Dear Mom,

What a wonderful month is December!  And what a wonderful season is winter!  Christmas has always been a huge part of my life because I was blessed with a family that taught me the wonders and joys of the season...both sacred and secular.  I cannot tell you the happiness I have experienced over the Decembers of my life, throughout the years.  

I have learned, though, as I have grown up, that not everyone shares the same thoughts regarding Christmas, that I do.  This used to bother me.  I wanted everyone to be as excited about Christmas as I was.  I also learned that instead of trying to force others to feel the joy and wonder I feel, it makes much more sense to show it to them.  Many of them don't feel it because they have never seen it.  I think that the true spirit of Christmas transcends any form of religion.

Because of this, and because I know you love Christmas as much as I do, I decided to send you a collection of thoughts regarding winter to put a little chill into your heart...a good kind of chill.  I have so many happy Christmas memories and winter memories.  Thanks so much for making them for me.  I hope this collection will bring you some winter joy!

There are 10 notes...enjoy mommie!

Note 1
"...In December, all nature contributes to the wonder of the season, 

as winter spreads its magic all over the land.  In the southern states, 

frost may delicately outline thousands of tree branches and 

etch the roadside grasses with fragile silvery threads.  Farther north, from New England to the high Rockies, December snows unfold a Christmas-card scenery:  skaters test newly frozen lakes while skiers check the snowpack.  But no matter how much we may enjoy this fairy-tale world, sooner or later we all gladly surrender to the lure of a warm, crackling fire indoors..."

DeWitt Jones

Mommie, you warm my heart just like that crackling fire.  I hope as you read these notes you find joy, and peace in the words of others.  That is why I send them to you...to let you know I care and to share the wonder of winter with you, because you are wonderful!

Love, 

Diana

Note 2
Dear Mom,

One of the best things about winter is the promise of new birth and new life that it brings.  This is exhibited in the story of the baby Jesus, and it is also exhibited in nature.  Read this:

Nature looks ahead and makes ready for the new season in the midst of the old.  The present season is always the mother of the next, 

and the inception takes place long before the sun loses its power.

John Burroughs, 1905

Nature has such a wonderful way of helping us put things into perspective, doesn't it?  How inconsequential our own worries sometimes seem compared to the "big picture."  When we are worrying about some issue that seems insurmountable to us today, it sometimes helps to remember that nature is already busy planning how to coax that little seed into a flower next spring...or precisely when will be the right time to turn those caterpillars into butterflies... or when it is time to wake the dozing bear from her slumber. 
Not that our issues are not significant.  Anything of consequence to us is of consequence to nature also, because we are a part of the life and energy that makes up the world.  God cares about even the smallest concern.  But making sure those issues are in the proper perspective is nature's way of not allowing us to take ourselves too seriously.

You have mastered the art of being worry free!  I try to be more like you in that way.  I'm sure there are little things that are on your mind though.  When you think about what is worrying you today, try remembering that nature is way ahead of you...already contemplating a time when that worry of yours will be just a memory.  Enjoy the winter of your life, and realize that without it, the spring and summer would not exist.  In the grand scheme of things, it's just another season!

Love,

Diana   

Note 3
Dear Mom,

One of the greatest treasures of winter is the beauty and artistry, provided by the ice and frost.  This is not available at any other time of the year.  Listen to this  description: 

So frost is on the land at last, the stiff rime of it dusted across the grass, treacherous on the stones, exquisite along each vein of leached-out skeleton leaf.  Frost is in the golden crown of that beggar king, the dandelion; frost pushes up out of the red clay in a gleaming forest of curving icicles, so strong that it has lifted the earth and even little stones high on its cold prongs, so frail that at a touch of my cane I can slay it as easily as so many glass flowers.  Sickles and spirals and curls like a carpenter's shavings are shooting out of the stems of the frostweed..."

Donald Culross Peattie, 1935

Note 4
The winter season is filled with a special kind of beauty.  Nature seems to decorate the lands as if in preparation for a grand ball.  The crystals that are formed look to me like tiny gemstones made of water...like little diamonds.  The icicles hang from each rock and house and branch like beautiful crystal pendants around the neck of the nobility of nature.  And the blanket of snow on the meadow is like a gown of the purest, whitest velvet.  

