In Defense of Christmas Letters

By Johanna R. Garfield

"Don't you just hate those form letters people
send at Christmas?" said my friend Betty, & woman
T've | admired for her wit and intelligence. “All
that self-congratulatory stuff about them and their
families. Ugh!"

I blushed. Wewmmthahmgmupoffﬂmds,
and clearly Betty had forgotten that [ was ann
guilty of j aunhaletber though, Ilikaiaotbink
not a self-co ng:tulaburyon& Morehkeabrmfchmn
icle of where the five of us are and what we're doing.

I'd heard snide remarks about Christmas letters
and "Christmas card friendships” before, but coming
from Betty, the remark cut deep. The more [
about it, the more I concluded that Betty and
Smgeuufthe}{muletbermdu&

For how else could we inform the far-ﬂungreb

tives and friends we've made in 25 years to
er, to say ing of the ones met separately
before and

Some we write or speak to more often, of course.
But for many others (the couple we met on our trip to
England with the kids, my best friend from high
school who now lives in Paris) the end-of-year letter is
nmghlydefenmhﬁthtﬁughhﬁghthal:ﬂr—m&
wa;rm to with over peop

kee&)?" mymﬂngmhﬂ as though there

almost indecent, or at the very least

ma.llypromscunua, about that number. "If you don't

communicate with some of them from from one Chrisat-
mas to the next, how important can they be to you?

My answer is: important enough. Often, I think
people let friendships fade because of the fatal combi-
nation of distance plus the busyness of all our lives,

not because there ia fatal flaw in the relationship.
The Christmas letter is a way of keeping the path-
ways open, and often the t is a chance to renew

the friendship when paths do croes again, or an inspi-
ration to make them croses again.

If it is true that people are basi goallko,thnnl
have to guess that my curiosi ut how my
ﬁ'iemia’kidahavegmwninpu'uﬂzsd their inter-

astinmaa.ndmina

P AN

Ituaedtnbathntnganhnmﬂs lettenwent only
to those far away. But having a few left over one
December, I sent them to friends and relatives near-
by, with *You pmhnb&g know all this already, but

. . " acrawled on thepage I found, to my sur-
prisu,thatthay]mtgs

"T didn't know J gradun from college
nutyw.Huwwmawud:ﬂn’tt&ll ore?” said a

fnundlapea.ktumthuumamg‘ulari
Snlba%}m enclosing the letters muﬁn&l_? with all
m"%mdm ﬁlﬂt,lﬁgdpeapluukfu;eth:%hr
't te in June or September’
mmmﬁrﬂhﬂmﬂuymemnmof
not o la ly refer to as my Annual Re-

what I

port. A perfectly fair comment, and 1 ¥, in an
age o

quill i

g
§

and no I might have taken
hmdmdbadefmtjuuhbmmnthem de

hmast,nutsmlydnlmt
ﬁ'equanﬂyfumtth&bl.rth

personal. 'mu]'dbetrua.nnﬂinfnctwnuld
be, that at the end of each I add a nal note
— I probably would have neither the time
nor to make if mnnm{eumpmthmd:ﬂd-
ual -written or hand- tter repeating how

Cory had changed schools year, and Clare was

switching careers.
Nor am I above enclosing with said letter a photo
of our kids, of us, of our house or whatever. (This year

letter, and for all of us who send them. God bless
mm.aﬂ%’aﬂfﬂuﬂu{hmdﬂ-

Johanna R. Garfield lives in Manhattan. Her first
book, “The Life of a Real Girl,” will soon be pub-
Hshed b}f St. Martin’s.
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