[bookmark: _GoBack]It was Friday (December 23rd) before Christmas and I was walking home from work. I was having a pity party with myself when out of the clear blue I said OUT LOUD, “’T’was the Night Before Christmas and all through the house not a creature was stirring not even a mouse.” All of a sudden I realized what I did and hoped no one saw or heard me and I wondered why I just said that out loud. Then I thought of my grandmother and the book, “The Night Before Christmas” my grandparents had given me. Grandma would always tell me that Christmas was more than Santa Claus but it was about Jesus and what God has given us. By the time I had walked the mile home I was full of God’s Joy he had for me. This made my Christmas weekend acceptable without family. I knew this Christmas would be great with God in the picture!
It has been over twelve years now since I moved back to Kansas from Washington State. I did not seem to find a church that was meeting my spiritual needs of Christian fellowship in the Northwest. I wanted to get back to the Midwest where I could be closer to family for holidays and get closer to God. But due to circumstances I am not able to spend time with birth family as much as I would have liked. But, I have been able to grow closer to God here with my Christian family in Kansas. 
Wednesday after Christmas I see that I received an e-mail that looks like spam titled ”Old book may be yours” authored by someone I did not know. My dander rose up a little. Then I saw that this person also wanted to be a friend of mine on Facebook. This is something I do not try to get involved in so I was ready to delete the e-mail. I was stopped dead in my action when I knew I had to open this e-mail.
I opened the e-mail and saw my full name with my middle name Alan spelled “Allen” just like my grandma would spell my middle name. She never seemed to spell it correctly. Now my hair is standing up on the back of my neck because no one spells my name that way. Why this person?
I now start to read this e-mail. Carla Pryor introduces herself and said she is looking for this person’s name. This was the same as my name but my middle name was spelled wrong. She said “This person would have been in the hospital when he was a child and admitted on 12-3-59. The doctor's name was Dr. Shrader. 
Alright I think how is this person getting this information about me and what are they wanting of me? This is information no one except my family and I would know or I thought would know. Was she a nurse at the hospital the time I was there? Who is this woman? I forwarded this e-mail to my family and asked if they knew of this woman. 
Carla said that she had this book for me from my grandparents. Carla said “The grandparents gave him a Little Golden Book named The Night Before Christmas and dated it December 25, 1958.”
Carla goes on to say “I purchased this book about 12 years ago (yes, about 12 years ago was the same time I wanted to get closer to God) on an EBay auction because I remembered this same book as a child and wanted to add it my old book collection. The inside cover was inscribed with information on a little boy named Bruce Groninger and it has always intrigued me as to what may have happened to him. Are you the same Bruce Groninger that once owned this little book?” 
Yes this is my book, I think to myself! No doubt about it. Now I wanted to know how she found out all the information about me. 
So I wrote Carla back and she replies back “I am so excited that I found you! Every Christmas I pull this little book out and read it and every year I always wonder about this little boy. I've wished I could find him and return his book! This year, I decided to Google your name but kept running into dead ends, but there was a Bruce Groninger that was approximately 57 in the Kansas or Missouri area. I found a partial address, but that wasn't enough, so I just kept searching. I finally came across a square dancing club that had this email as the contact for Bruce Groninger. I thought it couldn't hurt to try it, so that's what I did. Please see the pictures attached. I would love to return your book to you, if you would like it. Please tell me what address I can ship it to.”
My brother saw the attached picture and said “Well that is very interesting, that is grandma’s hand writing!” I think, no doubt my brother is right. Yes, the book is my book. This book was given to me by my Grandparents. I was in the hospital the next year. My Grandma brought this book up to me while I in the hospital. I sure felt like God let me know all is okay and keep doing what I am doing. We all need to keep looking to God! 
Since then I have talked to Carla and let her know the rest of the story.
A friend since I moved back to Kansas, Connie Jacobs, was told this story as it developed. Connie gave me the most astonishing look when I told her of the book. I asked her what was wrong. She replied that nothing was wrong but did I realize that we had talked about this very book within the last few weeks. She went on to say that she remembers me bringing this book up in conversation a number of times in the past. My only reply was “That’s right!”
Also it occurred to me that I had purchased a book from my friend’s store for myself and it was also one of my childhood memories “The Littlest Angel”. The purchase was this year. God, you are so GREAT!
Twenty year ago my parents had an auction at my grandparents’ estate. That is where the book started its journey. Carla Pryor sent me my book back after a long journey; this little book has come "full circle". 
I looked at the date that I receive the first e-mail from Carla and it was dated but not time stamped December 23, 2011. That is the same day I said OUT LOUD “'Twas the Night Before Christmas …..”.
I had this book with me under my Christmas tree at my parents. The same tree ornaments that were on my tree as a kid hang on my tree as shown in the picture in Kansas 53 years later. I sit with my little book that inspires me to look to God at Christmas and throughout the year, no need for “pity party” because of Grandma’s witness to me of Jesus.