How lovely nature adorns herself and her home at this time.  There must be something particularly important about the season.  Perhaps the joy for us lies in the discovery of that significance.  I find it most thoughtful of nature to include us in her grand ball!

Mom, the joy of your kind words and deeds scatter over my heart like crytals of ice on the meadow.  And your warmth and love blanket me as the velvet frost.

These winter nights, against my window-pane

Nature with busy pencil draws designs

Of ferns and blossoms and fine spray of pines,

Oak-leaf and acorn and fantastic vines,

Which she will make when summer comes again--

Quaint arabesques in argent, flat and cold,

Like curious Chinese etchings...By and by,

Walking my leafy garden as of old,

These frosty fantasies shall charm my eye

In azure, damask emerald, and gold."

Thomas Bailey Aldrich, 1882

Take time to dwell on the beauty of the season.  Remember that such beauty is a gift to be enjoyed, not taken for granted.  Take time this winter to go out and dance in nature's grand ball.  I'm sure you will.  Someone recently told me that we are given treasures to ensure that our hearts are in the right place.  I know yours is.

Love,

Diana 

Note 5
Dear Mom,

Winter is a time of rest.  Read this: 

When the bears take up their winter quarters, they continue the greater part 

of two months, in almost an entire state of inactivity...

While they are employed in that surprising task of nature, they cannot 

contain themselves in silence, but are so well pleased with their repast, that they continue singing hum-um-um:  as their pipes are none of the weakest..." 

James Adair, 1775

How wonderful it must be to sleep soundly for a couple of months.  You know I love my bed and I love sleeping.  My bed has always been a haven for me...a place of ultimate comfort and warmth.  Another childhood symbol of comfort for me was sucking on my fingers .  Remember?

"Bears will sleep so soundly for fourteen days that is is not possible 

by any means to awaken them, and...during their abode in those 

secret places, they never appear abroad for food, but only suck their paws, 

which is all they subsist upon during that time." 

John Brickell, 1737

Take some time this winter for quality rest and relaxation.  Remember that everything goes through cycles...nature, life, our bodies.  Why not learn to enjoy the winter as a time of relaxation and deep meditation, just like nature does...I know you already do. :)  

A lot of people (us included) thrive on the busyness of the holidays.  Some do not however.  And even for those of us that enjoy it, it can be a little weary.  Try not to let the busy holiday season wear you out or wear you down.  If it attempts to do just that, go to whatever place exemplifies comfort, warmth and rest for you...and stay there for a while.  Everything needs rest Mom...even busy people like us.

Thank you for giving me mental rest by sharing my burdens and my joys with me.  What a great relationship you have blessed me with!  The part of my life that you share provides me a time when I can be a little dormant and restful...you give me peace.  That is no small gift!  I hope you find peace for your soul this winter.

Love,

Diana

Note 6
Mom,

The moon is very special to me.  I used to lay on my bed in my room and place myself so the moonlight was on my face.  It always felt clean and pure and warm to me.  I liked to go to sleep that way.  The December moon is extra special.  Here is someone else's description: 

"...The full moon of December is no summer serenader's moon,

no sentimental moon of silvery softness to match

the rhyming of the ballad singer.  

It is a moon with more than fourteen hours of 

darkness to rule in cold splendor.

It is not a silvery moon at all.  This is a moon of ice, cold and distant. 

But it shimmers the hills where there is a frosting of snow, 

and it makes the frozen valleys gleam.

It dances on the dark surface of an up-country pond.  

It weaves fantastic patterns on the snow in the woodland.

It is the sharp edge of the night wind, the silent coompanion for the nightwalker,

a deceptive light that challenges the eye.  

It is the long winter night in cold splendor, 

night wrapped in frost, spangled and sequined and remote..."

Hal Borland, 1979

One of my favorite things about winter is the fact that when the snow falls it lays like an even blanket upon nature.  There is no boundary between your yard and mine...there is only one velvet yard that everyone may play in.  The December moon is the sharp glow that lights the entire scene. 

Emily Dickinson was a 19th century poet.  She was sort of a strange and lonely woman, she never really had a love (or at least not one that loved her back) and some of her poems are thought to be a contemplation of suicide.  She was a recluse in her father's house by the age of 30.  The "he" in her love poetry is thought to be Jesus, or a masculine aspect of her self.  She was very introspective because she was so lonely.  She really led a very sad life.  But she wrote some beautiful poetry...much of which was never published until her death.  She is not my very favorite poet, she is a little too melancholy to read all the time, but I do think she has some important things to say regarding self.  She also wrote some great poetry about nature.  She did not always write bittersweet poems, some were happy, but most were very contemplative.  Here is how Emily Dickinson described the snow:

The Snow

It sifts from Leaden Sieves--

It powders all the Wood.

