Keep the Faith

When my oldest child was about 7 years old, he asked me one

day at Christmas time: “Mom, tell me the truth: is there

really a Santa Claus or do you and Dad buy the presents?”

He had never asked before, and now I didn’t know what to say. He

seemed old enough for the truth, so I told him it was really Mom and

Dad who bought the presents. The instant this was out of my mouth, I

regretted it. The wide-eyed look of shock on his face told me it was a

mistake.

But before I could say anything else, he rallied and said, “Oh, now I

know what you mean! Santa brings the presents that I ask for, and

you buy the things I didn’t ask for, like clothes.” “Exactly,” replied

Mom, tremendously relieved.

My 7-year-old had just let me off the hook because his determination

to believe was stronger than his wish to know “the truth.” I’d upset

the world as he knew it by telling him the truth, and he wasted no

time setting it right again.

For some of us, this is what faith is like: a confusing mixture of belief

and curiosity about what’s “really” true. Maybe it’s better not to try to

settle it one way or another. Maybe it’s better to let ourselves off the

hook and live in the world as we know it, all the while keeping our

belief intact.

