do not foresee retirement happening soon for either of them, we may just be moving within the next few years!  Daddy even lived the bachelor life for a while this year with Mason.  The boys managed to leave the house intact while Mom was in China - sure, the odor of pizza took few weeks to get rid of when Mom got back, but other than that they left everything rather unscathed.  All in all Daddy had a good year.  He’s ready to see another year come (and more hair go…().

Mason, my man-child brother, came to visit me at Clemson a few weeks ago and everyone kept saying how nice it was for my “big brother to come and see his little freshman sister in college", and all the girls wanted to know if he was he single!  I had to tell everyone he was 16.  And then try to convince everyone that I wasn’t lying.  He loved it.  So I’d say that he’s doing well.  Mason is still at Albemarle and buckling down on some hard-core school work in his junior year.  He had good practice being intense over the summer.  He worked construction and can now make a mean stone wall and drive a jack-hammer. Mason drives now and has his own car, so that has been another huge change in his life.  It gets him to and from Dips and Sips, where he is still working.  He is now a part-time "only child" (as I have moved out the house), but I think that he has adjusted quite well!

And that leaves me. I am now at Clemson University in South Carolina and love it!  I graduated in the spring and went to Eastern Europe for a month on a missions trip in Hungary and Ukraine. That was an incredibly rewarding trip and I am looking forward to going back this next summer.  When I got back I headed down to the sweltering south and have kept busy here by rushing.  I am now a Delta Delta Delta (which makes it possible for my grandmother to also be my sister…yes, yes, Nana is also a Tridelt!).  I love my roommate Joye, and we have had a really great time here getting to know people, going to football, going to FCA and occasionally….class (!  I am finding that college life really agrees with me.  Three days a week I don’t have class until 1:25 and Fridays I have one class.  I have found that I have become a mostly nocturnal creature.  And I think that overall things are pretty peachy here!  I did have mono for the first month so I was able to avoid the first-month-freshman-awkwardness due to the drug-induced haze I was in.  So life goes!                                                                                                                                 

Mason asked me why we wrote a letter to let everyone know what was going on in our lives. His opinion was, if they want to know, they should call! Well I agree! Give us a call sometime! We send out this letter because in today’s world, we can all get just a little too busy for catching up and for telling people whom we love that they mean something to us.  We just wanted to let you all know what has been going on in our little family, in hopes that you will keep us up to date in your lives too!  From our family to yours, we wish you the very happiest of holidays.  I leave you with this.  When we were in Ukraine (on the missions trip I went on this past summer), we were helping at a Christian summer camp for underprivileged children where the kids spoke no English.  They all knew one phrase though, which they would emphatically chant when they saw us in chapel or when they greeted or parted from the Americans there at the camp.  Eagerly and with unmatched sincerity, they always said, “God. Bless. YOU!”  So, I leave you now with that happy thought.  Happy Holidays and may God Bless You in the coming year.





Love From the Walsh Family via Liz, our ever-faithful Scribe
December, 2005