It fills with Alabaster Wool

The Wrinkles of the Road--

It makes an Even Face

Of Mountain, and of Plain--

Unbroken Forehead from the East

Unto the East again--

It reaches to the Fence--

It wraps it Rail by Rail

Till it is lost in Fleeces--

It deals Celestial Vail

To Stump, and Stack--and Stem--

A Summer's empty Room--

Acres of Joints, where Harvests were,

Recordless, but for them--

It Ruffles Wrists of Posts

As Ankles of a Queen--

Then stills its Artisans--like ghosts--

Denying they have been--

Emily Dickinson, 1891

With all my heart and my soul, I believe there is something special in the light of the moon.  And with my fanciful heart and soul, I believe there is extra special magic in the December moon.  The full moon this month falls on December 14.  Take just a couple of moments to enjoy it Mom.  Show it to Daddy.  Share the magic of the December moon with him.  

Love,

Diana 

Note 7
Dear Mom,

You probably know some of this, but I'm going to repeat it, because it always continues to fascinate me.  Here is a little snow education:

Snow History:  

Snow has probably fascinated mankind ever since the first human encountered a snowflake.  The stuff of myths and fairy tales has also been the subject of intense study.  The first recorded drawings of snowflakes were done by the Swedish archbishop and historian Olaus Magnus in 1555.  

Snow Chemistry: 

Snow is not really white, but transparent, reflecting light in all directions, thus creating the white color of snow.  Pink snow is regularly seen in the Sierra Nevadas and in the Brooks Range in Alaska.  This is caused by snow-dwelling algae that give both color and a watermelon aroma to the snow.

Snow Physics:

Large snowflakes, about the diameter of a silver dollar, descend at about 3.5 miles an hour...6 times slower than a raindrop.  It takes more than one million snow crystals to cover a two-square-foot area with ten inces of snow.

Snow Linguistics:

For most of us, snow is snow.  But the Eskimos have to plot their days in a world of constant snow, so distinctions are critical.  Where we use an entire phrase to describe different kinds of snow, they use only a single word:

Anniu - Snow

Qali - Snow that collects on trees

Api - Snow on the ground

Upsik - Wind-beaten snow

Siqoq - Smokey snow or drifting snow

Siqoqtoaq - Snow melted by the sun and refrozen into a crust

Kimoaqruk - Drift

Qamaniq - Bowl shaped depression in snow around the base of trees

"Never was stuff so malleable as snow, so easy and quick to work, 

and never was artist so free as the wind.

The currents of the wind, that helped to shape the flake, are written, 

with the tracks of wild life, on the fields of white.  Tomorrow, if the wind 

blows all night long, and more snow falls, 

the careless sculptor will have shaped the world all over again..." 

Donald C. and Noel Peattie, 1950

The next time you see a picture of snow, think about how it is completely changeable.  It is nature's clay.  If she makes something of it she doesn't like, she simply blows it around and starts over.  Don't forget that our lives are like this.  There are very few things that cannot be changed with time and effort.  Even the worst mistakes of our lives and the deepest sorrows are lessened with time.  This is God's gift of mercy to us.

Thank you for loving me just the way I am...with my good points and bad.

Love,

Diana

Note 8
Dear Mom,

I know you probably won't have any snow when you read this, but maybe with a few words and a little imagination you can feel the snow flakes.  

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was probably one of the most loved American poets.  He is also one of the first to use Native American themes in his poetry.  Nathanial Hawthorne was a good friend of his and his Native American poems were probably inspired by Henry.  He was a Harvard professor after some time spent in Europe.  He obtained many honors for his work during his lifetime.  Here is one of his poems: 

Snow-Flakes

Out of the bosom of the Air,

Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken,

Over the woodlands brown and bare,

Over the harvest-fields forsaken,

Silent, and soft, and slow

Descends the snow.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 1863

Something that has always amazed me about the snow is the silence that accompanies it.  The rest of winter is so fierce and loud...the howling wind, the thunder, the pounding rain.  But the snow is completely silent, except when it builds and slides off of a tree or rooftop.  When I lived in Big Bear I used to be able to tell when it was snowing outside without even looking, because all of a sudden, everything would get completely quiet.

