
 
 
 

 
 

Each Moment of Christmas 
by Joanetta Hendel 

 
There is no more dreaded time of year for the bereaved than the Christmas season. The 
holidays assault our spirits and violate our sensibilities. Held hostage by the calendar, 
most of us march wearily into December with ambivalence at best, and out-and-out 
hostility at worst. Imprisoned by tradition, the celebrations to come represent nothing 
more than pain and heartache tied with a festive red ribbon and packaged for public 
display. 
 
Feeling powerless and out of control, we are apt to project in advance the misery and 
suffering that lies in wait. Our imaginings create elaborate scenarios of loss and 
despair—instant replays of years gone by, superimposed with gaping holes and 
unendurable emptiness. Faced with the desolation of our projected visions, forced 
headlong in to the reality of our loss and besieged by terror, we tend to barricade 
ourselves against the horrors to come. 
 
Within our prison of Christmas glitter and glee, we find ourselves not so much 
traumatized by the present moment as fearing the moment that will follow . . . and the 
one after that and the one after that. In our feeble attempts to protect ourselves, and 
paralyzed by the horror we envision as ours to suffer, we borrow trouble. We struggle 
for safety from the unknown by walling ourselves away from the feelings that are bound 
to surface, the very feelings that could help to heal and mend our grief. 
 
The holidays challenge our pain thresholds, and attempts to control the amount of hurt 
we will accept is human nature. Denying our feelings, however, merely compounds the 
problem. By suppressing the sadness of our losses, we push parts of ourselves away, 
robbing us of the very healing that is available through emotional release. Hiding from 
ourselves, we involuntarily create a form of internal bondage that festers and grows. By 
postponing grief, we postpone life, intensify our pain and further enslave ourselves. 
 
The balance between acceptance and resistance lies in the ability to surrender into each 
and every moment as it comes. When we close ourselves off from what we are feeling, 
we sacrifice the healing energy that lies within. Suppressing creates turmoil and 
heightens despair. To experience the pain, the sadness, the anger or the grief is to free 
the emotion of its power and allow the feeling to pass. Allowing ourselves to experience 
the truth of each emotion as it rises and falls away is our path to emotional health and 
spiritual freedom. 
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It is comforting to realize that this present instant is all we must ever endure or deal 
with. Following the intuitive flow of our feelings and experiences brings us naturally into 
harmony with ourselves and the world around us. Allowing the internal hurt to surface 
nourishes emotional health and diminishes spiritual and physical isolation. 
 
Symmetry thrives in the expression of sadness, and serenity flourishes even in the 
presence of tears. Only by experiencing each moment can we remain centered in our 
soul. Tears well up, fall and are wiped away. Hurts arise, sting, dissipate and dissolve. 
Smiles surface, blossom and gently connect. Joys spring forth, take expression and 
radiate warmth. And the cycle begins again. Each time we allow ourselves to feel the 
hurt, each time we follow the flow, we experience a tiny healing all its own. Living in the 
present, no matter what the present may offer, quiets the mind, soothes the spirit, and 
nourishes the soul. 
 
Living moment-to-moment affords us control over our lives and our experiences. We 
need not be bandied about by an all-powerful Christmas season that swoops in from 
nowhere to suffocate and destroy. We need not be fractured into a thousand tiny pieces 
by rules, traditions and memories that are very much beyond our control. 
 
We govern our own corner of the universe; we are in charge of our own emotional state 
one instant to the next. We are empowered to face the holidays with sacred reverence 
rather than heartsick dread. Trusting in God, we allow Christmas to unfold—one 
moment to the next. 
 

Originally printed in Bereavement Magazine, December 1990. 
 
 

Copyright © 1990 by Joanetta Hendel, WordWorks Publishing 
Reprint permission is granted with credit to the author, Joanetta Hendel. 

 
 

Each Moment of Christmas by Joanetta Hendel, Page 2 of 2 
Copyright 1990 by Joanetta Hendel, WordWorks Publishing 
www.wordworkspublishing.net 