This winter, take the time to be silent.  It is in silence that we hear the words that are really important.  Daddy and Thomas say that our little mouths just run and run...but they don't know.  :)  We can be silent when we want to.

Thanks so much, Mom, for allowing me to be silent during some of our times together.  I like that we can spend time together, even without saying anything, and still find enjoyment.  You are a great friend!

Love, 

Diana

Note 9
Dearest Mom,

I also love the Evergreen trees.  There are many beautiful trees in Tennessee, and some Evergreens, but nothing like the Evergreens you see in the West.  Although I love the sight of the barren branches in the South, there is nothing quite so wintery as a snow covered evergreen!  Remember when we used to go cut our Christmas tree in the mountains.  Wasn't that fun?

"Up in the Adirondacks winter's coming is marked by more thant the bladed 

wind across the lakes and the snow flurries against the grey skies.  

On the hillsides and across distant lake shores the tall evergreens, 

particularly the spruce, are slowly darkening.  Close up, the spruce are a heavy lifeless green, but at a distance they are almost black with the live color 

drained from them.  That blackness marks the winter woods as much as the 

bare grasping branches of the maples or the trim green of the hemlock.  

The old spruce, have already been snow-tipped, yet at the end of each branch, even the smallest, are the little brown buds set ready for next year's growth.  

This is the promise of new life that will come to the woods on some far-off day...

the promise that the winter will not last forever." 

William Chapman White, 1960

Evergreens are ideally suited to winter.  Their tough, green needles stay on all throughout the season to continue producing food during even the harshest cold spells.  The needle's waxy coating sheds the snow easily, and the steeple shape encourages the heavy snow to slide to the ground.  Evergreens are so resilient!

This winter, try to practice resilience.  It is an art that needs time to be perfected.  I am not very good at it myself, but I think you are.  Thank you for giving me your friendship and love even though I am not anywhere near as resilient as I should be.  

Love,

Diana

Note 10
Dear Mom,

There is a special kind of beauty in things that are at once powerful and gentle.  The ocean is like this.  That is why I like it so much, and why so many of my poems are about water.  The winter is like this also.

Snow, in this soft blanket form, is a kindly thing.  Cold as it is, 

it forms a shelter for little creatures crouching in its lee." 

Donald C. Peattie, 1950

I enjoy things that exhibit an irony like the cold snow providing life sustaining warmth for winter creatures.  It seems to me this is nature's way of keeping us open minded.  

Ralph Waldo Emerson was also a 19th century poet.  He has been called the  most inspirational writer of American literature, because he had a powerful influence on his generation. His poetry has stood the test of time.  He went to Harvard at 14 and graduated at 18, but he didn't receive any honors because he preferred to read what he pleased rather than the lessons assigned to him.  He taught for a few years and then he was ordained and began to preach.  When he was 28 his wife died, followed by his brothers.  He then suffered also from doubts about church doctrine and resigned his pastorate.  He went to Europe for a while and met many great poets who inspired his writing.  He also remarried.

Emerson was a man who was kind and gentle...an intellectual.  To understand his writing it is helpful to understand his way of thinking.  He believed that great truths come by intuition--that is, that they come unbidden.  Most modern philosophers do not agree with Emerson; they think that truth may be reasoned. His poems are ranked among the greatest ever written in America.  Emerson has been criticized for the lack of organization or plan in his essays, but he never tried to put plan there. He said what he had to say as it came to him and considered himself as the mouthpiece. Here is one of his poems:

The Snow Storm

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,

Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields,

Seems nowhere to alight:  the whited air

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,

And veils the farm-house at theh garden's end.

The sled and traveler stopped, the courier's feet

Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit

Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson, 1847

What a wonderful thing is being snowed in, especially if there is no electricity!  I think it is natures way of keeping us humble...reminding us how inconsequential we really are.  Even though you may not be snowed in this winter, take some time to lock yourself away and dwell on the irony of Winter.

Thank you for the irony of our friendship...that we can be a part of each other and still be two completely different people..and still bring each other joy.  You are just great Mom!  I can't wait to come home!

All of winter's happiest blessings to you,

Diana

